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KNOW no sadder sights in life than the fall of the autumn leaves, and our office-boy putting up the shutters. 

The balmy summer days (there are often over a dozen) must come to an end some time or other, and so at eventide 
must the inevitable twilight gather o'er 73, Fleet Street, and then the sweet ate whose. department it is, must surely 
come forth and block out the last glimmer of declining day with the shutters aforesaid. 

Slowly and regretfully then the last Iingering free-list subscriber—who has <A Yeading every word of ‘Jupy's mirth- 
provoking pages on the cheap, through the window—drags himself away, or perchance is jostled a little before he will go, and 
then all is blankness, and desolation, and despair. 

I must be forgiven if, on this occasion, I am more mournfal than is my wont. I have been watching the fall of leaves in a 
peaceful country spot, and I have just returned in time to see the shutters being put ap; and the boy has ran against me 
accidentally, and hit me with a shutter in the fourth button, oounting from the top. 

All things, alas! must have an ending. Even orinoline may go out some day; the Volunteer movement subside; “the 
greatest circulation in the world decrease; the Moonk ann Burogss troupe reach the end of their London season; the 
believers in a Liberal Government become less credulous; Mr. Ayrton leave.off being rude; the Ticusoanr J ury deliver their 
verdict; and Jupy end ever s0 many more volumes. 

Ah me! another Volume is just done (handsomely bound in 1 loth, price 8s. —but this is a mere detail). Another six 
months past and gone! How many waste-papér baskets filled! What heartburnings and jealousies among the poor wan, 
would-be contributors! What tumultuous raptute forthe fhrice-happy one owns has proken me the charmed circle, and got a 
whole line of Sputterings all at one time all to himself! 

I have, alas! but little more to say, and I can imagine you sahaealy feel glad to hear it. I will not dwell upon the beauty 
of our covers for binding (at 2s.). You, our faithful subscribers, know them of old. I will not say that now or never, with the 
New Volume, is the time for those poor benighted creatures who do not subscribe to commence at once. I will not say that our 
Almanack this year will be better than ever, and afford a peculiarly advantageous opportunity for advertisers. I will not even 
dwell upon the talent of our Editor, or the indescribable charms of manner and appearance which distinguish him; but if I 
don’t do anything of this kind, you can scarcely expect me to say much more. I will therefore conclude. 

Hampers of game may be sent as usual. Also conscience-money by those who have paid short income-tax. Legacies tobs 
made payable at the London and Westminster Bank, nenne Bar Branch. Friends at a distance, please accept this 
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Apostles of Liberty, 1 

Cardwell's Battalions ; oe: Skeleton Drill 
at Dartmoor, 166. 

Come to Grief! or, another Bump, shit 

Conspirators (The), 176. 

Dead Failure of Jugglery (The), 156. 


After the Season is Over, 260. 
Ah-Bah-Loon !! 252. 

Ambition, 74. 

Aunt Sally at the Derby, 60. 
Awful Incident on the South Coast, 200. 
Bachelorhoud, 22. 

Barber Fiend (The), 2 

Beauty in Danger, ev 

Behind the Scenes, 38. 
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Brutal Outrage, 223. 

By the Sad Sea, 123. 

Camp (What we my see at the), 124. 
Canny Folk (The), 148. 

Chance for Noggins (A), 100. 
Conquest (George), 113, 
Dance (The Giddy), 50 

Darwinian Links, 32. 

Deed of Darkness (The), 72. 
Derby (An Incident of se) 54. 
Derby (Aunt Sally at the), 60 
Derby-Day, 51. 

Derby-Day in Fairyland, 61. 
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Descent and Fall, 8 

Preadful Thing to Tsiee (A), 172. 
Etiquette (A Question of), 43. 
Fairyland (A peat fee in), 61. 
Fall (Descent and), 82. 

Fancy goes a Long Way, 70. 
Fashions (Judy’s), 133. 

Fat Pig |The), 81. 

Fiend (The Barber) 20. 

First Impressions (Persian), 122. 
Flesh (The Wayw ail), 199. 

Folk (The Canny), 143. 
Frivolousneas, 254. 

Game (A New), 110. 

Giddy Dance (The), 50. 

Girls’ School, 10. 

Good Idea (A), 48. 

Good Samaritan (The), 200. 


Harder Still, 48. 
Academy (Ramble through the Royal), 99. 
Ago noment (St. Stephen's Theatre), 


1. 

Author (A New), 31. 
Bad Boy and the Good (The), 1 
Bath-Chair (A Voice from a Sichton), 209. 
Beauty without Eyebrows, 42. 
Bloaters (In 8 of), 22. 
Buffies (That Impostor), 219. 
Correspondence, 9, 19, 49, 71. 
Dieguised Duke (The), 31. 
Dreadful Confession of Captain Sadboy 

(The), 194. 
Education by Act of Parliament, 42. 
Fever (The Shah), 111, 114. 
Gentleman (The Undecided), 7, 18, 27, 38, 

48, 61, 69, 79, 90, 101, 110. 
Gladstone and the Fenians, 164, 
Going down with Uncle Matilda, 51. 
Haroun al-Raschid on his Travels, 81. 
Having it Out with Higginson’s Assis- 
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tant, 154. 
Height of the Season in Todger’s Rents 
(The), 214. 
Hodge and his Friend, 190. 
How Tom Priddleton made a Book, 60. 
John Bull's Diversion, 130. 
Johnson (Other Parties of the Name of), 
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Jottings (. “dy’s), 2, 19, 29, 39, 42, 70, 81 
84, 99, 189, 141, 149, 161, 171, 181, 191, 
200, 210, 220, 224, 241, 251, 258. 
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Au Revoir, Shah! 124, 

Bonnet (That), 255. 

Boy who Bit his Mother (The), 253. 
Brick fields-by-Sea, 231. 

Caution (An Awful), 258. 
Darwinism in the Kitchen, 17. 
Derby-Day in Fairyland, 61. 
Filiott (A Person by the Name of), 131. 
Epigram, 91. 

Fashion (Queen), 133 

Gentlemen (The Threo Black), 9. 
Golden Charms, 1 

Groans from a rally wag, 211. 
Lament (A), 230 
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Education by Act of Parliament, 14. 
Hodge and his Friend (?), 186. 

How! they Use their Liberty in Spain, 146. 
Jack and the Giant, 216. 

John Bull's Diversions, 126. 

Landlord and Tenant, 4. 

Massacre of the Innocents (The), 136. 


Modern Haroun-al-Raschid on his Tra- 


vols (The), 76. 
Never Satisfied, 24. 
Propitiating the Oracle, 86. 
Rates and Taxes, 44. {Position, 106. 


Right Hon. Men in a Dis-honourable 


Savages and Brothers, 246. 
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Hats and Heads, 182. 
Here we are Again! 254. 
He said 80, anyhow, 193. 
High Prices Again, 130. 
Hingston, 80. 
Hope {The Pleasures of), 70. 
How Henny Penn ny ent ‘a-Worming, 150. 
Information (Use ul), 104. 
Innocent Sport, 114. 
In Time to Catch it, 28. 
Irving, 250. 
James and Thorne, 140. 
Jimmy (One to), 18. 
Kendal, 123. 
Last Day of the Season (The), 8 
Life (A Study from), 12. 
Logic, 154. 
London (Old and New), 17. | 
Love (The Language of), 93. 
Married and Settled, 11. 
Mathews (Charles), 100. 
Misconstrued, 149. 
Montague, 230. 
Moral Maxim, 234. 
Most Extraord 
Muffkins (Painful 
New Game (A), 110. 
Noggins (A Chance for), 100. 
Nonsense (A Pack of), 102. 
Not at all Unreasonable, 170. 
Not Likely, 1 
Old Gentleman (Not so Very Bad of the), 


One ‘Good Turn deserves Another, 184. 
One More of Them, 164. 

One to Him, 83. 

Oyater Eater (The ie iia 203. 
Pack of Nonsense (A), 102 

Painful Position of Poor MufTkins, 153. 
Persian First Impressions, 122. 
Pictures (Still among the), 40. 

Pig (The Fat), 31. 


204. 
beition of Poor), 153. 


Plain Truth (The), 90. 
Podger on Stilts, 142. 
Poor Sufferer, 173. 
Portraits :— 
Conquest, 1138. 
Hingston, 80. 
Irving, 250. 
James and Thorne, 140. 
Kendal, 123. 
Mathews (Charles), 100. 
Montague, 230. 
Rivitre, 190. 
Toole, 12. 
Positively A.D. 1873, 144. 
Prepared for Anything, 74. 
Prevention is Better than Cure, 203. 
Private ee 164. 
Progress, 1 
Promising ti tesiieh (A), 103. 
Proof Positive, 114. 
Question of Etiquette (A), 42. 
Rags and Bones, 212. 
Rash Undertaking, 189. 
Rather Awkward, 84. 
Rather Nice, 84. 


Really most Awkward, you Know, 224. 


Reason Why (The), 199. 

Rivitre, 190. 

Samaritan (The Good), 220. 

Scarlet Runner (All About a), 162. 
Scenes (Behind the), 38. 

Rcientific, 113. 

Sea (By the Sad), 123. 

Sea e)! The Sea! 120. 

Scaside (Earliest News oti the}, 92. 
Season (Almost the End of caer 243. 
Season (The Last Day of the), 8 

Sea Views, 210. 

Serve ‘em bt, 214, 358. 

Shah’s Visit 
Shameful ake Fear 238. 
Sharp Boy that (A), 68. 
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Leviathan (At the Great), 179. 

Liberal Conspirators (The), 174. 

Liberal (What is a), 239. 

Little Bird's Notes (The), 12, 31, 49, 101, 
104, 121, 181, 18 

Lonely Man of the Ocean (The), 129. 
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Massacre of the Innocents (The), 141. 
ee Market (Sad State of the), 


May day Long Ago (A), 203. 
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Minority (The Wonderful), 189. 

Most Extraordinary, 151. 

| Much Unbappinenas, 123. 

| My Days are Numbered, 164. 

Bes of Certain Circumstances (A), 
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New Author (A), 8 

Nobody in Town, 183. 

Ocean (The Lonely Man of the), 129. 

Official, 109. 

Old Saws, 91. 

Only a Bus Horse, 243. 

Only Jones, 1, 17, 37, 47, 64, 80, 100, 104, 
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230, 239, 250, 258. 
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Persia (The Shah of), 100 

Pilgrims without the Peas (The), 139. 
Play-house Persons, 254. 
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Private and Confidential, 119, 180, 140, 


144, 153, 169. 

Private Box (The Romance of a), 184. 

Rates and Taxes, 47. 

Right Direction (A Step in the), 64 
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93, 103, 118, 134. 

Roundabout, by the Square Man. 2, 12, 
22, 37. 54. al, 111, 121, 189, 149, 161, 
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Rusty Nail (The Story of” a), 204. 

Scene of the Tragedy (The), 201. 

Seaside Sensations, 163, 173, 193. 

Seaside (Wirings from the), ‘194. 

Shah Fever (The), 111, 114. 

Shah of Persia ©), 100. 

Slocum Podger, 210. 

Sputterings, 9, 19, 29, 39, 49, 6%, 71, 81, 
91, 101, 111, 121, 181, 141, 151, 161, 
171, si, 191, 199, 211, 221, 224, 241, 


we the Right Direction (A) 64. 
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Three Besides the Others, 94. 
Tip (The), 62 
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Longwinded One (Tho), 201. 

Loss (A), 171. 
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Office-Boy’s Mother :— 
Alexandra Palace (At the), 69 
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Great Trial (At the), 239. 
Royal Academy (At the), 109. 
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Orator (To a Long-winded), 91. 
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Second Thoughts are Best, 206. 
Shah and his Pleasures (The), 96 

Step in the Right Direction cay 
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Trying it On, 196. 

Which Way next? 34. 
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Something in That, 194. 
Something Like a Holiday, 73. 
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SNEEZILY SAID. 


ENRAGED PURVEYOR. ‘*DON’Y TALK TO ME, IF YOU PLEASE! SUPPOSIN’ IT IS THE PEPPER, YOU DIDN’T NEED TO SNEEZE ALL OVER THE 
STALL, AS IF YOU WAS A REG’LAR CUSTOMER!” 


| Aa SSH! {!/ (Li September. Michaelmas Day this 
LO V FE LO RP F ey | Mh enn) ities” A | nonth. Wise geese keep close. 
Cine... MN NRRL ert Fd} | || j ; 
SM MARS SS ~ays Nii iw )ctober. Old Michaelmas Day used 
: + : ee o fall on the eleventh of this month. 
| Hoary-headed and unmarried old gan- 
ders chuckle at the thought of their 
escape. 
=: Yovember. Mothers of large fami- 
oy. % ies should get their Guys off their hands, 
yo f f possible, this month. 
ali | December. If you have not been 
ain | 0oked before midnight on the thirty- 
St irst, you are safe for this year at least. 


Jan uary. The first of January is one 
of the earliest days in the year you can 
take a wife on, if you want to. If you 
really want two; though you can’t, be- 
cluse it is not legal. 


Februa ry. Feathered songsters choose 
their mates. This month they pick them, 
presently they will peck them. Go thou 
and do likewise. 


March. Don’t believe the woman who 
says she will give you her heart this 
month. It is not given—it’s Lent. 
April, The first is All Fool’s Day. 
This is the day to make promises of 
marriage, and accept accommodation i } Os Ht 
bills. Go it! U3 Dit IRR NRE ee reat (GS 
May. Trusting maidens, don’t believe} i neath el iS wake “<ecamititt mT 
in a chimney sweep’s suit this month! Rey ee 
The fellow will most likely wash it all off Ete 
on May Day. 


Juné. The longest day occurs this 


> 


OT AL 
a3 
Lh *. 2 


S848 : 

~~ wa >. 
LILLE 

POLO: 


A 
i227 

ad Migs 
Fe. 


q Zz 
oe 
= 
. 


sia 


NY 
white 


i= 
“nen 


-. a 2 
eS gases 
PEL, 


CZ 
twas 


UsEFUL Mem. — When a church 
catches fire, it generally blazes fiercely. 
[t ’s the ze in it, perhaps. 

HisroRIcAL MEM. — There was a 
Venerable Bede, certainly ; but why he 
be ’d so, there’s no telling. 

NOTE FOR SEPTEMBER. — Persons 
who go to Margate for a little change, 
generally get very little change, indeed, 
out of the natives. 

PLouGH Monpay.—A bad day for 
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month. ‘Take care it doesn’t come in ee | | | VANS <7) AipRt 
the latter end of your honeymoon. | Lio Ae oe e si a ZL ALLA aaa shavshotderss shares ‘will co down. 
Sully: Weak doo tan bis dae this . FIFTH OF NOVEMBER.—The moon 
et Bateiee aoe days Prac gions Misrress. *‘ WHY, MARY, WHAT’S THAT YOU’VE GOT ON?” taking advantage of a fog, does the night 
eed Mary. ‘‘WHAT Is IT? A DOLLY VARDIN, OF COURSE.” out of her first quarter. 

° Misrress. ‘“YOU WITH A DOLLY VARDEN! WuHy, I SHOULDN’T THINK|} QuERY FOR ANY Day. — When 
August. The first mail, 1784! Poor or WEARING SUCH A THING.” Day breaks at four, what becomes of 

Mary. ‘*P’RAPS NOT, MIM. IT AIN’T EVERYBODY THEY BECOMES.” Martin? 
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January, This weather, perhaps, the skater pleases : 
I hate this kind of shiver-de-freezes. 


February, This month the hardy woodman see, 
Who whops, lops, chops, and drops the tree. 


Fs 


May. May, might, can, should, or would, potential mood ; 
: This May was meant here surely to be “ wooed ” (would). 


June. Hail, lovely month! rich in the sunlight’s glory’; 
Hail, golden June! in fact, hail jeunesse dorée! 


~ Fe 


~~ 
* 


March, \Vith winds that drive and pierce and parch, 


Begone, I say, be off, quick March! 


April, | Now smiles, now tears, driving poor men demented, 


| Judy Almanac for 1873. 


You’re by a woman fitly represented. 


Month of the year for pleasure and playmaking, 
Sunshine and iced drinks, and flirting and haymakinr. 


The time to cut one’s corns, O Ceres, deign 
To grant this month be ne’er against the gra::., - 


September. September ’twixt two seasons forms a bridge— 
Part summer, and part autumn, and part-ridge. 


; October. Fruit-laden fruit-maiden, welcome again, 
Though your passing away shows the year on the wane. 


WVovember, ‘Vhe month of fogs and Guys,—what glad surpr <c 


To see November in some other guise ! 


December. Beware the slosh, buy Mackintosh, 
2 And wear high gaiters and golosh. 


6 Judy Almanac for 1873. 
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MORE SELFISHNESS. 


‘PLAYFUL BABE. ‘1 say, CLARA, PULL OFF YOUR BooTs AND STOCKINGS, THERE’S A GOOD FELLOW, AND COME AND HELP 
ME TO LAUNCH MY BOAT; UNCLE WON’T.” [Would you believe it, she wouldn't? 


ANGLER’s GUIDE.—Gudgeons are 
occasionally silly enough to let you catch 
| them this month. 


MEMS FOR MANIACS. 
JANUARY, the first month of the year, ~~ Sok 4 f/f nat} 
took its name from JANUs. We don’t 3S Sas NES Se — = :) . ee want i \ APRIL. ‘There is a Fool moon this 


| 


know what JANUS did without his name 
afterwards. 

GARDENING OPERATIONS. — The 
bulbs appear this month. .Book your 
seats early. Protect your tulip-beds: sit 
up with them all night and keep your 
blunderbuss loaded. Examine the roots 
of your dahlias; never mind if you offend 
them, it’s for their good, If you keepa 
boarding-hotse. attend to your borders. 

LER’S Gulu. = Roach, pike, 
and ib, take. the bait this : 
Get your worm jeady end visit the foun 
tains in Trafalgar Square at midnigh’ 


month, Let us say on the 12th day, gh. 
51m. p.m., but you may fix any other 
time, if you like it better. 

GARDENING OPERATIONS. — Weed 
your walks and throw weeds over next- 
door neighbour’s wall. Sow climbers, 
and sit down and watch them: this re- 
quires patience. Plant a biennial and 


‘give him the slip: this is an awful lark 


and well repays the trouble. 
ANGLER’s GUIDE.— Heels come in 


‘this month. Ask about them at Patti- 


son’s. Brass-tipped ones are very nice 


‘under a quilted satin petticoat. 


FEBRUARY. February used to come 
before January. This, however, has 
since then been set straight, to avoid 
confusion. 

GARDENING OPERATIONS.—Begin 
to get your annuals ready for next year. 
Give out your snowstorm stories to be 
written at Midsummer. Pot off well- 
rooted cuttings of calceolarius. This is 
good rifle practice. Sew cabbages, but 
take care that your thread is strong 
enough. 

ANGLER'S GUIDE.—You may catch 
a good cold this month if you try hard 
enough. 


MARCH. March used to be called 
the spring month. In leap year, how- 
ever, the name is more properly applied 
to February. 


MAY. lads and lasses in the olden 
times used to repair to the woodlands 
at the dawn of May morning, to gather 
May on other people’s property. Many 
of them having got into trouble, this fine 
old practice has subsided. 
| GARDENING OPERATIONS, — You 
| should remove bulbs this month: remove 
those belonging to the people next door 
if youcan. ‘This is a good time for hoe- 
ing, where you can get anytick. Plant to- 
matoes, and see they turn their toes out. 

ANGLER’S GUIDE.—Go fly-fishing for 
| whitebait, if you really like sport; if not, 
drop down to Gravesend, and try Mr. 
| Skilleter’s red and black devils. 


JUNE. June is the sixth month of the 


year, according to the common reckon- 


GARDENING OPERATIONS. — Kee | | mam ) ing. If you don’t want to be common, 
your beds as tidya youcan. Rake and A SWEET BABE. | reckon it the fifth, 
water them carefully. If this won’t do, YounG LAMBKIN (to whom dear Grandpa has just offered a Half-Crown | ANGLER’S GUIDE.—June is a bad 
consult an experienced bed-maker. You} 7#f). ‘‘NoO, THANK YOU, GRANDAD. YOU STICK TO IT A BIT LONGER, fairy for the angler, but pawnbrokers 
may nail wall-frujt this month if no one | AND LAY IT OUT AT INTEREST, AND I’LL GET ALI. THE MORE WHEN | ought to do well, for most of the fish 


is looking, YOU PoP OFF, OLD MAN,” (s)pawn, 


SAA AAAS ee 
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The Old Y ives th A decei The futu ‘/ The London Seaso 
January. Tce kee February, sezreeser March, Temes cene April, ‘Tee tends Season commences. 


**See how you like it, you young humbug!” _lentine to “the other girl.” May he catch get rid of that nasty influenza. sets in with alarming severity. 


if | 
: Haymaking. ‘‘Gar long with yer.” 
The bathing machines come forth at mat 
M Q V. Whatsitsname-super-Mare. Aurora JUNE, Nex Mog oy ing theta esbind 


Matilda takes her first dip. h-e-e-ew ! 
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July The Dog Days. Frightful attack upon a 
« respectable scarecrow by a rabid canine in 
an advanced stage of frenzy. That dog ought to have 
been muzzled. 


October. ¥, vmx November. se 


ladies across : 
the Channel really get themselves dren welcome the rich aunt 


up in such killing costumes, it you have expectations | from Zz 
must be almost a pleasure to the with—‘‘ Hooray! here’s an- D @ Ce m b e r, Bayt ater bypaen a a 


Se i é Mm b G | =e Soeut haat tetapinn ot birds themselves when the shoot- other Guy!” Great fun! 
5 oes a Qo iras e€ + | , 
his plumpness—an old sondie! on ing season commences, looking for an opening, finds one at last, 
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Dyesy, buysy, 


Coily, poily, 
3 Goldy, poldy, 


Rousey, pousey, 
Great big plaitsy, 


Toosy, wootsy, 
Hatsy, patsy, 


Kissy, missy, 
High-heeled bootsy. 


Sweetsy, Peetsy, 
Twicey, thricey, 


Nicey, picey, 


Golden Guineas his who beats 


out your most forward chrysanthemums. | 
Never mind how forward they are if 
of the gentler sex: they’ll go off all the 
quicker. Don’t let them be impudent | 
to you, though. Gather seed-pods, and 

pop them ; you won’t get much on them 

perhaps, but never mind. Stake your 

scarlet runners, and see they are properly 

booked. 

ANGLER’s GUIDE.—A good month 
for catching sunstrokes. Bait with bald 
ead in the middle of a meadow at mid- 


day. 
AUGUST. Our Saxonancestors called 


August ‘Arn monat” ; whether it came 
when called there is now no telling. 
GARDENING OPERATIONS. — Look 
‘over your hollyhocks and make faces at 
your wife ; take care her back is turned. 
This is a good month to throw bottle- 
ends and brickbats over the wall into 
he next-door people’s garden, 
ANGLER’s GUIDE,—Fish will bite 
reely: try a shark, A\\ 
, \ 


SEPTEMBER. September used to AN 
be the seventh month; after awhile, | SAN 
though, it got tired of being so. BS \\\ 
GARDENING OPERATIONS.—Dig up | & 
the things in the next-door garden after | GERamians 
they are gone to bed. Plant out your 
cabbages and laugh at them ; they will | Rm 

feel dreadfully ashamed of themselves. 
_ ANGLER’s GuipE.—You will pro- 
bly find your Barbel too deep for you — = 
| A MISFIT. 


this month; try Bijou, 
Littie ToMKINS (excitedly), ‘I SAY, MY DEAR. FELLOW, HOW DO THEY FIT, EH? WILL 


‘OCTOBER, There is no joke about | THEY DO?” 


| October, particularly if you haven’t paid | cnet = FELLOW. 


" WELL SHOULD SAY YOU-—-AH— DON’T LOOK WELL IN MEN’S 
? 


Lotsie, Totsie, 


Eyesy, piesy, 
Nellsie, Bellsie. 


Winksy, pinksy, 


up your last quarter’s rent, and your 
landlord has put the broker in. 

GARDENING OPERATIONS. — Finish 
potting the layers of piccotees; also pot 
oe old roosters. Replant your shrub- 

eries—two or three times aday. Get in 
your bulbs and draw the blinds down. 
Earth-up leeks, more especially if they 
are in the water-butt. 

ANGLER’S GUIDE.—Flies won't take 
this month: don’t hire them. 


NOVEMBER. There is a holiday at 
Guy’s Hospital onthe fifth of this month : 
they let all the Guys out, and take this 
opportunity to fumigate the wards. 

GARDENING OPERATIONS.—Tie your 
blustering boreases tight. Take up your 
dahlias sharply if they are pert. Play 
the cornet to your cabbages: it encou- 
rages them. Dig a hole and fill it up 
again. Get over the wall and break the 
next-door people’s spade. 

ANGLER’S GUIDE.—Jack will feed 
freely in the middle of the day ; so will 
Jill, if you treat her. 


DECEMBER. ‘he Feast of Thor, 
which was celebrated at the Winter 
Solstice, was called Gui/, from zo/, or 
ol, which signified a/e, now corrupted 
into vue, This was before the Adultera- 
tion Act was passed. 

GARDENING OPERATIONS.—This is 
the month for larks. Dig up everything. 
Get up a row among the cabbages. Get 
over the wall and pull the next-door 
people’s noses. Mulch your rhubarb. 
If the weather is open, shut it up. Sere- 
nade the garden-roller, Have the garden 
paved, 

ANGLER’Ss GUIDE.—Stop at home, 
you old stupids, 


12 | Judy Almanac for 1878. 
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A TRADE DEPRESSION. 


LADY to Gravedigger. ‘‘Is IT, TRUE, PETER, YOU’RE LEAVING US?” 
GRAVEDIGGER. “OU, Ay, MIss: YE SEE, I CANNA GIT NA CONSTANT WARK HEREABOUTS.” 


GRASSHOPPERS will most likely be more ravenous than usual next season. 
Last year they ate waggon-wheel tires, and have been known to tickle a mole in 
the ribs until he kicked, when they devoured his shoes while his feet were in the 


SCIENTIFIC.—A French inventor recently made a trial in public of a pair of 
boots designed to aid one to walk on the water. The boots floated beautifully, 
but the trifling circumstance that they floated wrong side up, nearly occasioned 
the death of the inventor. air. 


A DOLL—OROUS STORY (see obbosite). 
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THIS IS THE GENTLE ALICE PROMENADING AND THIS THE RUFFIAN TOM, WHO TORE IT 
WITH HER LAST FROM HER ARMS, ON THE BANK. 


Judy Almanac for 1878. ‘i 
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A NEW USE FOR THE EAR-TRUMPET. 


HERDSMAN LOST IN THE MIST HAS COME TO ASK THE WAY. 


‘*EH, MON! WHAT’S AMISS WI THE GUDEWIFE? IS SHE TRYING 


TO MAK’ A TUNE WI HER LUG?” 


**You say,” said a judge to a witness, ‘‘that the plaintiff resorted to an 
ingenious use of circumstantial evidence ; state just exactly what you mean by 
that.” ‘‘ Well,” said the witness, ‘‘my exact meaning is that he lied.” 

MoreE UNNATURAL HistTory.—An old subscriber writes that they have fire- 
flies so large in his neighbourhood, that they use them to cook by. They hang 
the kettles on their hind legs, which are bent for the purpose like pot-hooks. 


A WRITER on physiognomy sagely says, ‘‘ A human face without a nose doesn’t 
amount to much ;”’ whereupon another writer observes that ‘‘a human nose 
without a face doesn’t amount to much either.” 

‘* We have not enough chairs for our company,” said a gay wife to her frugal 
husband. ‘‘ Plenty of chairs, dear, but too much company,” replied the gay young 


wife’s husband, with a sigh. 


A DOLL—OROUS 
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But, sTAY! HERE COMES A TENDER-HEARTED, AHA! NOW FOR A GREAT SENSATION 


S l ORY ¢ continued). 
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Hum! HUM! DISGUST OF NEAR-SIGHTED 
AND TENDER-HEARTED, WHEN HE FINDS 


NEAR-SIGHTED GENTLEMAN, HEADER. 
OUT THAT THE BABY IS ONLY WOOD! 


Judy Almanac for 1873. 
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ROSE ANNA: 


REGINA. 


HENRY WRONG AGAIN, 


REALLY and truly should never have believed, if I hadn't seen 


up—in point of fact—the row Rosz Anna has just done about a 
wei miserable pennyworth of wretched picnics. 

As for a glass or two of that wretched Cape, I scorn to allude to it. 
Rosz Anna doesn’t, though. She keeps on alluding to it. If I did not 


After he is frozen, he goes on : ‘‘ I’ve brought the agreement with me, 


it myself, that any one, calling herself a lady, could have kicked | Mr, F. ; so, if you'll just put your name to it (ontry nows, the ladly’s 


ain't quite legal, though she wanted to do it for you), the whole affair 
will be as right as ninepenn'orth of trivets.”’ 

I am (with my mouth full of toast) simply petrified. Language fails 
me, and I wave my hand at him once more. However, he does not 


know Rosz Anna well, I should almost think she grudged her Henry | seem to see it, and takes—actually takes—a chair. 


that glass and a half of wine. 
She, however, says it is not so 
much the eighteenpennyworth | 
of biscuits and the five-shilling 
bottle of wine that she cares | 
about, but it is what the dread- 
ful butler—that was to be— | 
will say ahout my having hob- 
nobbed with him. 
The disgrace that this will | 
cast upon Rosk Anna, among | 
her carriage company, is abso- | 
lutely awful for Rosz Anna to | 
contemplate. | 
It makes Rose Anwa shudder. 
* * . * * 


This has gone on all the 
evening. I have passed a 
miserable night (Rosk ANNA 
talked a good bit during the | 
early portion), and I feel jaded | 
and weary. | 

My scrap of dry toast and 
my fragment of bacon are hard | 
to swallow ; so is my weight of 
woe. While Iam gulping down 
hoth, there comes a respectful 
knock at the door, and Jang 
says Mr. Saurrn wishes to speak 
to me. 

Ha! ha! Excelsior! The 
other butler Rosz Anna spoke 
of was called Smitu. 

This time I willdo the proper 
thing. On this occasion dignity | 
and hauteur shall be nicely 
blended. I certainly was a | 
little wrong, perhaps, in my 
behaviour with the other 
man; but then, of course, I 
thought it was my uncle Ben- 
JAMIN. 

He comes this way. Smitrn 
enters. He bows low, And 
that is as it should be. 

I throw myself back in the 
attitude of a person used to 
engage butlers (several at a 
time), and wave my hand at him, signifying I am aware of his presence. 

He seems thoroughly impressed. This time, at least, I am acting as 
Rosk Anwa would wish. 

Smitu says, ‘‘ Your good lady came to me yesterday, and I think I can 
do all she wishes.” 

I look up at the creature, and freeze his blood with an icy glance : 
they are hideously familiar, these butler persons. 


at the corner. Agony / 


NOT LIKELY. 


It isn’t everybody who has got such an aunt as Aunt Marta to lend 
him her own Umbrella, just for the least bit of a sprinkle; and insist 
on his taking it, too, though he knows he will meet the Dasnineaton girls 


This rouses the long slamber- 
ing lion of the Futtavoves. I 
spring to my feet and roar at 
him, dashing back my mane 
and wagging my tail (meta- 
phorically) with a terrible rage. 
‘Stand up, sir! How dare 
you !” 

He jumps up as though elec- 
trified. ‘* Wh-wh-at’s the mat- 
ter?” he says. 

‘“*My goed man,” I reply, 
calmly, ‘‘ you will not do for 
me. You can retire. I never 
suffer familiarity.’’ 

I rather fancy my aspect 
while I thus speak is something 
terrible to look at. He seems 
to feel it so, and grovels piti- 
fully. At this moment, how- 
ever, Rosk Anna ehters the 
room, and gushes at Suir in 
a way'that amazes me. ‘Qh, 
how do you do, sir? Henry,” 
says she to me, ‘‘ this is our 
landlord. I wish you just to 
put your name to this paper. 
It is a mere matter of form. 
Here, on this line. Do you 
see? How stupid you are! You 
must excuse him, Mr. Smita ; 
Mr. Fouuatove is really not at 
all a man of business.’’ 

(To be continued. ) 
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THE ONLY JONES. 

Hon’r’p Ma’am,— You being 
in the habit of hearing every- 
thing, and consequently know- 
ing everything (a stock of simi- 
lar compliments on hand, I will 
make a reduction if you take a 
quantity), do not need to be 
| reminded by your 0. J., that 
| the Legitimate Drama is done 

for, and that nothing but bur- 

lesque and sensation go down 
nowadays with the public. Ma’am, it is a real pleasure to me to endorse 
anybody's opinions (for a consideration) ; but I have a censcience, and 
after seeing the School for Scandal, at the Vaudeville, on the two hun- 
dred and goodness knows how many'th night, I am forced to the con- 
clusion that there are playgoers left who can and do appreciate a good 
comedy. I see the managers announce, as their next revival, Hotorort’s 
Road to Ruin, over which our grandfathers cracked their sides. Do you, 


2 


Hon’r'd Ma’am, who remember everything, recollect Silky and Sulky ? 
If not, take down the play from your bookshelves, and read about them. 
The Charing Cross has i Good as Miss 
BRENNAN may be, especially in—ahem !—she is & little overweighted in 
the part of Peggy, in the Country Girl. Still, Ma’am, you may do worse 


than go to see her. I hear various reports of the Wandering Jew, but 


have not yet seen it. . 


JuDY’sS JOTTIN GS. 


Prorte who indulge in castle-building will do well to avoid 
achdteauen Espagne just now. According to the Tunes, “‘ Advices 
from Barcelona to the 12th inst. state that on the previous night 
there was great alarm at Hostafrancles, San Bordeta, San 
Hospitalet, Corbella, and other places, & rumour being current 
that the Carlists were approaching. The Volunteers got under 
arms, and left smmediately in pursuit of the enemy. The 
Municipal Councillors, the Members of the Committees, and the 
Chief of the Volunteers, 
held a meeting to decide 
upon what measures appro- 

riate to the circumstances 
should be taken. No Car- 
list was found, but the Volun- 
teers of San Hospitalet fired 
upon one another, killing 
one man, and wounding the 
horse of a commander.” If 
the Republican troops go 0” 
in this way, the Carlists 
have only to wait @ little 
while, and they will have 
no enemies left. 


op —— 

Wuart a wonderful thing 
is law'—like an elephant’s 
trunk, it seems to he capable 
of anything. Dancing is 
the last thing it has ealt 
with. In a recent case in 
the Court of Chancery. Lord 
Sr_Borne remarked that the 
phenomenon of ladies danc- 
ing with each other was one 
of frequent occurrence, upon 
which Mr. Napier Hiceins 
said that a very eminent 
Nonconfurmist divine ‘had 
Jnid it duwn that that was 
the, only ‘lawful mode of 
dancing— Mr. SporcEon, of 
course,’ being alluded to. 
But who ‘would’ have ex- 
pected'to find this decision 
of the great Baptist preacher 
among the authorities for 
“* cases referred to?” 
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Fond Wife. 
WAS RETURNED FOR PrrBoRoves. 
Nice Friend. Very 
VER KNEW YOUR HoussanDd 


te GrEENwicn seems not 
to be much benefited by 
having a Prime Minister 
for its representative. It 
is asserted that the Lords 
of the Admiralty have decided to turn the celebrated Painted 
Hall into a mess-room for the officers’ under instruction in 
the new Naval College. Our Ministers seem to have a natural 
talent for making a mess of everything they take io hand. 


—_>—— 

te Tse next important question which is likely to occupy the 
earnest attention of our legislators at St. Stephen's is the land- 
lord and Tenant Bull. Amongst the Conservative Members of 
the House may be found most of the largest Landowners in the 
kingdom, and they. no less than thei and Acre-less 
opponents, realize the necessity of improving the condition, not 
only of the Tenant Farmer, but also of the Tiller of the Swil. 
Jupy, in a carteon of customary pencil eloquence, pleads for 
Hope and his Family. (long known as the em- 
bodiment of & concentrated essence of grum‘le and growl) has. 
we know, certain cause for complaint; but let amelioration of 
_ eondition descend still lower in the social scale, and when the 
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UNKIND. 


Hig HAD IT PAINTED WHEN HE | 


Yus, THAT IS Joun. 
Is rt NoT A SPEAKING 
MUCH 80, INDBED ; 
SPOKE. 
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Landowner concedes to the Farmer, let the Farmer, in his tura, 
make concession and do his utmost to elevate and enlighten the 
overworked, underpaid, Agricul Labourer, by the sweat of 
whose brow he subsists. 


—~—- 

te THE following is from an Eastern Counties paper -— 
On Monday there was again no business before the borough magistrates, 

this heing the third occasion in one week on which the presiding magis- 

trate had a clean sheet.” 


Evidently the provincial laundresses have @ good time of it in 


—e—" 
ee Tae chief municipal corporations in the kingdom meee 
j om- 


companies. Thus, though 
have no souls” may be indisputable, they will (if they cen 
like brethren, “ to 
agree in unity”) become @ 
ve either 
for fighting or any other 


purpose. ——¢—— 


tay Tuk Vienna Exhibition 
is attracting great attention 
in other places be-ides Eng- 
land. About thirty Jupa- 
nese have arrived in Vienva, 
and are going to build 
temple, opposite to which a 
huge idol will be reared. 
Its face will measure eight 
feet, and the other parts 
being in roportion, — it 
will attain a height of eighty 
feet. ‘Ihe whole statue is 
made of a sort of papier 
maché. For a Palace of 
Industry. the notion of @ 
huge Jdol seems rather 

unique. —*— 

Se A NOTIFICATION is ‘‘ go- 

ing the round,” which, 28 
it bas not been contradicted, 
is most probably made on 
authority, that * Mr. Spus- 
oron, who hates the prefix 
| of ‘ Rev.,’ has informed his 
| friends thatletters addressed 
C. H. Spur- 


— a 
~ SSS 
~~ SSS 
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| to the ‘ Rev.’ 
exon, will be returned to 
| the Dead Letter Office with 
‘not known’ written on 
them.” Of course the great 
Baptist must be allowed to 
do as he will with his cor- 
respondence ; but hitherto 
the ad lress of the Rev. gen: 
tleman has ben regarded 
as rather a good one ; and his 
delivery unexceptionable. 


LIKENESS ? 


THOUGH, BY THE WAY, I | 


ROUNDABOUT BY THE SQUARE MAN. 
Mr. Horres, in introducing us American humourists, has done 
well. The popularity of the reprints of Transatlantic wit in this country 
quite warrants him in reproducing the collected works of Mark Twain in 
one volume, preceded by & pleasant sketchy biography of the author. A 
certain number of hero-worshippers are always glad to glean gossip concern- 
ing a popular author, and the adventurous life of Mr. S. L. CLEMENS is by 
no means the least snteresting portion of the book. 
loving subjects of Her Most Gracious MaJsestY will rejoice to hear that 
the popular ‘‘eomic man,’ MARE Twain, may shortly be expected in 
England, to deliver some of those humorous lectures which have achieved 
so signal a success in the States. 

Temple Bar tbis month is capital reading. 
Rpwarpks’ ‘* Vagabond Heroine” draws near completion ; 1 see it is 
already announced in one-volume form at the libraries ; but if I regret 
parting from these characters, much more do J mourn 
ing enforced separation from those in ** My Little Girl.” 

Once a Week, though always readable, will miss their serial 
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DIZZY.—WELL, MR. FARMER, WELL DO WHAT WE CAN FOR YOU; BLT 


OR, 
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LANDLORD AND TENANT 
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T’S SAUCE FOR THE GOOSE, &c. 


VE EXPECT YOU TO DO,TdE SAME FOR HODGE AND HIS FAMILY. 


at 
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RATTLETRAP RHYMES.—No. 9. The Fxcursionist and the Fisher-Maiden. 


Ir was the steamer Cucumier, 
Commander Boreas Miner, 
That saii’d away 
At the break of day 
From a wharf by London Bridge. 


Her bow was bright with Beaten gold, 
And the flag she proudly bore 
Procluim’d the news | 
That her joyous crutse | 
Was to Frauve’s distant shore. 


A noble board o’er her taffrail hung, 
And on it the scholar read, 
In letters black, | 
**T) Boulogne and back, 
Only balf-a-crown a head.” 


A youth stood on this steamer's deck, | 
His name was OnLanvo Cage ; | 
_ His tie was bright, | 

.- His trousers were tight, 

7 om He suck'd at a bud cigar. 


‘- The while he smoked his penny weed, 
- “He vipp’d at some bottled beer, 
Ani proudly sang, 
“* 1 don’t care a hang 
For ever a French Mounseer.” 


Until the gnpaethip Cucumber 

On the green waved rose and fell, | 
When grouting “Oh!” 

He went down below, 

For he‘did not feel'quite welh 


- An hoor of fe»rful agonies, . | 
Such as stoutest hearts appall;. | 
And then the pier 

Of Boulogne drew near, 
And he look'd on the coast of Gaul. . 


THE UNDECIDED GENTLEMAN 
Sits for his Portrait. 
_ The Rescue—Trumpeter's Extraordinary Behaviour—Scramley Bottom— 
The Meet—Fiora—Her Overtures—Anguish.......... 
Savep!...... bebsaecl 

Reflection. — Really first-rate subject for R.A. picture— ‘‘ Gallant Hunts- 
man, with Hor-e, di-covering that five-barred gate is not locked after all. 
Delight and Unutterableness of the same.” 

No one, to look at: him, would think it, but Trampeter actually turned 
out not such an idiotic fool as I took him for. 

At a distance of not more than half-a-dozen yards or so from the nice 
new five- barred gate, be dilated his nose and began to sniff, to throw up 
his head, and andrt in a dubious sort of manner, really, I believe, as if be 
had not quite made up bis mind about the gate, and was turning it over 
with the idea that, perhaps, it might turn Atm over. 

At the awfully close quarters of a couple of paces, just as I had shut 
both eyes and given myself up for lost, he paused on his wild career in 
the mort sudden manner—eo sudden, in fact, was his manner, that, when 
I opened my eyes, I found I had been propelled forward by the shock 
some considerable listance up his neck, which, with the instinct of self- 
preservation taken in, and down, with the pap of Infant’s Days of 
Innocence, I was encircling with both arins. 

As I extricate my face from Trampeter’s mane and look around me, I 


eatch one of his eyes regarding me furtively ; and, upon my aolemnest 


It’s oh for its fisher-maidens, 
So comely, merry, and.strong ; 
He stared amazed, 
As he look’d and eazed, 
At the fish-girls of Boolong. 


And one there was with coal-black eyes, 
| Who walk’d with a queenly gait ; 
| ORLANDO cried, 

** She shall be my bride ! 
That fisher-maid is my Fate.” 


Her petticoat was short and red, 
And striped with a brilliant black ; 
Her legs were bare, 
And her rich brown hair 
Fell rippling over her back. 


“OrtARNO knew but little French, 
He could but thesé few words say : 
** Bong onf ng—wee, 
Say seer ker jer swee ; 
Kel oor ay tee!, see voo play.’ 


Yet he bent low on bended knee, 
And murmuréd, ‘‘ Oh, mar share, 
Jer tame bowcoo, 
Oh deet moy ker voo 
Mer permettay to ask your mare ¢” 


The fisher-maid blush’d crimson hue, 
Disdaining ORLANDo's charm, 
“No, Monsieur, no, 
It cannot be so, 
I’m bound to a bold gendarme.” 
There came to the spot the bold gendarme, 
Ferocious, ugly, and strong; 
A man of might, 
With moustache curl’d tight, 
And a sword full four feet long. 
| 


' 
Scowl’d, black at the maiden’s Jon, « 
For love of her, of MP ’ 

SHe.ctie|, ‘‘ Veoaiyienes” 
Whithas French for it Come on |” 
He squared his armsy and clench’d his fists, 

And he frown’d an awful frown, 
First dodged and sparr'd, 
And then Mien hard, 
The blow knotk’@ithe gendarme down. 
The maiden clutchidyh imp} the hair, 
While loudly she gendarme roar'd ; 
She droppa 0. C. f 


. 


| 
Ortaxpo,-in Britannic wrath, 


O'er the edee of the quay, 
And he ttmubled head first om, beers. 
| The goodly Stranmitr Oucuni ber’, gee 
| Commande? Borgas MDGS? 
Which sail’d full soom i>” 
| In the afternoon, 

And return’d to London Bridge. 


, 


Word of Honour, though five minutes ago I couldn't have credited the 
brate with such a fine sense of humour, I positively see him wink at 
me, 88 much as to say, ‘‘ Atn’t you precious glad I stopped tn time, old 
man? 

Reflection.—The next thing to do is—to open the gate. 

N.B.— But supposing it ts locked after all. 

Mem.— Get down and try. 

tion.— Just 80. Only how ahout getting up again?! — 

Whilst making up my mind how to proceed under the circumstances, I 
observe, through the spiky gorse on the top of the gate, that the ‘* Meet’’ 
is pretty well all ‘‘ met” by this time, and that something desperate or 
other is about to ensue. 

Not only are the dogs—hounds, I really ought to have said—bouncing 
about in a doosid excited state, but the Ma-ter of the South Clodahire 
Hant, a certain gallant Major (of Volunteers), whom, even from this dis- 
tance, and through the spiky gorse, I can distingaish by the extraordinary 
ruddiness of his Roman nose—how he did walk into Sir Josern’s ‘own © 
particolar” last night—is brandishing his whip, shouting out hoarse words 
of command, trotting up and down like a lunatic, and behaving generally 
like an elderly bluebottle on a bot afternoon. 

Reflection (on seeing the Major's nose).—Wonder whether he, too, found 
out that cherry-brandy on the sideboard ne . 

Mem.—Song for Major :— 7 ; 

** Ruddier than the cherry.” 


Trampeter is sniffing at the gate. What's he up to now, I wonder! 
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Why, he’s pushing at it with his nose ! L assure Fuora I hope he'll take to them like ao 
Why, the gate’s actually moving / / id . . her what my ‘‘ splendid opportunity ” is likely to be. 

And, dash me, if the animal don't quietly push the gate open with bis ‘©O 1” says the sweet girl, —‘‘ 0, don’t you know? Why, that beautifal 

i Bat, don’t be too rash, 

is so deep near the mill, and runs so strongly, 


ything; and then ask 


i dear old picturesque: mill-stream, of course. 


nose, and walk equally quietly through ! 
Reflection (on taking out my most tiresome ‘‘creases,” pulling up “tops,” | Auaustos, for the stream 
).—He really is not such a beast of an | that it will carry you right away before you know where you are, if you 

should happen not to pop over well. Now do promise—promise me you 


idiotic donkey of an animal as I took him for. 

‘6 Poo ole bo-oy, then, wasn't he ?” won't be too dreadfully rash, you daring old dear, you. 

Putting this question to him coaxingly, and my hand soothingly, I am [the ‘‘ daring old dear ”__ promise her right off directly. 

dismayed to see him turn his eyeon me with a knowing twinkle in it, just Mem. (impromptu).—Add simply, ‘‘ But only for your sake, FLona.” 

as much as to say, ‘‘ Poor old boy, indeed! Just you wait a little, and I'll I add it with as much empressement as the ‘ greases” admit of. 

‘poor old boy’ you " She evidently likes the simple addition ; and, thinking after this that 
Reflection (after the late Mr. Pavt Brprorp).—I believe ye, me bo-oy! | she ought to do a little in the adding way herself, saya, ‘¢ And how nice 

. N.B.—Just 20. But the worst of it is, that I really do bel .eve him. you look in those——I mean, in that scarlet coat, you know.” 

. In the meantime, however, we have got comfortably throvb the gate, I do really and, ‘pon my word, actually believe she meant the ‘‘ cords’ 

and are approaching the gay and festive scene—the confouuded Meet, in all the time, only, of course, she didn’t like to mention ‘em. 
= * . * . © ° Reflection.—If she did but only know how doosidly their ‘‘ creases” are 
hurting me, 


. fact. 
| Most extraordinary thing too. 
| right-down perfect Niaurop in the esti- Mem.—Another first-rate subject for R.A. picture—Title, ‘The 


and giving myself general settler 
| 


Ia pear to be a sort of regular 
mation of the South Clodshire Hunt. : Martyr Knight; or, Chivalry Triumphant.” Subject—Yours truly being 
of the 8, C. H. pinched awfully doosid by creased cordsa—painful, yet cheerful, smile 


I have my hands shaken by all the celebrities 
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THE LAST DAY OF THE SEASON. 
AVEN'T COME UP WITH ‘eu AFTER Two Hours’ GALLoPING. 


Dobson (much done up). 1's DEUCED ODD Iu 
HAVE BEEN HAVING A LARK WITH ME, AND THE Last Day was YESTERDAY, AFTER ALL. 


I subsequently find the celebrities of the S. C. H. to be most uncom- 
monly doosid strong in their wrists. ; | 
. However, I suppose they mean well. Fiona goes on with her simple addition. : ; Sah 

ion. —Sir JospPH has evidently been telling ’em I’m a doose of & Reflection (while she is going on).—If she goes 1D for * simple addition 
i ess Gracious’ name, won't she go in for 


swell in the Nr«xop line. 
Just as Iam putting this idea to myself, Fuona comes trotting up— r it 
N.B.—‘‘ Multiplication,” perhaps ! 
visi 


I pon’t SUPPOSE THET OOULD 


ersonal appearance by Ladye- 


that is, her horze does. 
‘“] ghan’t attempt to follow you,” says the sweet ingenuous girl, as Mem.—Perhaps, too, ‘‘ division ” afterwards. eee 
briskly as her trotting. ‘You see, poor little Zephyr is hardly up to my Reflection.—That wouldn't be 80 bad—if # were - ” division. 
_—I mean, up to her fences, and—and —— but we are all looking forward tion (on second thoughts). —No such luck. It would more likely be 
to your being in at the death, dear Avavustus.” ‘6 compound fractions,” I'm afraid. 
ection. — Dear Fiona I...... But whose death? She can’t expect me ‘T shall expect you to give me my ‘way,’ adds dear FLoBA. 
Mem.—It she expects to have her own way before, what, once more, 


to be done for before I’m married, can she? however much I may be 
won't she expect after the happy occasion 
heart, ‘‘if it’s gates, or rails, you 


afterwards. 

Fora continues,— ‘6 And,” continues the girl of my 

‘6 We are all looking forward to your doing something wonderful to- | know, you'll manage to let Trumpeter break the top one OF two for me, of 

day, dear Augustus ; and, let me assure you, if the fox does take to course. He's rather stupid, I believe, at gates and rails, but then, I see 

the Home Farm meadows —as he generally does—you will have a splendid you understand the poor old fellow quite well already, don't you, dear 
-Avaustus *” 


opportunity to distinguish yourself, sir.” ; 
Reflection.— Hope to Goodness he won't take to ‘em, then. However, Reflection. —Doose I do! . 
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N.B.—It strikes me that Trampeter understands me a jolly deal more 
than I do him. 

However, still sitting for the R.A. picture, Iassare Fiors, with my hand 
on what ought to be my heart, but which, owing to the abnormal after- 
Dbreakfast’s bumping exercise I've just been throngh, is really that con- 
founded kidnified toast, that she may “‘depend upon me.” 

No sooner have I made this rash promise with the best how the 
** creases"? admit of, than all the dogs—hounds, I mean—set up a fearful 
barking— give voice like anything, I mean. 

The gallant Major (of Volunteers) gets worse than ever! His nose 
ete worse also! 

We-—that is, they—all get worse than ever ! ! 
we dreadful hare evidently happened ! ! ! 
? 
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A (See next week.) 


y) 4+ CORRESPONDENCE. 
Wholly Imaginary and Utterly Unreliable. 


I. 
From the First Original and ia Wandering Jew to Leoporp Luwis, 


8rn,—Why could you not leave =e at rest? I’ve done a power of walk- 
ing in my time, and my boots have got to be very queer indeed. The‘late 
M. Sus gave mea deuce of a bustle upin Paris, some years ago, and 
I was over here, at the Adelphi, with Mr. Yarns, and I didn't expect to 
be bothered any more ; but it seems I am. What I complain of is, that 
if I am to be at the ‘theatre at all, I only want to engage as walking 
gentleman ; and understand distinctly, I won't run if I can‘ helpit. From 
what I hear I expect I shall have to do so; but I'll run lame if J a4. 
Yous, with corns (I wish you had them), 
THR ener Jrwisa Gatryea F 


From Harry Feooxtnian to the Marker at Cuarves’s. 
re ——,—Poor old Tom Sprorren has dropped off the hooks at 
last, yop')l be-sorry $0 hear. He wae all there till the end. Just at his 


last gasp we asked him what he was thinking of. He said he was think - 
ing he would ‘‘atar one.” I told the dear old cuss I wus afraid it was . 


too late, then he sighed a wish for the ‘' "Jong rest.” After that he 
sushioned softly and dropped into the pocket. 


: Yours in sorrow,— HaRry. 


eon the Sager Keeper at the Royal Bandbox to his Good Lady, 
staying with a Friend in the Country 

Dear Bersy,—There ain't nothing fresh here, or should have written. 
Don’t think they're too sure of their sals. on Saturdays, but that’s nothink 
to me: nor you, old girl; the landlord will see us all right. You know 
that Monrmorency, that gives herself such airs,—I dropped her one 
yesterday that made her wink again. Mr. Davus had not sent her boota, 
and she was in a great state; and, says she, ‘‘I haven't got my boots, Mr. 
Grow.eR. I don’t know how to act.” ‘‘No, miss,” I says, ‘‘I quite 
‘agree with you.” That was put rather pretty, I think, and I don’t see 
how she could be offended; but she was. Hoping you are all right, 
a in lovingly, —JosrPH GrowLER. 
: From Sergeant Muvr,. Detective Oficer, to Inspector Dovr, Scotland Yard. 
~ Drar Dosr,—We've locked up another wrong man, but he says he'll 
‘ keep the thing dark for a pound, and we're going to let bim escape. Hope 
' the confounded penny-a-liners won't get hold of him. 
Yours in haste, —Wiitiam Moryr. 


From a Constant aren to Jupy. 
Dear Jopy,—Thinking that you might like to be posted up in the latest 
‘* Ministerial Movementa,” I write to say that the Right Honourable Roprkt 
Lowe was seen on Good Friday, in the neighbourhood of Caterham, sur- 
veying the ‘‘ Happy Land ” on his bicycle. I don’t know whether he has 
been to the Court yet. Yours faithfully,—A Constant SUBSCRIBER. 


VI. 
From a Male Bloater (not cured yet) on the Yarmouth Coast, toa Lady 


Whitebatt off Blackwall. 


You urrruz Dwar,—Take care of yourself, or you'll never be half my . 


size. If Lovecrovm gets hold of you he'll give you pepper, take my word 
for it. Besides, now this aquarium mania is on, they may put you in'a 
tank—that’s what I dread most. They do it to fnd out what you come 
to when you're out of season. , Af the secret is once known, you are lost 
for ever. Yours, in a ahiver, —OLD SouDIaR. 


vit. 
From Mr. Barwom, ieee to hes Agent tn London, 

Dean Burxum,—You're a sweet child, I must say, to let a good thing 
‘slip. I’ve just heatd that Brapwavaz, Spuroron, and the Claimgnt 
are coming out fere. Why could not I have had the lot? The three 
altogether would do immense. Hae Spurnanon forgot his balustrade 
trick! Ask him. If you can make any arrangewent, don’t pay the 
decurnat sesh fe in agrane: for fear he can’t come. Senet 'B. 


Duak CHaRiey,—It’s all up with the turf. Sir Josern is ut 
of it because it ain’t gentlemanly. So am I. It don’t pay—at least ‘ho 


From Bos Lue, at the ‘‘ Old Drum,” to CHARLEY, a. the cath 
one has paid up lately I’ve had a bet with. So no more i preseitt from 


yours truly, B. ue 
P.S.—I’ve a moral for the ‘* Epeom Spring.” If you're on we'll ve 
bob between us, Wire reply. uf eae 


THE THREE BLACK GENTLEMEN. | 


TareER Ethiopians once I knew, 
Whose names 1'!] tell you soon ; 


Their food was what their gardens grew— oT 4 
With now and then a friend or two a 
(Their friends, you'll guess, were rather few). » A 
They sipp’d the ial re fragrant dew, ches 

. Phey dress’d in paint of scarlet bue ; Ay 


Their native hills at school | knew— 
The Mountains of the Moon, 


But now their names you want to know-—.. j 
Uncommon ! not at all aa re 
Their names were Biuuy, Baw, ard Jom; © ‘°°? 
Now, Sam was form'd of stattre low, see ms 
But Jog to farther lengths did go, EP es Ee 
While Briiy had a foot to grow ; 
For he was only twelve or to-—. 
And people at that age, you know, . 
Are seldom very tall. : 


, As these three youths were out one day, | 
5 And o’er their spades did bend, 
‘ They spied an elephant at play, 
Aud cast about for some good way mS, get 
The beast before them dea/ to ee , Mme EN 
, -- You're not aware, so p'rhaps I may : Bes 
ud Be just allow'd this word to aay, _ - a a 
. . That on the morning of that-day ores 
They'd eaten thelr last friend. 1g 


Jon stuck his spade into the earth, . OAS, 
a And thus to Sam be aaid, — ae 
. © Harrah !” for he was fult-of ‘mirth, | en aoe 
‘* A plan I've form'd, ‘tis all the birth aK 
OF my cool brain. Around the girth we 
Of this same beast (she'll cause a dearth 
If she eats all our fields are worth) 
Just tie this rope, pull ber to earth, 
And then I'll strike her dead.” 


The rope into a noose they made 
(And Brxy held the end), 
And then upon the ground they laid 
Themselves to wait the monster's raid : 
But in a minute JosePx said, 
‘* The brute is gone, or I'll be flay’d ;” 
*¢ And a0,” ssid Sam, ‘‘she has, the "jade :” 
Then home they went and forthwith made 
Another bosom friend. 


AN 


SPUTTERINGS FROM JUDY'S PEN. 


Way is the dress circle at a theatre like a waste-paper basket !— Don't 
you know f Ask & manager. 

A Youne man’s friends object to bis being loose, but, somehow, they 
have an equal objection to his being tight. 

A Fact.—We find the largest fish in Wales (comething wrong here with 
the spelling). — 

‘‘ Adrixna” Managers— Messrs, Bocxstons, Wensrzs, Montacur, 
Cuark, and Bancrorr. 


MaenimontaL.—It is no good nowadays for a man to offer his hand, if . 


there’s nothing i in it. 

tant say ‘an actor’s life” at the Opera Comique is all Howry. 

Wratnee Mex. —Rats and mice don’t like it mach when it rains cats 
and dogs. 

A Juaatex cannot act well unless. he is in the vein (the juggler vein, 
of course). This remark is made in a joc lar vein. | 

Somz one has been calling Craewen’s a ‘dolly shop.” An action for 
libel is pending. 

A Hist to TaLerrs at TaBLs.—Save your breath to blow your soup. 

Somm one writes to ask if the wind at the mores is ‘nor’ -west or nor’ -east ? 
Neither one nor t'other. a 

A Lawn Party—A Bishop. | . a 

_Tae Roar Material —Bahy. : 

HB ELEVENTH VOLUME OF “JUDY” now 


ready, 
handsomely bound in Red Cloth, with Gilt Edges. Cases for Binding 
Vel, XI., Two Shillings. Als. can be had, Vols. I. to X., Bight Shillings each. 
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Tue Finat ResoLve. 


Little ‘Dear (to Confidante). Yés, I have thought it 
over most geriously, and I am determined’ 1 will never 
marry. No! never ! 
fuk Bauaxrsa-vp Pasty, 
The first male creature arrives rather early. = Se 
He tries to converse easily with the big girls, a | , Ao 
but does not feel particularly comfortable. OR 
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Mies, Z, 
«When I'm grown UP» T shall wear & 

train like that, only 80 long— 80 long.” 
‘* Me too, only longer.” 


This is the way to teach a little lady to 
spell. Choose interesting words. 
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Tux WIcKED Burtror. 


Awful Tacident on & Sunday Morning in the Lives of a Spinster Teacher of Rigid P 
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— Je PERSONS 
ABovT TO MARRY || 
Pi ttle obs be oy terre 
(Ue Oe a 
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1. ‘Marriage is the thing, my boy! No more 2. Just so! He accordingly inserts an adver- 
of the bachelor business for me !”’ tisement in the Matrimonial Gazette, 
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8. Awful result! Their name is Legion! ‘‘ The cry is, Still they come !” 
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One of the ' 5. *4No, you don’t !” 6. Married, and—— 


<a 


4. He flies for his lifo! 
strongest minded in pursuit. 


- 
~S 


[Judy / Judy/ no insinuations, tf you please. 


: has treated her Huway. The columns of this paper are hardly adapted 
ROSE ANNA: REGINA. for the publication of domestic troubles, nor would I willingly harrow the 
Henry is Locked Up. feelings of the unsuspecting single man by a detailed description of the 
I trust I shall not be misunderstood when I say that Mrs. Futtatovm is | woes of matrimony, but still I feel that it is hard to restrain my sorrowful 
a female Blue Beard. My remark has nothing to do with the marriage | indignation when I recall the last sad scene in the career of the husband 
question in the plural. of Mrs. Hunrzy Fuuiarovn. 
Jupy’s readers—in other words, the world—are by this time familiar 


I wish to repeat my opening statement. 
with the manner in which Ross Amma (since she came into the fortune) | ‘ Ross Anwa is a female Blue Beard. 


—— 
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Why 

She has a closet ! 

Somewhere on the second floor ‘s a sort of a cupboard, which is, I 
believe, described in the agent’s catalogue a8 3 dressing-room. 

From the day | first entered our new mansion the door of that closet 
has been locked. 

The key of the door 
pocket. 

Rose Awna, on being questioned as to 
declares — 

‘« Tt has nothing to do with me.” 

‘¢Me” am her lawful husband, mind, and 
question, am told — 

«To mind my own business.” 

Unfair! Unjust !! Ungenerous ! ! ! 

I have no Wish to cast any reflectiors 
apon the being who, at the altar, united 
herself to Henny FuLLatove, who linked 
her fate with his, who hecame his balf- 
and-balf, and swore to love, cherish, and 
obey him. 

Let it suffice that now she mistrusts her 
Henry. 

As the lady says in the Wicked World, 
‘‘There are words for other agonies, but 
none for this.” 

To return to our closet. 

Russ ANNA (as usual) is out. Ross 
Axwa (a8 is customary) bas Jefs me to 
mind the house. Rose ANNA (in her 
habitual manner) has said nothing about 
dinner. 

To mind the house effectually, I stroll 
over it, and to my surprise discover & key 
in the lock of the Blue-Beard closet, with 
a bunch depending therefrom. 

Of course, if 1 vad. been warned not to 
ge into the closet, 1 ehould not think of 


of that closet is invariably in Boss Anna's 


the contents of that cupboard, 


“Me,” on pressing the 


[Arrit 30, 1873. 


SERIO-COMIC J OURNAL. 


The voice is Rose Anna’s, the footsteps ure Kose Anna's, the keys are 
Rosg Anna's, the cupboard is Rosx Anna's, aud—ob, agovy of ugoules !— 
the Jam is Rose ANNa’s. 

I shrink behind a packet of groceries. I am too taken aback to come 
forwari—lI hold my breath—I wipe my guilty fingers. 

‘* Be still, my heart—she comes !” 

I bear her breathing outside the door. Between ourselves, Ross ANNA 
breathes a good deal—especially after coming up two flights of stairs. 

I bear her sweet yoice murmur a worl, and, to my ears, that word 
sounds like ‘‘dyat.” The next thing I hear is the closet dovr slammed, 
the key turned sharply in the lock, and my wifes somewhat beavy tread 


descending the stairs. After that, 1 hear the street door bang, and 1 know 
that, until ber 


Locked in ! 


return, Lama prisoner—in the jam cupboard. 
A prisoner !! Alone with the jam !!! 
(Te be continued.) 


ROUND-ABOUDUT. 
By the Square Man. 


Tinsley’s Magazine for this month is 
ehiefly remarkable for its three serials. 
‘(A Pair of Blue Kyes” is the lightest ; 
‘‘London’s Heart” is the best (1 am 
sorry to see it Bo wretchedly illustrated) ; 
‘‘Home, swect Home,” being announced 
jin library form, foreshadows its approach- 
ing termination. Intending emigrants will 
do well to read “The Confessions of @ 
Colonial Failure,” which represents British 
Columbia in a Jight—or rather in a shadow 
—which should certainly deter prudent 
speculators from taking a five months’ 
voyage round the Horn to Vancouver 8 
Island on the chance of making «# fortune. 

On looking back, I see | omitied to men- 
tion two biographical notices in the April 
number of /'‘emple Bar—one of poor JAMES 
Hannay, whose death at Barcelona we de- 


am ie Vag ste pes oN ie I plored a few weeks since ; the otber of 
should remain unacquainted with the con- | Captain Maury, the well-kifown hydro- 
tents of the cupboard, I would not dream ppher. erg a saicikiite,” b 

of entering it ; but as my wife has simply, A CAPITAL. T. Clytie: a Novel © ern Lile, by 


‘Mr. ‘Harton, is the chief feature of The 


invariably, locked the door, and refused to TooLe long away, ‘Sce him again at Christ- oe 

. : . tl 's Mayasiie; the characters are 
sirname cite | gu gh ot mbes est oe Genlmen's Mayon he car 
ouse, consider it my Cuby, 206 one . TooL Lose. ing. COWDEN Ciarkn’s atialysis of Snak- 


sion offers, to inspect the interior 
secret chamber. | 

I open the door cautiously. 

The first thing upon which my eye rests 
is a shelf, upon that shelf is a large pot, 
ana on the put is inscrile!, in legible cha- 
racters, the word ** Jam.” 

I am very fond of jam (a weakness, I 
believe, Ishare with many other notabili- 
ties), and Ross ANNA has systematically 
denied me the enjoyment of this luxury 
for breakfast, on the ground that there 
‘* wasn't any.” 

Ob, it would cut me to the quick to think 
my Rosry capable of deceit !! 

I\wonder if it is real/y jam ! 

I\wonder what sort of j«m it is! 

I wonder if it is the kind I like! 
I/wonder, if I were just te taste it, if she 
would ever find me out ! _ 
I, beg to assure all readers of this p»per, 
that, it is neither. curiosity nor greediness 
that leads me. to take off the paper cover, 
apply my finger. to the interior, and then 
place the same finger in my mouth. No! 
I am as incapable of inquisitiveness a8 I 
am of glattony. © 
I try to find out what sort of jam it is. 

I continue trying to discover whether it is the kind I like. 

I keep on endeavouring to ascertain whether I approve of the flavour. 
‘The more I taste it the less am L able to make up my miad on this im- 
portant point; but as there is a tin of mixed biscuits on the same shelf, if 
l elear wy palate with a few of them, I have no doubt I shall be able to 
arrive at a decision in the course of the afternoon—if the jam lasts long 
enough. 

Hark! And once more, with greater earnestness than hefore—Hark / 
There is a footstep on the stairs ! f . 
A quick, hurried footstep ; also a quick, 

“My keys! Louisa, how can you be se 
them.” 


of the 


A sTUDY 


ing” going on. Parties in 
so far; but there’s 


hurried voice :— 
absurd! I can’é have lest 


At a ** Morning Performance.” 
the Box not absolutely convulscd, 


no knowing what may occur. 


spEARE'S Philosephers amd Jesters 18 & 
careful study, which should be read. 
London Society improves monthly, 
although one of its serials, ‘*Cards of 
Invitation,” has sadly fallen off, CHARLES 
Rraps's novel is more interesting when 
dealing with feminine emotions on shore 
than when detailing improbable incidents 
afloat. A page of outlive drawing, by 
Guorck CRUIKSHANK, Jun., is one of the 
best things in the number, 

The Dublin University Magazine would 
he worth buying this month were it only 
for two amusing and instructive articles— 
“Our Hair,” and ** The Ballads of Lower 
Brittany.”, Besides these pleasant papers, 
there are, amongst its well-varied contents, 
instalments of three serial storics and some 
agreeable verse. 

The English reader of periodicals owes & 
debt of gratitude to the publishers of the 
Transatlantic, & magazine which Tepro- 
duces in the old country papers and swries 
which have already instructed and amused 
our American cousins. The contents 0 
are so diversified that the reader who can fin 


FROM LIFE. 


Something ‘‘ scream- 


the present issue ; d 
nothing to bis taste must be bard to please. © A Chance Acquaintance, 
reprinted from the Atlantic Monthly, 18 an amusing story. 


d least; to far as size and price 


list of April magazines an 
the - : Mrs. Henry Woov'’s 


is The Argosy. The interest of Mr 
serial increases, though I confess, for my part, to being ® little tired of 
mysterious murders and chains of circumstantial evidence ; it is fatiguing 
work to be for ever endeavouring to «discover who killed Cock Robin. 
pee ——— 


Last on my 
are concerned, 


“_HE LITTLE BIRD'S NOTES. . 


How circumstances alter cases ! 3 
Member for Brizhton endeavoured 


College through 


For four long years has the er for Bri 
to get his Bill for the abolition of testa in Tiimity 
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EDUCATION BY ACT OF PARLIAMENT. 
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the House ot Commons, 
For the same space of time 
has the Bill been strenuous- 
ly opposed by the Govrn- 
ment. Mr. Faworrt. steady 
to his purpose, sgain moved 
the ‘second reacing of the 
Bill on the first day the 
House met alter Euster ; 
but how chanyed was the 
scene! Jt was the old 
drama. it is true, but with a 
complete shifting of parts. 
In the first place, Mr. GuaD- 
STONE did not jump in a fury 
to opp se the Lill, He lett 
that w be dune by the Irish 
members; and it must be 
acknowledyed that they did 
it—fury und all—as weil as 
Grapstrung himself. In 
fact, they did nothing more 
than urge the very same ob- 
jections which GtaDsToNe 
had urged on previous oc- 
casions. For a long time 
Mr. Guapstoné was silent, 
and lovkers-on were nutu- 
rally auxious to know what 
new device he would have 
recourse to in the new state 
of circumstances, occasioned 
by the ignominious de‘eat of 
the rival Bill which he in- 
troduced with the view of 
supplanting Mr. FawcerTrs. 
Mr. Guavsroxe proved 
equal to the occasion. To 
the objections urged by the 
Irish members, he opposed 
the very same arguments 
with which Mr. F'awogtt 
had so often met the same 


objections when urged by Mr. 
as far us it goes,” he said in 
good, and you are very unreasonable 

ause it is nut, also, sumething elee. Would you refuse & 
t 


glass of potheen because it is nyt brandy as well? or turn from 


a fair girl because she is not at tl 
‘¢ Take the good the gods provide ye, 

Brighton's Fawcett aita 

‘The Irish members, in sp 

their nation, were so taken abac 
about evolution, that they retire 
carrying with them an amendme 


MirTcuks tL. 


and leave no bits. 


April 24, Noon. 


ation, the “ disuraced and disc 
to make the Bill the first or 
own meusures. snd when it was 
member fixed the Committee 

Mr. Acar E tis, who, evidently. is an a 
which accounts for his showing some fleshes of independent 
spirit now und then—availed himse f of this opportunity to advise 
his friends, the Ministers, not to make wry faces while 
swallowing their leeks; but to take to them kindly, 


The play is poetical ; Mr. Invine 
scenery could not be surpassed ; 
iso little ‘‘ bat” somewhere—I think it | 


9 


fh 


e same time a brunette? 


«0 mow? ‘Loavox’s so Crinekp, HAN 
.; Bomspsomm DAY, 70 MAVE A LOOK ROUND AND PIKD MY HRARLngS, 
aqaim, (© fs 8 7 0 ee are 


Gusverows himself. “ The Bill, . 
substance, “ will effect unmixed 
persons to obj ot to it 


ite of the proverbial quickness of 
k by the audacity of this face- 
da from the field in disorder, 
nt moved by Mr. Hensy 


Tu complete Mr. Fawortr's triumph, and their own humili- 
redited Government” were obliged 
der on a day appropriated to their 
read a second time, the victorivus 
for the next Government night. 
ttentive reader of “Juvy" 


Conservatives, be ready for the Dissolution. 


THE ONLY JONES. 


How'’r'> Ma’am,—You don’t require me to tell you that the great 
thestrical event since my last priceless (bat anderpaid) report has been 
the appearance of Mr. Invine in a new character. The crush and the 
enthusiasm on the first night of Fugens Aram, at the Lyceum, was tre- 
mendous, bat I have my doubts about a lengthened run for the piece. 
is as good as only he cam be, and the 
but—bat—bat, Hon’r'd Ma am—there 
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““OoLD AND. NEW LONQON.” 
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ance (See Cartoon), and until this 


to Jearn their A B C. 


eye.” 


Here my heart 


Rhe suys, ‘‘SaRaH, 


‘+ But, as sure as I'm 


is a want of interest im, or 


- through every act. The publie 
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sympathy with, the leading cha- 
racter, and the depressing in- 
fluence of unbroken gloom 


will flock to see Mr. Invine— 
not the play; for although the 
writing is truly poetical, it is 
not dramatic. 

The transplanting of the 
French company from the 
Royalty to the Princess's seems 
still further to bave popularized 
the-e admirable representations. 
Oo Wednesday last, on the occa- 
sion of the visit of the Parnos 
or Wars, Péril en la De- 
meure was followed by L Homme 
n'est pas parfait; in both, 
Madame Manis Laurent was 
adwiruble, and, in the latter, 
M. Dimer excelled bimself. 
Hou’r'd Ma'am, if you dont 
know French it is worth while 
learning it, for the sake'of en- 
joying the continually varying 
entertainment offered you by 
Messrs. Vaunay and Prraon, at 
the Prinoess’s Theatre. 


EDUCATION BY ACT OF 
PARLIAMENT... — 


Nosopy is so Conserva- 
tive as to wish to conserve 
Ignorance, and all parties 
in the House of Commons 
consented to “agree with & 
difference” on the subj-ct of 
Education; but our depart- 
mental machinery sppeats 
to be so cumbrous, that the | 
school-door is absolutely 
bluoked by the very Blue 
Books and Acts' which were 
jatended to widen the en- 
lumber is buldly swept away, 


‘it is but @ poor look-out for unfortunate Jack and Jin waiting 


——— 
DABWINISM.IN THE KITCHEN. 
I was takin’ oft my bonnet © 
One arternood,"at three, 
When a hinseck jump'd upon it, 
As proved to be a f—. 
Then I takes it to the grate, 
Between the bars to stiok it ; 
But I badn’t long to wait 
Ere it changed into a cricket. 
Says I, ‘‘ Su-elie my senses 
In a-gettin’ in a fog !” 
So to drownd it 1 commences, 
When it halters to a frog. 
n to thamp, 
And no wonder | felt funky ; 
For the frog, with one big jump, 
Leap'd hiaself into a monkey. 
Then I open’d wide my eyes, 
His features for to scan, 
And observed, with great surprise, 
That that monkey was & man. 
Bat he waniah’d from my sight, 
Aad I sunk upon tbe floor, 
Jest as mixens, with a Jight, 
Come inside the kitching door. 
Then beginain’ to abuse me, 


you've been drinkin’ " 


I says, ‘‘ No, mum, you'll excu-e me, 
Bat I’ve merely been a-thinkin’. 


a cinder, 


That party, what you ace 
A-gettin’ out o winder, 
Have developed from a f—.!” 
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THE UNDECIDED GENTLEMAN. 
Worse and Worse. 

A Friend in Need—The “+ Little Something” —The Alarm—The Find— 
The Fox—‘‘ Of, off !” said the Stranger— Tantivy '—Etcatera— Very 
auch so! 

ings-on—without any apparent cause—on the 

rtunely explained to me by a friend in need 

(who is the same indeed) in the way of Bixns, who, it appears, has 

brought ** something” for the gallant Major, which he, the Major, had 

left behind at the Grange. 
N.B.—The “‘ something » 3 inside a fat little flask, well corked. 
“ They’ ve found, you see, sir, in that gorse cover the other side of the 
hedge” (sic Brus). 
‘Round what?” I inquire, in the innocence of my heart. 
Brxys opens his eyes and looks at me just for all the world as if I had 
gaid a really doosid good thing. 
‘“ What, sir?” says BINNS. « Why—the Fox !” 
‘on, —Thank Goodness ! 

Then we shan't have to cut 

about after the brute after all. 
‘¢Then, if they've 9° him,” 

I inquire of Brxns, cheerfully, 

‘‘what are we all waiting for ¢ 

Why not go back home—eh ?” 
Brrxs looks as if I had said 

even a more doosid good thing 

than before. 
“They haven't found the fox, 


scent. 
‘Oh !...... And now they've | 
got—I mean, found—that, what 


are they going to do with it—eh, | 
Brnxs?’ 
‘¢ Follow it, sir.” | 
“Oh!” 
* * * * 
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sir,” and has, right off, then 
and there, been shown the way 
to the very top step, and then | 
comfortably fitted with his cap 
of unpleasant colour. 
how stunning cheerful this sort 
of fellow must feel in that sort 
of position, and you can imagine 
yours truly, just now. 

Mem.—Wonder, though, under | 
present circumstances, whether 
Bryxs would mind my just look - 
ing at that little flask with the 
‘6 something” inside it ? 


I put this quietly to BIsxs. 
Rqually quietly the worthy Visitor to Mamma, I HAVE SOME Sap News ror rou, MY DEAR; and different coloured horses, 
Binxs puts the flask to me. your Doctor, Mr. CRUSHBONE, DIED THIS MORNING. tearing past me towards where 
In the same way I take out Jimmy (one of Six). [THEN WE SHAN'T HAVE NO MORK BABIES, the tremendous barking comes 
the cork. Ma, SHALL WE? from. 
Proceeding just as before, A bounce, & bang, & fearful 
OS ais 7 plunge, a fierce shake of the 
Reflection (and t sensation).—A....----- h! head, nearly tearing the reins out of my hands, and—Trumpeter 1 


subsequen 
The sensation has hardly had time to become & comforting one before 
aang and more tremendous Barking takes place on the other side of the 
gee 
‘What's up now?” I inquire of the faithful BrNxs. 
‘6 Why, they've got it, ar.” 
ion.—Hurrah! The wretched Reptile—I mean miserable Vermin 
—at last! They’re eating him up now, I suppose, Poor 
‘¢Then—then—it's all over now, Bins, eh? Poor prute !......Do 
_they eat him al/ up, Brxxs ¢” 
“ Who, sir?” 
6¢ Bh?.....- Who? Why, the Fox, of course.” 
Bins gazes up at me just for all the world as if I were one of those 
common fellows who are paid for making jokes for those idiotic comic 
and just as if I had actually been and gone and made one right 
off on the spot. , 
<<‘ Tt ain’t the fox, sir,” says Brxns, relapsing into his abnormal gravity. 
‘¢ What then, in Goodness’ name * 
‘<The scent, sir; they thought they'd got it again.” 


ONE TO JIMMY. 
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‘6 What, another scent! What the doose do they want with two 


scents ¢” 
Binxs thereupon explains that it’s the same scent—the very scent, in 
fact, which they had lost ; and then goes on to show me that the degs— 
hounds, I mean—have been bouncing and sniffing about 10 this extra- 
ordinary excited state in consequence of having lost the first scented scent. 
N.B.—Then they’re bouncing about in this excited 
because they haven’ found it again. ; 
In the meantime the brutes go 0p bouncing and sniffing worse than ever. 
e * * * 5 * 


* 
Whilst watching the outrageous antics of these ridiculous specimens of 
the canine race, I become conscious that Trumpeter is keeping his eye on 
gs with every appeara i i 

After watching them closely for some minutes, he commences to behave 
in a most remarkable and extraordinary manner. 

The first symptom is a sort of tremendous twitching all over his body, 
something like a fellow would do who had had a snooze dinner, 
and then got up to yawn and stretch himself like anything. 

; The next symptom is his laying 
his ears quite back, and then 
looking about all round, with @ 
doosid deal too much white in 
his eye for me, accompanied, 
every other half minute or 80, 
by a series of alarming sni 
- wheezings, and snortings, fol- 
lowed up by shaking his head in 
a violent manner, 48 if in dis- 
approval of somebody, and then 
looking round at me with an 
uncomfortable, if not actually 
threatening, countenance, as 
much as to say, ‘‘Just you min 

what you're about, my boy,” OF, 
‘Ti astonish your weak mind 
presently.” 

Mem.—To keep my eye on 
Trumpeter. 

Whilst I keep my eye 07 Trum- 
peter, the hounds keep on worse 
than over. 


——— ae 


* e 
Trumpeter is keeping on worse 
than ever with his extraordinary 
performances. 
* a * * 


Merciful gracious ! 
we e a * 

A tremendous Barking and @ 
yelping, asif every little dogin the 
_ world had his tail trodden on. 
A doose and all of skurryings 

| to and fro of excitable members 
of the S.C. H., and a great deal 

| done in the way of ‘ Yoicks's”’ 
and ‘*Tally-ho-O's ” by 
same. The Fox at last, evi- 
dently ! 
A sort of kaleidoscope of pink, 
grey, and black hunting-coats, 


off too. 
tion. —Yes, and so was I—precious nearly. 

Mem.—A pommel in need is a pommel indeed. 

But what’s to be done now t 

Trumpeter has gained upon the rear rank of the Nimrods, and, at this 
tremendous pace, will soon be up with the hounds, who, I can now see, 
are cutting away after the Fox like anything, to a nastyish-looking 
hedge which, I know, separates Scramley Bottom from the Home Farm 

eadows. * * * é ce] 

He—that is, Trumpeter, you know—is going on worse —that is, faster, 
you understand—than ever. 

The pace now is simply s 

My breath is nearly gone, 80 ¢ -train-like am I borne through 
the air, and so bumped am I up and down on the beastly hard 
The ‘‘ creases,” too, DOW hurt like anything. 

This is awful! “ 

It is awfuller still. 

Talk of a rocket, or & dart, or an arrow—Pooh ! 


& * * 


Ia the self-complacency ef my too-confiding heart, I once imagined I 
knew what “‘ going the pace” was. 

I now know that I did not know. °® i ee te 

What I shall de if this lasts mack longer, Goodness aloue knoweth. 

Refection (impromptu).— What was that I used te inseribe in the 
Cepybook of Childheod with a steel pen, and the sweet innecenee of round 
jackets !— 


Jhe pace ts 100 good to fast. 

Jast so, exactly. 

The worst of it is, though, that I'm afraid this beast Prampeter don’t 
care twopence for the traditions of ene's youth. 

At present he’s outraging the moral precepts.of Mra. Taimggr in the 
most callous way. | 

However, the question now is :—What sball I do ? ; 

Every woment is vital—in fact, is full of moment! o 

The pace is worse and—what is the superlative degree t—well, worser, 
thea—than ever ! ! ' 

the A a are: hedge deesn’t look any nicer on nearer acguaint- 
ance!!! ete Ob ete. a= eg | 


Bn 4 

Reflection, —Over the hedge, toe—even if I do get over it—I see the 
Home Farm wméadows; Somewhere in these meadows, also, is the ‘* pic- 
turesque mill-stream” alluded to by dear F.iora, and over which (or in 
which) I am to distinguish (or extinguish-—eh ?) myself. 

Mem.—Perish the thought ! . 

Reflection. — Bother es the thought ; i but—supposing it's Mz re 

* : * 


In the meantime, we—Trampeter and yours traly—are faster and 


er. 
Reflection. —This is all very well in its way—in aticking en him, I 
mean— while we go over smoeth ground, but——! ! 
® e 


- (See next week.) 
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CORRESPONDENCE. 
Wholly Imaginary and Utterly Unreliable. 
I. 


From the Duonzss oy Baxr-Anoiusack tp the Lonp CHAMBERLAIN. 

Yoo pear QuD Siuty,—Cannot you look after the skirts of those 
horrid dancing persons at the theatre, and luave our poor clothes alone ? 
Why on earth can’t we wear high dresses at Court? Yon can imagine 
what my two wretched girls will look like with their unbappy bare bones. 
What do you mean by such nensensical rules?: I shall have to leave the 
girls at home. That will be pretty, won't it? Iwish you were a mother ! 
' Yours, in disgust,— Hennurra Saxe-Anoueg ac. 


| )) Be a 
From One of the Sea-Serpent Company to Cuanizs Reavs, Eag., the 
Great Novelist. 

Duar Srx,—I am a large Conger, and I and half-a-dozen more have 
recently been starring it reund the world with the Great Sea-Serpent 
trick. (Bill and press notices enclosed.) Tbe way we do it, of course 
you know, is helding on to one another's extremities in a straizht line. 
The effect is very imposing! We are much obliged to you for your kind 
paff in a recent number of London Society, which fell overboard the 
other day, and thus came under our notice. Could you do anything with 
us in one of the tanks in Trafalgar Square? If well written ap, we might 
prove a draw. Yours reepectfully,—Tums Mossrzn's Tat. 


Se ere 
JUD Y’S’ JOTTINGS. 
Ga Ir has been officially-announced that, by direction of the 
Lords of the Admiralty. th 
does supplied to Her Mujesty's ships is in future to be fitted 
under the immediate soperintendence of the Commander or 
Lieutenant of the Naval Torpedo Schools at Portsmouth, and 
the fittings so arranged are not to be altered without the per- 
mission of the Admiralty. ‘“ My Lords” are of opinion that it is 
very desirable that one uniform system in carrying out the 
practice should. be adopted throughout the service. Well, well, 
“my Lorde” ought to be.anthorities on the practice of apni ed 
_=-they-bave had a good deal af experience in that line in their 
time~and deserved it. ‘—@— aan | 
6 Waar are called “ Revivals ” of religion are not so common 
as they used to be; but a good thing was said apropos of :them 
the other day. An Eginburgh student was asked, “ Why is 
the Rev. Mr. Brians the great-st Revivalist of the aye? 
“ Because,” was the answer, ‘at the finish of his discoukses 
there is always a great awakening.” a. 7 
——— og 
GS Tune is an old adage which says that “the longest way 
Found is the neareat way home,” and it seems to be as true now 


~ 
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e electric firing apparatus fur torpe- ’ 


é 


: 19 
as it was fifty years ago. A gentleman connécted with a*‘London 
paper reaching bis office in London the other evening, found his 
door closed and the porter asleep, while the telegraph clerk was 
at work beyond hearing the knocker, in sn upper story. So he 
telegraphed from anuther office close by to aickrk af Glasgow, 
who in turn sent the message back to Londob. ‘Of course ha 
was let in directly. a ie fit ce okGe 
GS Tue recent imposing Masonic ceremony when H.R.H. the 
Prince or Waxzs became the head of the Irish'and English 
Freemasons, has brought the craft into noticé laely,-and peo, le 
have observed with curiosity its employment by a detective to 
take one of the fi rgera who victimized the Bank of England 
The detective asked the man he was going to take if be was a 
brother. Of course the “ grip” the brother “in blue” gave the 
culprit was slightly different to the usual thing. ‘There is craft 
enough here. But is this the sort of brotherhood.that Free- 
masonry inculcates ? —e—eet=, 
GS Surzry the genius who invented woodsén nutmegs and oats 
mude of deal chips cannot yet be “ played out.” An American 
paper informs us that a Maine man is @tout to apply fora 
patent foran artificial vyster made out of flower paste, tapioca, 
salt, and water. The inventor places these in second-hand 
oyster-shells, which are care‘ully glied roind the edges. There 
can be no dispute as to the success of this invention. It is 
unmistakably native—American. . 


—>—— ive 

GS Iris reported from Madrid that the English Ambassador 
there has received from the Spanish Government the sum of 
$27,000, as an in’emnity in respect of the capture and imprison- 
wént of Mr. Bonneu-and his nephew. British subjects, in 1870, 
by brigands in the neighbourhood of Cadiz. Here are the 
Republicans paying the debts of the Monarchy. What about 
récognizing the Spanish Government now ? ay 

VM Pda 'g 


———-——— ‘ 

Ga Ir ig reported that a meeting of clergy—Established and 
Dissenting—is to be held in Londun next May, t» take into con- 
sider ation the pres: nt condition of the pulpit. A. comparison of 
notes made-by leading pr: achers in the churches of the stronger 
sects is promised. On thig one remark may pérhaps be-made 
without ‘otfunce. There is nut much need for preacherg to 
occupy themselves ab ut the pulpits; the fault ia that are 
- occupied a Jittle too much already. . ; 


—_—~>— vw : 

$F TextorareRs who felicitate themselves on the progreds ‘of 
. their cause will do well to digest the fullowing:—An old stayer | 
was oompelled by his worthy spouse to “join the. cold-water 
army,’ which he did, promising never to tuuch a drop of any- 


thing else, except in sickness. So far the story is excelent. 
But now for the moral. The reformed individual has never heen 
well since. —+— ee ee eer 


Ge Jupy hears. that rabbits’ fur is, by a new invention, woven 
with wool and cotton in manu'acture of textile fabries, and an 
important industry seems likely to grow out of the experiment. 
Of course, everybody don’t know that it is rabbits’ fur. Osten- 
sibly it is sealskin—very Ostend sibly. | | 


SPUTTERINGS FROM J UDY'S PEN. 
Wry is a whisper forbidden in polite society !_—Because it isn't aloud. 
Mr. Georcs Conquksr has made many hundreds of capital jumps, but 
the jump from the Grecian to the Gaiety is the best. Mie - “a 
Cuntovus Faor.—Stout people are very soon fat-igued! =. 4 
Wurs is a byllock’s tongue like a leopard 1— When it's potted, of course. 
ConsoLatory.— Some men go about the world with their bans in their 
pockets. That is better, though, than if they went abont with theix hands 
in other people's pockets. as ae 
Has Mr. Sanvury to pitch his voiee when he sings the ‘‘ British Tar” t 
Tuer are nfany goed sewing-machines: ‘‘The Singer"’ is said to be. 
singer-larly 90. ed eee ee : 
Lirr.e Porrsr, the artist, wan.asked, some time age, whether he was 
going to send a picture to the Academy and he said he'd be hung if he 
did. He did send, but he wasn’t bung. a . 
A Boz of fourteen was sentenced by a magistrate at Leedh to receive 
twelve lashes for playing at pitch-and tess,” That boy will ¢ry tails...” 
Tun Dearest Corpe— Miss Buancue. . ei ee 
Ip you'wanted to atop the month of a river, would you do it with a 
lock aud quay (key) ? fay. Shoe 
Wry is Raster no longer a moveable. feast 1 - Because it is kept still. 
| Vv P “JUDY” now remy, Bivtht Shitiings, 
J. shacuocily Hamad tat Red’ Chath, with GI Edyear Cases, Sf0r 
a. XII, Two Shillings. Also can bo had, Vola. L. te XL, Bight cack. . 
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\ 2. When he looked in at SLIceR’s, though, 
—— the first appearance of things)was not over 
1. He had always peen told that there was nothing particularly promising. “Setting the edge, 
like a good shave to bring 4 beard on, When you gir,” said SLICER, blandly. 
haven't got one. So he thought he'd try. 
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- 4, * Ber, thing’s in the lathoring. 
and you're done for. 


5. * Hallo, sir, that’s you 


Spare the soap, it's only the left one. 
I never spares it.” 


r ear, ain't it? Lucky 
. h rf 
plaister it will never 


ith a bit of sticking- 
be noticed.” 


g, “Plague take the man! 


stick this on again, and it’s 
to me.” 


I can’t very well 
no manner of good 


ears axp KINDER, Milford Lane 


Strand, Londen, W.C.— WEDNESDAY, 


9. “ Anyhew, I'd better 
he edge on another razor. 
shaving, J daresay.” 


FIEND. 


9. “Must make sure 
down. your neck, sir. 
with a paper collar.” 


i. 
V Saad 


6. ** That's awkward, too, sir; but te 
b 


of a nose. Better 


that’s a matter of op 


a 


—_ 


without it, 
inion.” 


Soe 


a 


April 90, 1818 


— 


y ‘ar, 


drop it into the box, and 
There’s more people 


none of the latber don't iy 
. Very utipleasant, ¢ 


asn’t much 
At least, 


My 


get : 


wanta 


es eee ee ee ee 
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5. The First Day Out. 


ROSE ANNA: REGINA. 
Henry Breaks Out. 
Ir is not pleasant to be locked up, even with a jam pot. 

I don’t like it. 

I mean I don’t like the incarceration : the jam, as I observed before, 
I am partial to—jam, if taken in reasonable quantities, otherwise it is 
calculated to create thirst, also nausea. 

At the present moment it is doing both. And there is not the ghost of 
a liquid within reach. 

How long can I endure this irksome confinement—how long remain 
jammed up here? Echo answers, ‘‘ Goodness only knows;” and I sit 
down on a box and think about it. 

I recollect, in childhood’s hour, I read a story of a man cast by the sea 
upon an island of sweets and spices, and that man was confoundedly 
chawed up by sugar. His state was mine. I must escape. 

But how? as they say in penny serials. They go in heavy for short 
lines in that style of literature. 

But how?., 

That is the question. 

Ah! 
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and I can't leave it off till I get some, 
3. Ice ditto the reverse. 


6. A few Suggestions for Spring Hats. 


A thought strikes me. 

The thought is that, perhaps, I could escape by the window. I look 
out. It is an awful distance to the flagstones of the back yard, and the 
stones look very hard. 

I have heard of people (in penny serials) using the water-pipe as a 
means of descent. As far as I am concerned, I don’t see my way down 
the water-pipe. 

I have seen Miss Georaina Hopson, as Jack Sheppard, tear up a 
blanket in rather less than two-twos, and, knotting the pieces together, 
thus form a rope. There is a blanket here. 

I have been about twenty-two twos, and can't tear it a bit. Retire, 
gentle reader, to your sleeping apartment, and take a turn at your own 
blanket, if you are inclined to think I am exaggerating. 

However, something must be done. I distinctly heard the street-door 
bang, and when Rosg ANNA goes out, there is no knowing when she will 
come back. 

Shall I sit down and meekly wait? Shall I—Henry Fouituatove— 


tamely submit? Never! Never !! 
Only, if I don’t, what am I to do? 
What's that ? 


That's a very curious kind of noise—a very curious kind of noise 
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indeed. Something like a ginger-beer bottle being opened cautiously, 80 


as to avoid the pop. 
Ah, there it is again— just outside the door! I'll peep through the 


see what it is. 
through—something «3 on the other side. Yes, decidedly 
something is on the other side, ‘and that something, a human eye. 
Whose eye? That girl Janz’s, or Cook's, perhaps, for they’re both out 
there, and both bursting with laughter. 
I say, with aternness, ‘¢ What are you 
I hear Cook ask, ‘‘ What's he say ?” 
says, ‘‘ Ask him what he’s a-doing on ?” 
I say, with increased sternness, ‘‘ Go 


keyhole, and 
I can’t peep 


doing there, you two ” 
and Jane tells her. Then Cook 


to your work, both of you. How 


dare you !” 
Cook says, ‘* Oh, please sir, do come out, the kitchen chimbley’s a-fire, 
and blazing awfal !” 

Is this true, or are they chafing me! 

This is a deucedly delicate point to settle right off, particularly through 
a keyhole. 

Anyhow, one thing is very certain, I am not—no, I really am not— 


keeping up my dignity. 
There's that ginger-beer: busi- 
ness again, and—— 
Rat-tat-tat-a-tat-tat—— 
There’s Rosz Anna ! 
If I only knew how to slide | 
down a water-pipe, or tear up | 


a 


blanket! 
(To be continued. ) 


a 


IN SEARCH OF BLOATERS. — 


I sam to myself one mornings | 
three weeks ago, ‘‘I should like , 
to have a nice bloater for my | 
breakfast.” 

My landlady said, ‘‘ Bloaters 
aren't very good just now, sir. 
They're not in yet.” 

L said, ‘* What do they mean 
by it? Why aren't they?” 

My landlady said, ““T can't 
say, sir, I'm sure. Perhaps you 
had better go to Yarmouth and 
ask them.” 

The remark was surely sensi- 
ble enough—I packed up right | 
off. ‘‘Mrs. Bouxcgr,” I said, | 
‘¢] will go to Yarmouth by the 
midday train, and I'll eat @ 
bloater on his native shore.” 

I took the midday train (a seat 
of it, that is—I left the re- 
mainder to the other passengers, 
the guard, and the driver), and 
came down to the sea-coast by 
uneasy stages. 

We stopped a good deal by 
the way; we, a8 lt were, CO- 
quetted with the small stations. 
We pretended to pass them by 
and ran back, and then ran on 
again in a skittish style, without 
giving the passengers & chance, 
and then suddenly stopped to take 
remained there any amount of time. 

We got to Ipswich in due course, where an overwhelming thirst had 
taken possession of me, which I fain would have allayed ; but they will 
have their joke with you at Ipswich. You change carriages there, and 
five or ten minutes are allowed for refreshment ; but they Jock the carriage 
doors of the second train, and they give you no opportunity of securing 
your seat and depositing thereon your hat-box, bird-cage, bass-viol, and 
three-cornered brown-paper parcel you usually travel witb, and you ran 
about foaming at the mouth and lolling your tongue, and anon are jostled, 
gasping into your seat thirstier than ever. 

After an interval (rather lengthy) you reach 
Night had fallen before this, and I gazed out of window 
Beccles might have been there, but I could not see it, 
hard, and we were & mighty long while upon the platform. 
Company are proud of being connected with Beccles, for I should not at 
all wonder if Beccles were a fine place, if visible. They gave us much 
invisible Beccles, however ; and then, when they, had rivetted a new 
boiler to the engine, or made some other trifling repair which 
necessary, We urged on our wild career, and presently I found myself in 
Yarmouth. * . . . ” i 


breath in an ‘unlikely cutting, and 


armen 


was , 
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BACHELORHOOD: 
The Four Seasons -—VurecaR—PEPPer—SaLt— AND MustTaRD. 


‘suddenly, in the middle of my dinner, 


This is Great Yarmouth (there’s a little one somewhere), and an om- 
nibus is waiting for me, the hat-box, the bird-cage, the bass-viol, and the 
three-cornered parcel. I throw myself into the ‘bus, and trust to Pro- 
vidence; and Providence lands me presently at Mr. SHALES’S most com- 
fortable hotel. A rare old place is this, with a curious hill-and-valley 
sort of entrance-hall, strongly suggestive of what they call ‘‘rakes" upon 
the stage, and with a room upstairs which is a perfect wonder among 
rooms—a thing worth travelling to Yarmouth to see. 

This is a long chamber, with elaborately carved oaken wainscoting, 
with a huge fireplace with sides of quaint Dutch tiles—impossible ships, 
unnatural fishes, and unreasonable horse-soldiers ; with a portrait of 
Lord Nenson (he used the room), and portraits of two celebrated nobodies 
on each side of him; with a maddening looking-glass, which caricatures 
you like a table-spoon ; and, above all, with a sort of secret, sneaky, 
take-your-life-from-behind gort of door in a corner, coming through which 
the waiter well-nigh makes me 
choke myself with a hot potato. 

I am told that this house belonged to BRabDsHAW, the broad-brimmed 
President, who, with others, signed CHARLES THE First’s death warrant, 
and that the warrant was signed 
| here. I don’t know whether or 
| not the waiter is right, but, 
| sitting here by myself, in a 
| quaint old arm-chair in the 
chimney corner, I could almost 
take my oath that CROMWELL is 
crouching yonder in the shadow, 
and that, from the further gloom 
beyond, Cuar.zs’s pale 
gazes out at me wistfully. if he 
keeps on at it, as I’m a living 
man, I'll bid him sit opposite to 
me, and take as much refresh- 
ment as that accident to his head 
will allow of. 

There is a splendid billiard- 
yoom downstairs, my authority 
(the waiter) tells me, and there 
is a theatre in the town, at 
which one of the most talented 
companies under the sun is just 
now performing ; but I tell him 
I do not play billiards, and I 
hate, loathe, detest, and utterly 
abominate theatres ; and I want 
to know if I can havea bloater 
for my break fast. 

He then says, ‘‘ Yes, Mir, if 
you choose, sir, certainly, sir; 
but—”’ 

There is a ‘‘ but.” 

‘But what ?” 

‘‘But they're not in’season, 


sir. 

The next train is to-morrow 
' morning, about seven. I'll either 
go by it or——stop a month ! 


———————— 
ROUND-ABODT. 

By the Square Man. © 
Tae usual Spring attributes of 


pleasant sunshine, budding trees, 
f t flowers, and genial 


sunsbine are not in our climate to be depended upon for a week or two, 
but May is heralded with a far greater regularity to the London season 
by the announcements in the advertising columns of the newspapers 0 
the opening of the various picture, exhibitions. The Society of French | 
Artista, at 168, New Bond Street, opened their doors to the public the 
other day, and though the space at their disposal is small, the Committee 
have managed to hang upon the walls something over one hundred works of 
art, many of which are of a high degree of excellence. The chief interest 
attaches to KuGENE DeLacroix’s huge painting of the ‘‘ Death of Sardan- 
apalos.” It is in some respects & disappointing picture, and the subject 
is too horrible to be popular ; still, it is & work which no lover of art 
should omit seeing. ; ; 

While on the subject of art, I must mention the charming picture Mr. 
Anwrracs has painted in commemoration of the Chicago fire. The pro- 
prietors and staff of the admirably conducted Graphic newspaper sub- 
scribed largely towards the fund for the relief of the sufferers by that ter- 
rible disaster ; but, thanks to national generosity, their contributions 1n 
money were unneeded, so, with the money at their disposal, they com- 
missioned Mr. Anmrracs to paint an allegorical memorial picture, to be 
presented to the new library of the Phoenix city ; and admirably has the 


artist executed the work. 
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RATTLETRAP RHYMES.—No.10. The Captain’s Peace of Mind. 


Youre Captain Grorce pz Witkrns Mar 
Was ever gayest of the gay, 
And foremost in each festive scene,’ 
A Captain he of Horse Marine. 
Young Captain Groror pg Wi.xins Mar 
Had never seen War’s fierce affray ; | 
Though fighting was the Captain’s trade, 
Love was the Gen’ral he obey’d. 

Young Captain Georce pz WiLkins May 
Loved well and often—’twas his way ; 
You ne’er would find, in life’s short span, 
Another such young lady’s man. 

3ut Captain Georkar pg WILKINS May 
Had lots of debts he could not pay, 

And many ladies fair said ‘* Nay”’ 

To Captain Grorcr pE Witkixs May. 
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Oh! tell me this, 


Aunt DokoAs look 


Spurn’d on all sides, pp Wink1ns May 
Grew sad and sadder ev’ry day ; 
Devoid of coin, and love, and hope, 
GrorGE May became a misanthrope, 


His eyes turn’d up, his hair hung down, 

His face grew white, his hands turn’d brown ; | 
Peevish, morose, and discontented, 

Of all past follies he repented. 


Groroe had an aunt, a wealthy dame, 
And Doroas was his auntie’s name ; 
And she, I'd have it understood, 

Was very, very, very good. 


She’d corkscrew curls, this auntie old, 
She'd coffers fill’d with glitt’ring gold ; 
Besides these things, she had, as well, 
A cat—a lovely tortoiseshell. 


Bow’'d low young Grorcr pe WILKINS May, 
And thus he said his little say :— 


THE UNDECIDED GENTLEMAN 
Is Left in Suspense. 


More of Trumpeter — More Unpleasantness—I ‘‘ Hedge” successfull 
More of the Fox—His Artfulness—The Dilemma!—The Dodge '— 
The Danger !—The Despair /—The cael t 

a g @ * * 
e ® # * 


Explanatory.—Please be good enough to understand that these stars 
‘ above are intended to represent a brief interval of Caos in the eareer of 
Yours Ever Truly. \ 
ee happened, after all, in a much easier way than I thought it 
would. 
The process was not nearly so doosid unpleasant as it might have been. 
. Loertainly am net a bit killed, to begin with, beyond a peculiarly curious 
sensation behi—— ahem ! something as if I had sat down on a pincushion, 
I really don’t even feel very much the worse for it. 
Yet there is no mistake whatever about it actually having taken place. 


But, perhaps, I ought to explain. 
I will. 


Well, then, it’s really just in this way :— 

A brief period ago, although I was sitting upon the brute Trum- 
peter, I was sitting upon thorns—metaphorical ones, you understand—I 
am now doing the same precisely—sitting upon thorns, that is-~only the 
ones I’m sitting‘on now afe not metaphorical ‘ones. ~~ 

I feel that they're not metaphorical ones—even through my ‘‘ cords.” 


e 
* 


* * 
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‘‘Oh, aunt, forgive me, I implore ; 
I'll never do so any more. 


‘¢But I, your own repentant lad, 
Have been so very, very bad ; 

I come to you for mental food, . 
Because you're very, very good. 


** Aunt Dorcas, tell me where to find 
That precious blessing, peace of mind ; 


Said Uaptain Georcs pz Winkins May. 


And frown’d a very thoughtful frown ; 
She cock’d her head like little birds, 
And with her finger mark’d her words. 


**'You shall not seek for peace in vain,” 
She said, ‘‘ on Sal’sb’ry’s barren plain ; 
Abandon worldly toil and strife, 

And lead a virtuous peasant life. 


‘* Rise with the lark on ev'ry morn, 
And in the early, chilly dawn 
Attend your sheep, or milk your goat— 
Here, Gzorain, is a five-pound note. 


‘‘ Take it, my nephew—know that this is 
To buy a sheep and earthly blisaes ; 
Encourage good, forget the bad, 

Be virtuous and happy, lad.” 


He bought a sheep, did Captain May, 
And went rejoicing on his way, 

To get a shepherd's dress complete, 
At Narnan’s, up in Tichborne Street. 


With knee-hreeches of velvet blue, 
With silken hose of roseate hue, 
And ribbons fluttering from his cap, 
He look’d a very likely chap.- 


dear auntie, pray,” 


‘d him up and down, 


Then with a pipe—I mean no joke, 

A pipe to play, and not to smoke— 
He piped away with might and main, 
To please his sheep on Sal’sb’ry Plain. 


A week, this way, he tried to find 
That precious blessing, peace of mind ; 
Alas ! ’twas all in vain he tried, 

To him the blessing was denied. 


He changed his dress, donn’d peasant’s trews, 
Smock-frock, and heavy hobnail’d shoes; 

He sold his sheep, and in the town 

The money drank within the ‘‘Crown.”’ 


He tastes in this, his later dress, 

The virt’ous peasant’s happiness, 

And boozes ev’ry other day, 

Does Captain Groras pr WILEnNs May. 


He works a little, growls a lot, 

And drinks what money he has got ; 
Quite satisfied this way to find 

That precious blessing, peace of mind. 


| In fact, to come to the point—which the thorns are doing now a doosid 
deal too much—I—well, then I did not get over the hedge, after all. 

On the other hand, though, I get into it. 

Reflection. —Yes, and now it's getting into me. 

On the other hand, though, again, Trumpeter did get over it, and is 
now standing quietly just below, and looking me full in the face, as mach 
as to say—‘* How d’ye feel now, old chap !” oon ass 

Reflection (on top of the hedge, and being pricked like anything).— 
My feelings are privet (private, don’t you see ?). Good, very. 

Mem.—To repeat this at dinner as impromptu joke. 

Reflection (still on the hedge).—Talking of dinner, though, how doosid 
hungry I’m getting ; this Nimrod-business gives one the very dickens of 
an appetite |! 

Reflection (continued).—I don’t know, though, that this hedge makes it 
more quick-set. 

See i—Appetite sharp, or quick—aset ;—hedge of quickset. 

N.B.—I twig. 

Reflection. —Yes ; but so does the beastly hedge—too much} 

Mem.—More impromptus for dinner. ; 

N.B.—If I ever get back in time for it. He, 

But seriously, and putting one’s natural feelings—for how doosid un- 
comfortably the hedge ts going on, I mean, in, to me !—under the cir- 
oe on one side, I really must take steps to get down from this 

ge. . 

Reflection. —Wish to Goodness some fellow would bring me a pair—of 
stepe, I mean—to do so with. If I atop up here much longer, I shall be 
marked for life. 
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If I could, now, bu 
a little nearer ! 
If the miserable quadruped 
a sensible idiot, instead of gazing at m 
What shall I do f.....- If I do slip gently 
sume manner—into the 
don’t even know how deep it is. 
Besides, what’s the use of my ge 
get up again—on Trumpeter ? 
Besides, I know but only too d 
et up when I am down ! 
If he would but only turn ro 
In the meantime, the hedge 
able from more reasons than one. 


It—the hedge—is more unsuPp 

They—the thorns—are getting m 

Reflection. —Talk of a pincushion, 1 
tome. * a '< , 


de 


hungry ; but what's 
the good of getting 
up an appetite, i 
one won't be in @ 
position to sit down 
to it—to one’s din- 
ner, I mean ? 
How shall I have 
the cheek, too, to 
face dear FLoRA, 
after sticking up to 
ah all the day, 
instead of sticking 
up to her? 
Reflection.—I can't 
very well put it to 
her that the hedge 
stuck to me—Or, 
rather, in to me— 
instead of I to the 
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Why, yes, 
I do really believe 
the Fox has turned 
round and is coming 
back this way again. 

There's no mi e 
about it — there’s 


Another moment, and he may 
Now or never ! s 
I have done it. 
I am once more & 
native heath, nor my name precisel 
sort of sensation as th 
to get into the stirrups 
his alarming snorts and head 
hind-legs, drops down again on his 
—and, fixing the bit well between 
Reflection.—“* Bless thee, 
N.B.—The friend above 


pommel. 
In the meantime, thou 
I gaze...---- ” 
I then become unpl 
about, instead of my taking in 
For the ‘‘ situation,” just now, 


t only persuade the wretched ani 


would but only turn his back this way like 
e as he’s doing now 1! 


down, I shall bu 
disgusting muddy wate 
tting down, when I 
oosid well, that Trumpeter won't le 


und this way 
(underneath) 


Nimrod ; and, 


ough they were. I have but j 
tight, when Trumpeter 
rpendicularly 
fore ones, you know 
teeth, darts off like an arrow. 
1" — SHaKSPEARE. 
eed I mention 


and hold on 
-shakings, stands up pe 


O trusty friend 
referred to is—D' 
gh, let me gaze around and take in 


easantly conscious that, if I do 
the situation, the situatio 
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portable than ever ! 

ore pointed than ever 1! 

indeed, why, it’s sim 
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mal to approach 


t slip—in the 
r underneath ; and then I 


shall only have to 


! 
is getting quite unsupport- 


ply —Pooh |! 


(Scene—Railway Station, 


y ‘‘ MaceREGOR, 


fore ones—his two 
his 


is in this way :— 
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n't mind 


n will 


t me 


know,— 
that it will carry 


should happen no 


the Wily One just 
crawled through the Jones (who has promised the wife of his 
next hedge. Wauat Time DOES THE NEXT TRAIN START 
And ‘Trumpeter Porter (playfully). You'RE 
w Mornine ! 


though my foot is not exactly on my 
” T feel just the same 


ust time, however, 
gives one of 


on his 


him #—the 


the situation. 


what I’m 
take me in. 


their mistake, 
THIRDL 
bother ! hound 
a fuller pelt. 
FourRTHLY.— 
at the bottom of the me 
And Trumpeter % 
Reflection. — 
mill-stream ? 
Oh, I recollec 
‘‘for the strea 
you right a 
t to pop over well. 
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y.—The foxy one 
s—have foun 
He—the Fox—ts now making straight for the mill 
adow | 

king straight fo 
What was that caution, new, 
Avaustus,”—Yours truly, you 


eter 18 MA 


t—‘* Don't be 
m is so deep 
way be 


iT. 


LL by. 


is 
LLL] 


too rash, 
near the mill, and 
fore you know where you are, 


r the Fox!!! 
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Time—11 p.m.) 


bosom that he will return home ear 
yor Lonpon ? 
rx oapiTaL Time, S 


Eiaut o’Crock To-MoRRO 
At the rate Trumpeter is going now, i 


IR—NO OCCASION TO Hourey, 


very most, I shall be popped 


Or in! 
* 


The two hounds, 


us 


p! 


u 
The Fox has got 
Oh, if he would 
tracks back once more ! 
He stops on the extre 
nance at the two houn 
the raging waters 
the other side. 
After this I 
pommel with the grasp 0 
The next mom 
sensation very 


Where shall 


* 


much | 


* 


with their ton 


to the edge of the preci 
but only think better—or 


ds, turns 
beneath ! 


don’t see any more, for 
{ desperation. 


ent I feel 
ike that produced by the swing of 


I come down? 
2 o 


me edge, turns round, 
and—drops down quietly into 


ly that evening). 


Sir— 


in another four 


over. 


round again, 


myself flying 


* 
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(See next week.) 


or the dogs —hounds, 
ones, and has now 


+ Nimrod parlance—** went 


in—have now sniffed out 


after the foxy 
out that 
and is going off now at 


Fiora said to me about this 


Trumpeter 18 


* 
gues more out than ever, 


pice—the 
rather worse of it —and make 


The next minute I see 
I shut my eyes and grasp the 


through the atmosphere with @ 


ing—where he 


one. 
the dogs—oh, 


-stream 


runs so strongly, 
if you 


This is cheerful 
rospect. 
In the meantime 


darting away like 
an arrow. 
* * * 

I summon up the 
courage of despair, 
and gaze around me. 

In front of us— 
Trumpeter and I— 
is the Fox, cutting 
away in a straight 

line for the mill- 


stream. 

In front of the 
Fox is the mill- 
stream. 

Behind a little, 
but fast catching us 
are a couple of 


up, : 
the hounds with 
their tongues out. 


Behind them 
can distingul 
ruddy 


the 
nose of the 
Master of the 8. ©. 
Hunt powdering 
along like the very 
doose an 

catch me up. 

It is evident that, 
if Trumpeter keeps 
up the pace, and 
keep up on him, 
that I shall be in at 
the death after 

Reflection.- W: 
though ? Perhaps 
my own, alter all! 

* . * 


In the meantime 
the distance between 
us is rapidly de- 
creasing. 

minutes, at the 


e 


have caught 


mill-stream ! 


looks with a calm counte- 
him sneaking Up 


infancy. 
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NEVER SATISFIED. 

THE publication of the American official correspondence 
with reference to the Alabama claims shows that our trans- 
atlantic cousins are still inclined to find cause of complaint 
against the mother country. Mr. Secretary Fisu strongly repre- 
sents the extortionate cabman who, after frightening a timid 
passenger into paying double fare, swore at her because he had 
no further ground for grumbling. The Bird 0’ Freedom must 
have his little shriek even if he cracks his throat in endeavour- 
ing to send the sound across the Atlantic. 


JUDYS JOTTINGS. 


te Tue recent jubilation at Maidstone over the released gas- 
stokers, which “took the form of a breakfast’—a triumph, 
doubtless, of gas-tronomic art—gave Messrs. Porter, Opoer, 
OsBornE, and Co., an opportunity of declaiming against the 
common law of conspiracy, class legislation, and so on, which 
they, of course, seized very eagerly. The gas-stokers themselves 
had very little to say (being possibly a trifle confused by the 
sudden change) either about class legislation or laws of any 
kind—which seems strange, too, when it is remembered what 
a great legal luminary Coxe has always been considered. 

—@~——— 
Ke Jupy learns, from a fashionable contemporary, that ‘“ The 
practice in America of wearing Cashmere shawls wrong side 
out, to show that they are genuine, again prevails.” Gracious 
gkko what next? By-and-by people will be going about 

eels upwards, to show that their boots are soled. 

a 5 
G2 De gustibus ‘non est disputandum—or, in plain English, 
There's no accounting for tastes. Probably that is why “ Bario- 
Ham Younc intends to leave Utah and establish a settlement in 
Arizona. At the age of 72, he says, he needs rest." Bearing in 
mind this last-mentioned necessity, he probably intends leaving 
some of his wives behind him—or his experience will have been 
very badly Utah-lized. 

——+p——— 
G2 Apropos of the Landlord-and-Tenant question, it is said 
that Lord Coventry has addressed a circular to his cottage 
tenants, expressing his disapproval of the Labourers’ Union, 
for “he believed its object was to create strife and discord.” 
His lordship might go a little further, and show how this sort of 
Union commonly leads to the Workhouse. 


—~———— 

Ge Accorpine to the judgment of a certain Dr. Trai, there 
appears to be a very bad time coming for those who are alive 
ten years hence. He has announced, through the medium of 
a Philadelphia newspaper, that the climax of a pestilential 
period is at hand. From 1880 till 1885, Jupiter, Saturn, Uranus, 
and Neptune, will be nearer the earth than they have been for 
eighteen hundred years. All manner of unpleasantness must be 
looked for, and foremost among the calamities will be plague, 
famine, and awfully hot and cold weather. But there's one 
thing which ought to comfort us: ten years hence the Tica- 
BORNE Case will probably be settled, and the other small matters 
referred to we can put up with. 


ee. oneen 

62" WE shall be a clever and well-educated people by-and-by 
if we don't get improved off the face of the earth. New regula- 
tions for the guidance of recruiting officers have lately been 
issued. One of the rules, which is to be stringently observed, 
i3, that no recruit is to be enlisted while in a state of intoxication, 
and swearing and bad manners are to be discouraged. Thus 
“ sweetness and light” are to be the order of the day; military 
courtesy and the QuEEn’s lod are in future to go together. 


—_—>—_ 
G2 Jupy learns from an American exchange column, that a 
an in Manheim, Pennsylvania, of an enthusiastic and 
idealistic turn, has, for the honour of the Fatherland, made a 
sausage weighing over two tons. The most fitting punishment 
he could be awarded is, that he should be made to eat it. 


——_~ | 

Ge “Irevanp for the Irish ’—by all means—at any rate, Ireland 
seems the place to find it in. The proprietor of the Ulster 
Examiner being in prison, his son has published a letter, in 
which he complains strongly of the treatment to which his father 
is being subjected in the County Antrim Gaol. He says that 
“he is allowed no privilege but his elothés, food, and books,” and 


29 


is refused everything that might comfort him in his prison cell. 
We are often taught to prize our piles, and the advice is 
seasonable, especially this changeable weather. 

——o—— 


ee Ir ‘Proverbs are the lan e of a country,” as a: clever 


. person once said, there is a familiar one which will be soon lost 


tous. Many of the Staffordshire coal-masters have been invited 
to send coals to the North Country towns, owing to the differenees 
in the price and scarcity of coals in Newcastle and its neighbour- 
hood. Thus, “sending coals to Newcastle” promises fair to 
become an actual fact. Henceforth satirists must seek another 
metaphor—and while they are about it, they may as well get 
hold of something which has.not been met-afore. 


——¢—— 
€= The shining lights of the Houses of Parliament are to be 
furbished up. “‘ The north and west sides of the upper of the 
clock tower of the House of Parliament will shortly be illumi- 
nated by an intense magneto-electric light and a powerful gas- 
light.” Not before it was needed either. Goodness knows, -the 
Houses of Parliament have been dull long enough. This is 
certainly a chalk for Mr. Aygron. 

—_—_— Oo 
G2 A provincraL reader of Jupy's draws her attention to a 
notification that ‘“‘in consequence of the police force of War- 
rington not being kept up to its proper state of efficiency in point 
of numbers, the Government have withdrawn their ‘grant of 
£800.” This is a way Ministers have of settling awkward ques- 
tions. Offer a man 60 little wages that he declines to accept 
them, and then punish his contumacy by taking away that little. 
That's logic—Liberal version. 


a Seen 

QO Eant Sranuopr, as President of the Society of Antiquaries, 
has applied to the Chancellor of the Exchequer for Government 
assistance in excavating various barrows in and about the plains 
of Troy. A daily contemporary, whose monster circulation is 
its frequent boast, enlarges on the subject, and makes reference 
in a single article to the following living and dead celebrities :— 
Mr. Lowe, Rehoboam, Solomon, Earl Stanhope, Achilles, Dr. 
Pococke, M. Chevalier, Bacchus, Vulcan, Thetis, Homer, Helen, 
Alexander, Paris, Priam, Wolf, Pope, Leda, Zeus, Falstaff, 
/Eneas, Brute, Jonah, King Alfred, Canute, Ulysses, the Sirens, 
Hercules, A.schylus,} Aphrodite, Erostratus, Hephestus, and 
Mr. Bennett, of New York. It is surely ungrateful to leave 
unmentioned the name of Lempriere. 


SPUTTERINGS FROM JUDY'S PEN. 


No objection can possibly be made to receiving an epileptic patient at a 
hospital, because he is in a fit state of health. 

To what place would you consign a bad Conservative {—A Reform-a- 
tory. 

THE Question of the Day—‘‘ What are you going to stand?” 

We hear there’s 'no foundation for the rumour that H.M. the King of 
Ashantee will be presented at the next levee by the Karl of Gr*nv* us, 
on his successful invasion of British West Africa. 

Way ought the clergy to be done away with as an unnecessary class of 
men !—Because they are the surplice population. 

Do ladies ever call their riding trousers suddle-bags ? 

It is stated upon good authority that ‘‘ Sir Roger's’ word is as good as 
his bond. 

Tary say that inebriation is very prevalent in literary circles. A 
member of the press had a glass too much the other night at the Lyceum. 
(N.B,—Jt was an opera-glass, which fell upon him from the upper boxes.) 

A yroune lady, the other day, instead of addressing Mr. Invine as 
Eugene, very properly said, ‘* You genius !”’ 

A Post under Government—A telegraph post. 

A Crean Sweep—aA well-washed one. 

A SomgRsETsHIRE farmer, whose hedges have been broken down, says, 
*¢ Vox hoontin’s bad fur varmin.” 

Stoper was asked to take the chair the other day. He.tried to, but 
the landlord stopped him with it under his arm, going out of the door. 


——e 


THE 12TH VOLUME OF “JUDY” NOW READY, 


Price Bight Shillings, handsomely bound in Red Cloth, with Gilt Edges. 
Cases for Binding Vol. XII., Two Shillings. 
Also can be had, Vols. I. to XI., Eight Shillings each." ~~ 


Ont Shilling; post free, 1s, 24d., | : 


JUDY'S: BOOK OF COMICALITIBS. 


1500 Humorous Picrvxes. 
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LOPER was all round the studios 
Always hit it off 
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5. This is Siorzn as he 


8. “* Ape thing! Lo Lovely! A mate of “reggie 
pound uare the ttee, and . 
your toctane's made. . Abestates levels covey 1” 
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when 
- in the act of making it all for little 
: Serasger, i. 

be on the line, m ny a byt: Havo 
framed and give it in 
right for you.” 


my oer and 


RES 


\ I'll make it 
\ 


8. Aspect of Storer after baying accidentally 


6. Terrific rush upon the catal by rising artists 
Storen had run up against rabid rising artists. 


made it right for. 


7. Desolation and despair of rising artists on 
finding they are rather less than nowhere, 


9. Let us, however, give every one his due. There was Det eet cikia ace gta for any of the rooms. Well, Storer had it altered for him, 
ht within reasonable 


Soma Ee 


10. Pade was Hiormn’s idea. ea says he. It is truc he lost the head and tail, but then. that was only an accident. 
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May 14, 1873.) 


THE LITTLE BIRvD’S NOTES. 
Great alarm prevails in the Liberal or Revolutionary camp. The 
subservient supporters of the Government are now aware that 
the day of reckoning is close at hand, and they are also aware 
that they have nothing with which to pay the reckoning. Their 
promissory notes will no longer be accepted by their deceived 
constituents. Ou Tuesday, Mr. Dixon, the Birmingham member, 
in touching tones, implored the Government to tell their sup- 
porters what to do at the approaching election. ‘The poor 
Liberals, he declared, had nothing to say to their constituents. 
Mr. Dixon, doubtless, is right; but he will find that the con- 
stituencies will have something to say to their members, and 
they will say it in the words of Othello (slightly altered to suit 
the occasion) :— 

False Liberals! we did trust you ; 
But never more we'll send you to St. Stephen’s. 


The results of the Bath and Gloucester elections have occa- 


sioned quite a panic among the Ministerial horde. Some of 


—— oe ee eee 


re 
5 


Oy 

AS QQ 
TIRES 
SLOITSNSS 


THE =e 


» Bi S\\e 
he ANS 


ALA 
iy 


«3 ; 
Mf i} A j yet = | 4 | 
Ms AY || 


ee ek 


ll 


wa 

ase —— 
5 ae i] I 

— aa 

; oat Ye) 


* 
Ni 


: “AS 
LYS 
“,° = 


aim —— 
‘<> ~~ 


THE FAT P 


—— ee 


Thing of Sentiment. 
Common Object (male sex).& GAR ’LONG WI’ YER! 


them had been trying to persuade themselves to doubt the reality 
of the Conservative reaction, but there is no possibility of de- 
ceiving themselves now. 

Ministers, themselves, seem to be still staggering under the 
blow inflicted by the defeat of their Dublin University Bill. 
Their proposal on the great question of Local Taxation is a 
complete failure. It affords no relief whatever to the heavily- 
burdened ratepayer. This is another proof of the 
incapacity of the Ministers. As long as their mea- 
sures aimed only at destruction, their success was 
striking, but when they endeavour to reconstruct, 
they fail, hopelessly and utterly. 

April 8, Noon. 


A NEW AUTHOR. 


Jupy is always delighted to give genius a chance. A gentleman 
has just called with a large parcel of copy. which he says he is 
disposed to part with at 1jd. per pound (avoirdupois). She, 
therefore. publishes a halfpennyworth, hoping the public will 
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enjoy it. 1t might be mentioned, that tue style is scarcely suited 
to the columns of a comic paper; however, that is the author's 
fault. The editors of the Hecord or the Ohristian World can 
have the remainder (about half a ton) at the price above quoted. 

—— 


THE DISGUISED DUKE; 
OR, THE SLUGGER OF THE SLUMS. 


Craptrer ].—TuHEe ABDUCTION AND MURDER. 


"Twas the early morning of a beautiful day in midsummer, and just as 
the goddess Aurora kissed the horizon and sank to rest in the western 
portion of the hemisphere, that a youth of commanding and dignified 
demeanour strolled, at the top of his speed, down the principal street of 
a thriving English seaport town, not three thousand miles from London. 

Suddenly, as he walked along, he was not heard to mutter anything. 
Not an audible sound escaped him, nor did the slightest change o’er- 
spread his noble countenance, so great was his control over his powerful 
inward nature, 

He had just reached the corner, and was on the point of turning round 
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it, to proceed homeward by a smaller street, crossing ‘the other at right 
angles diagonally, when, as if by magic, he did not meet any one, nor, 
indeed, see any one else. 

The coast was clear! 

‘“‘Ha! ha! ha!’’ would have been the excited ejaculation of almost 
any other young man of the same age, under such trying circumstances ; 
but our hero never flinched, nor uttered the slightest exclamation to 
denote that anything unusual had happened. 

But there was a fire in his eye—he had only one—and apallor on his 
cheeks—he had two of these—which plainly denoted that he was prepared 
to meet the situation firmly and heroically. 

A more beautiful landscape than that which stretched before him, as 
he turned down the narrow street—running at right angles with another 
of less importance—is seldom seen, seldom even imagined, and never 
described at all. 

Stretching far towards the south-west, like some boundless ocean, rose 
an abrupt range of hills, whose outline was barely seen against the dread- 
ful night sky—for it was now pitch dark. It needed not this, and other 
indications which we have mentioned, to tell this experienced seafarer— 
for such was our hero—that one might look out for weather such as is apt 
to be seen at that place, at such a season, under similar circumstances, 
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gracefully, although we had for- 
gotten to state what he was doing 
at the time we left him in the 
act of doing so. No matter ; it 
willdonow. Butwe wonder how 
is this? As we were saying before 
__we mean at the beginning of 
this chapter—it will not be irre- 
levant to tell the gentle reader 
here a secret. 

Our hero is a Duke ! although 
he’s not aware of it. He was 
exchanged in his infancy by his 
wicked nurse at the Euston Sta- 
tion, for reasons which will be 
left to the reader's own good 


But we anticipate. 
The stars might have twinkled | 
as brightly as ever ; the moon | 
might have been shedding her 
silvery light somewhere, with all | 
her wonted lustre; the sun might © 
have been shining in his usual 
open and frank manner (bless 
him !) beyond where he had Jately 
just gone to—all unconscious of 
the terrible calamity about to be 
unfolded ; but, alas—— : 


(To be continued in our next. ) 


N.B.—This is the next. 

CHAPTER [J]. —ANoTHER MuRDER A, ZO iG sense to unravel. 

anp ANOTHER ABDUCTION. Si ru | na Ae 3 < Yy But no more, as she has long 
Wuitx these strange and ag ST DIDUpey al? ED \7 since gone to her account. 

events were transpiring in that ; a po But to proceed with our story. 
lonely village, pine ad mortal ) Whe; | As he walked along listlessly, but 
eyes, @ trim-built wherry sud- with eyes wide open and on the 
denly shot out from the Custom- alert for anything which might 
house. Wharf, in Nassau, V.P., transpire in that lonely section of 
and urged on by @ stiff breeze the country, his foot suddenly 
from the Westward, went speed- struck against something on the 
ing on towards’ Hog Island. pavement. rad 


All unconsci mas of the fate that ‘Hallo !”” said he, in a sup- 
awaited them, tl mates of the pressed tone, but quite loud 


enough to be heard at a distance 
of three paces. ‘*So soon— 
hah !? And stooping down, he 
felt in the darkness, and dis- 
covered an iron ring fastened 


ini kelation’® a strange and sus- 
p cious light that was distinctly 
mp “just at thé water's edge, 


ble just 

Whe Sppocite side of the island. 
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<> p&he pulled like thunder ; 
ee ; ~ mever budged ! At this mement, 
first of all Jet us te Pay a é, as°if by magic, our hero looked 
‘were safings i re DARWINIAN LEN KS! _ {> around, and” just behind “im, at 
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; hw distance of not more than six- 


ene | 
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one’s ¢ pion, *‘I've -' , bali teen yards, a figure stood. 
+a ¢his harbeur for forty years, and I never in all my It was not a female in leng flowing white robes, with black: hair streams 
BP tloee | ing down, nor was her face oerspread with a deathly-pallor:’ sind 
th ‘other, ‘‘ what {—what |” he ejaculated, be- ‘¢ Merciful Goodness !” he exclaimed, \in bitter agony, ‘it is not ashe !” 
sth, —“ what!” ~ | , (To be continued in our next.) | 
es, his companion, excitedly, and growing more and | ote Hel oy em pa? & 
more excited as the terrible truth gradually flashed upon him. ‘' Yess | N.B,— More next. etait <> 
NA RS CyapteR [V.—CONOLDSION. 


yes-es-8-8 |" | : iS : ; 
AY? now confusion. © The other man sprang up like a lion, or, if: /ReraveER; you have followed the characters of this story through all. their 
the‘exact truth must be stated, was going to, but immediately sat down) / strange vicissitudes, and in fraying farewell, do you not feel a slight — 
again’ before he had risen, and as suddenly, though with slow delibera= ‘that is to eay— but of course you know wb ¢ we mean ae feo a) 
tion, remained in that position for as much as I don’t know how long. ©)" Ah, the buman heart is but human ! "Would that it. eould., be other- 
At this very moment the: lash of oars was heard. Sen, | , Be onc ees 
nen : ; 


a 


| wise 3 but-how fortunate that it is not lt .\! 


List . $e Sag de a ae There was a time when—yés, but methinks we hear & thousand voices 
** Hist f ; exclaim,— tC i ay cd ) ree 
“H—sh 1” : | * When?” 4 alte 
‘+ —ah pre a. 3 At this point we are compelled to stop. 
As if the very heavens had been rent asunder by one fearful smash-up, Tue Exp 
the sky suddenly —— | — , 
We forgot to mention that it was very dark. A man could not have We should have said, though, and meant to say, that the mercenary 


seen his hand behind him at a distance of two paces. ; villain dragged out a miserable existence, and had the melancholy dissatis- 
The darkness could have been felt. The struggle was a fearful one. | faction of seeing the good people of that section of the country point at 
Rach powerful man, half-crazed by the terrible disaster, fought with care- his grave in derision and say,— 


ful energy, a reckless perseverance, & calm, wat gentle madness, never But he heard not what they said. 
before witnessed on that coast. While the happy bride and bridegroom, nestling in the blossoms of 
But, alas ! what could be hoped for in so unequal an encounter ? eternal love, lived to a green old age, and have long since been tenderly 
We give it up. forgotten by their happy children, who fell heirs to their princely estates. 
But there is an “‘ eternal fitness of things,” which may always be seen <i ) Finis. 

at intervals, a providential ‘interposition of Providence. What might (N.B.—This is really the end this time.) 
have ~r the termination of this desperate conflict can barely be guessed aaa 
rey that with great certainty. But it was not allowed to terminate | ROSE ANN re REGINA. 

4 Hark ! Through the silent watches of the dim misty night, rendered Henry's Aspirations are again Nipped. 
hideous by the combination of noises prevalent at that hour, a horse’s | A BROTHER of the pen and a clever rbymster (need I further allude to 
hoofs—yes, @ horse’s hoofs—— | Aurrep Tennyson, Esq., Poet Laureate t) remarks,— 


(To be conte ‘In the spring a livelier iris changes on the burnished dove.” 


I apply this to myself ; not that I am a dove, burnished or otherwise, 
but 1] paraphrase it thus :-— 


nued in our next.) 


———” 


———— aa 


N.B.—This is—the next next. (‘Tn the spring, new-pattern’d trousers gleam upon H. FuLLaLove.” 
Cuaprer Il].—Tus TERRisLe Evrrcts oF THE Rrsvutt. I carry my neat adaptation still further, and disclaiming all likeness to 
Bort we must return to our hero, whom we left in such a critical situation | 3 lapwing, and indignantly repudiating the ‘« wantonness,” I transform— 
at the end of the first chapter. ‘In the spring the wanton Japwing gets himself another crest,” inte— 
We left him, as will be remembered, in close proximity to a corner ‘* Jn the spring Rose Axna’s Henry gets himself another vest.” 
public of his native village, jost in the act of teking a chew of tobacco, In point of fact, J, who write, have fitted myself out from top to toe with 
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a new suit— new hat, new boots, and new gloves. The gloves (price 1s. 114d.) 
I paid ready money for ; the rest I obtained on credit. I am not a con- 
ceited man. Ido not imagine myself the finest fellow in all creation, but 
if there is one thing more than another upon which I pride myself, it is 
*' taate:* 

I wish I could show you my— ahem !—the loveliest pair ever made. 

** A sweet thing in checks,” as the tailor described them. Waisteoat 
white, of course ; and as for lis coat, ‘‘why, the braid’s worth the mroney.”’ 
(Again quoting the aforementioned tailor,) while once more referring to 
TENNYSON, — 

‘* In the spring a crimson necktie glows upon young Herry’s breast.” 
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If I bad only a little money to carry it off, I could and would cut a dash. | 
The worst of this spring attire is, that I hesitate to put it on except in the — 


privacy of my dressing-room, with the door locked and the blind down ; for 


I cannot help suspecting that Ross Anna (and you know I would not |' 


offend her for the world) might make some remarks on the subject of ex- 
travagance ; still, there is some satisfaction in knowing you have a suit at 


home that would not disgrace any music-hall in the United Kingdom, 


even if you are debarred from wearing it in public. 

Rost Anna is going to spend the evening with a maiden aunt ; I am 
to be left behind, as usual. 

Rosze Anna is now out cheap- 
ening lace for an ornamental © 
headdress, in which to captivate 
the maiden aunt (whobas money), 
and I am at home contemplating 
a dreary waste of front garden 
(18 feet by 10), littered with | 
straw and decorated with an old 
boot flung over the railings by a 
disdainful tramp.’ The time is 
favourable for reflection, and an 
idea strikes me. 

This very evening, when Rosz 
Anna has taken her departure, 

I will don my splendid raiment — 
and take my walks abroad. 

Let me see. The one thing 
wanting to complete my impos- 
ing appearance is acane—acane, 
to switch about and twirl jauntily _ 
—wa cane witha knob, which may | 
be sucked with impunity—a cane 
which (and this is most impor- 
tant) shall not cost more than 
sixpence, 

‘* By my halidom! I wille’en . 
sally forth and purchase one.” 

* * 


(These stars represent an in- — 
terval elapsing.) 
= * * * 

I have purchased one ! ! 

I experienced considerable 
ering in procuring the exact 
article I required, at the price. _ 
But an advance of twopence 
made me the master of the object 
of my ambition. 

I am returning home witha | 
jaunty air, | 

I have twirled my purehase | 
with some considerable effect ; I | 
have (unintentionally) tipped off 
a gentleman’s hat, and have 
apologized ; I have (intentionally) knocked a. matchbox out*of the hand , 
of a (very) small boy’; and I bave made an Heroib, fh antic, but ansuccess- 
ful lunge at a scampering cat. 

After all, there is nothing like a cane to give one a distinguished air. 
‘* Arma Virumque cano,” as we used to say at achog!,—*‘ Arm a man witha 
cane.”’ 1] feel I am doing the thing in style. 

I draw near my ancestral halls—I mean Rose Anna's house—nearer— 
nearer. I can’t find it! Is it possib'e? Can such a transformation 
have actually taken place in the front garden during my absence ? 

The straw has gone ! the old boot bas gone! ! It is neatly dug up, and 
dotted all over the upturned mould are numberiess primroses, daffodils, 
polyanthuses, tulips, and others (see auctioneer's advertisements) too 
numerous to mention. 

I never could have believed this was the garden I left such a scene of 
wild deslation, did not Rosz Anna rush upon me impetuously down the 
steps, and drag me in, crying, — 

‘‘Henry, come and walk round the garden, and IJ] show you the 
flowers.” I walk round the eighteen feet by ten several times, and ad- 
mire the drooping sprouts with wild enthusiasm, and fall into ecstasies 
over a live snail, already attracted by the prosp: ct of gluttonous festivity. 


A eat GENUINE BONA ‘FIDE TRAVELLER AT LAST! 
Host, You ars’t A TRAVELLER. WHERE ARE YOU eRaveriree To? 


Thirsty Soul. To tue Wor.p’s Exp. 
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‘*Now, Hewrry,” says Roszk Anna, ‘‘ you'll never guess what I gave 
for these ‘beautiful plants.” 


I give it up without an effort. 

‘* Well, Henry, only eighteenpence——” 

** Only eighteehpence !”’ 

‘**That’s all! Kighteenpence—and a horrid ugly vulgar suit of clothes 
of yours, which I found in a drawer in your dressing-room ; I know you 
don’t,want them ; I’ve never even seen you wear them. The man said 


he'd take any old rags. Wasn't it _lneky I thought of sa in your 
drawer?” 


Thus ends my dream ! 

Gone— gone—my hopes of cutting a dash ! 

eee aweet thing in checks, and the neat thing in braids— 
and—apnd —— 

The worst of it is, the confounded things aren't even paid for ! 


=_—_————> 


THE ONLY JONES. 


How’r'p Ma’am,—I wish some of our English managers would take a 
lesson from Messrs. VaLNay and Pirron, and give us a frequent change of 
programme. Tartuffe was played 
during the first part of last week, 
with the ever admirable Madame 
ARNouLD Puxssy in the character 
of Elmire, and was succeeded, 
on Thursday, by Batazile de 
Dames; but of this, Hon’r'd 
Ma’am, having a conscience, 
though but an ’umble individual, 
I decline to ei been 
prevented from, Beeing 1 
_ The Alhambra continues faith- 
ful to the Black Crook, although 
Mile, CorxeLir p’ANKA has de- 
serted the title réle for tha t of 
the Princess . Desirée. , iss 
Amy SHERIDAN is an addition 
to the company, and looks charm- 
ing, in what there is of her 
dress. 


Really, ever respected Ma’ ‘am, 
the space. you allot me, is so 
small, I have not room to speak 
as I should, like of Orphée aux 
Enfers, at the Surrey Gardens, 
so I will defer my account. 

Before this note is published, 
several new plays will have 
appeared. . About Town, at the 
Court—of which I hear great 

. things ;. Time's Triumph, at the 
Charing Cross; and—yet another 
change—Frou- Frou, atthe Prin- 
cess’s, with the renowned Mlle. 
Aim&E Descuée in the ait 
character. 


ROUND-ABOUT. 

By the Square Man. d 
Ir is satisfactory to find that the 
growing taste, in this country, 
for American humour is inducing 
ss publishers to be more honest in 
, their dealings with transatlantic authors ;, that fair dealing igs. the 
| exception rather than the rule, is shown by the fact that the author of 
the clever and amusing little volume, ‘* The Mystery of Metropolisyiile,” 
assures his readers, in a preface, that his ‘‘tender regard’’ for Great 
Britain bas been increased by the payment to him, by Messrs. RouTLEDGE 
and Soxs, of a sum of money for his copyright., Unfortunately, the 
payment of the Alabama Claims hardly seems to have seal & similar 
effect upon Mr. Secretury Fisu and his colleagues. 


AIN’T THAT FAR ENOUGH ? 


WHICH WAY NEXT? 


Tue Khan of Khiva having surrendered at discretion, ‘Rursia: 


becomes porsesced of 80 mary square miles and so many thousand 
semi-barberians, What will she do with them? In annexing 
Khiva, bas the Emperor of all the Russias achieved his full 
ambition? Wl he now rest and be thankful, or raise the cry, 
* Forward!’ and seek to extend bis dominion still farther? 
Forewarned is furesrmed. Juby waits, Lut with little anxiety, 
for »n answer to the question of her Cartoon—‘ Which. Way 
Next?” 
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THE 
UNDECIDED GENTLEMAN, 
*"'No Name.” 


Personal — Meditation— Determi- 
nation —The Idea—The Fox— 
His Extraordinary Behaviour 
— More Extruordinary Guings- 
on 


Let me see, now—where was I 
then ? 

I pause for a reply. 

I pause still. 

(tmpromplu).—Den’t 
be such a doose of a fool. 

For, with reference to the above 
title of this chapter, I may, really 
and truly, be tuken up for taking 
down the celebrated WILKIE (sce 
* above). 

N.B. — When I mention Wrixre 
gus Great (under my breath), I of 
course refer to Cours of that ilk. 

Mem.—Wix1e is Scotch ; 80, 
peradventure, he knows the 
Roglish for ‘‘ ilk.” 

To ‘‘hark back "—to keep up 
the correct Nimrod parlance — 
however, to this confounded ex- 
planetory °, I beg to point, with 
par’ onable pride, to this ensuing 
eveatful chapter of my chequered 
history. 

At the same time I would like 
to draw the strongest possible at- 
tention to the question I ask at 
the top. 

The Gentle and Intelligent 


the Lendon Juurnal, or Mr. 
CuaRLes Reape, if they just . 
don’t. 

Reflection.—The doose of it is, 
though, that I'm blessed if I 
know what sort of one I can 
get into for this week. It seems 
to me that I've got into about 
every jolly mess, or predicament, 
that a fellow—even a fellow who's 
paid for doing it—can get into. 

What shall I do? 

Mem.—Refiect a little. 

N.B.—Yes, but then I’ve been 
doing that dodge for ever so long. 

However, let's——- Ex?...... No. 

Good ! 


And, by jingo, if I haven't 
thought of another predicament ! 

Mem.—Now to get on, and get 
into it. 

I will, Now for it..,...Now 
then ! 

4 e e * e 

The really blind confidence— 
for my eyes were shut tight—I 
reposed in Trumpeter and the 
pommel was not abused. 

He flew over the mill-stream 
like the proverbial bird. 

The sensation, during this flying 
process, as experienced internally, 
put me in mind of nothing s0 
much as that aroused by the swift 
swing of infancy or the Boat of 
Boulogne. My very heart seemed 
dragged with awful suddenness 
out of my body, leaving a vacuum 


Reader of this veracious History BIEHIND T HE SCENES. suggestive of the steward’s basin. 


will recollect that I was left in FirzSprnpe. is rather weak in the legs. The other fellows in the A series of tremendous bump- 
suspense, of a most dangerous POM il el, Riis play Gf a very cruel, unkind Joke upon him. ings—and a sudden—too sudden, 


ay 


and unpleasant nature, in the last 
chapter. 

I have, in point of fact, owing 
entirely to the ridiculous exi- 
gencies of an absurdly deapotic 


cessation of the swing and Bou- 
logne-boat sensation, tells me we 
have landed. “uC 
I am conscious of being shot 
forward out of the saddle. 


Editor and a doosid exacting devil u | An Sq oS Where ? 


—a printer's one, you know—been 
left on the top of Trumpeter, in 
the very act of popping across a 
swift, and deep, and broad mill- 
‘stream, ever since this day last 
“week. 

I don’t go so far as to assert 
that either the despotic Editor, or 
the exacting devil—the printer's 
one—actually went such a dis- 
tance out of their way as to think 
that I should take a whole week 
getting across a few yards of run- 


wy 
A 


I open my eyes once more. 

I then find myself some little 
distance up Trumpeter’s neck. 

I retreat backwards into my 
proper position with as much dig- 
nity as the process admits of. 

I then gaze around me. 

This is what I behold :— 

1. The Fox, trotting away de- 
jectedly, not more than a couple of 
dozen yards in front of me. 

2. The two dogs—hounds, I 


mean—trotting after him, and 
_ taking it as coolly and matter-of- 
 fact-ly as if they'd taken him 
| already. 

3. The ruddy Nose of the al 
lant Master of the 8.C. Hunt just 
emerging from the mill-stream. 
| 4 The horse of the gallant 
_ Master, on the other side of the 
| mill-stream, regarding him pen- 
sively, as much as to say, ‘‘ Well, 
you would have it, and now you ve 
got it.” 

Reflection.—Triumph over gal- 
_ Jant Master on this occasion. 
| In the meantime, Trumpeter, 
who really seems to get stronger 
and fresher the harder he goes, is 
_ tearing away like the very doose 
and all after the two hounds, who, 


ning water, on a strong thing in 
hunters, but I think it a duty 
I owe to the above-mentioned 
Gentle and Intelligent Reader to 
assure him or her that it’s all 
t’other boy’s fault; for, when I | 
have made up my mind to do a 
thing, I always do do it—when 
I can. 

In the meantime, however, 
please to understand that I’m still |: 
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in the state of suspense before 
referred to. 

Perhaps, as I have the chance 
now, I had better get out of it. 

Mem.—Do so. 

N.B.—On the other hand, 
though, if I do get out of it, I 
shall only have to get into another 
one of some other sort when I 
get to the end of this chapter. 
Readers, however Gentle and In- 
telligent they may be, like being 
left in suspense ; if you don't be- 
lieve me, ask the proprietors of 
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My; 
‘Vas 


ve 


with their tongues out now more 


ok UNACCOUNTABLE! than ever, show symptems of 
Visitor. Hoxvoa, Surpe! Goinc in ror DuMB-BELLS? 
Snipp. Yrs; suT I AM BOTHERED iF I CAN MAKE THEM OUT. I HAVE BEEN 
PRAUTIAING ALL THE MORNING, AND I CAN'T USE THEM HALF 80 WELL AS WHEN 


I Finst BEGAN. DON'T TELL ME THAT PRACTICE MAKEH ESRERCT, ACTER THAT. AFTER THAT, 


di 
The Fox, too, seems to be of 
opinion that he’s had just about 
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enough of it, for he tarns half round every now and then, and regards 
the two hounds wistfully, as much as to say, — 
‘* Hang me if I don’s give it up as a bad job.” 
* In the meantime, however, such a regular Wily One is he, that he 
don’t give it up, but puts his best -foot forward, and goes on more foxily 
than ever. 
In the meantime Trampeter and I are fast catching up the two hounds. 
If this state of affairs lasts much longer, we shall catch up with the 
Fox. _ 
a i 


J J A s a. 


The state of affairs Aas Jasted much longer. 

We—Trampeter and I—have aetually come up with the twe Aownds, 
who look quite dog-tired. 

N.B.—That is rew/ly a good one. 


Mem.— Impromptu joke for dinner. 
However 
e . * * * » fad e 
We have positively passed the two hounds, and are now actually catching 
up the Fox. - 
Reflection,— What the dickens ought a fellow to do when he gets into a 
predicament like this—eatching up Foxes on his own hook, I mean ! ; 
N.B.—I suppose it woulda’t do to let Trampeter jamp on hin, 
would it ' 


* * ® * 2 2 


(See next week.) 


JUDY'S JOTTINGS, 


Ge Genius—a trifle misplaced, perhaps, but still decidedly 
genius of a high order—has come into conflict with the Metro- 
politan Board of Works. A reward of £2 10s. has hitherto 
been paid to persons who give information as to mud being 
swept into the sewers. It appears that the sum was really the 
means of putting money into the hands of the offender, because 
the fine inflicted was of small amount. For instance, two men 
would arrange between themselves, one undertaking to be the 
offender, the other the informant. The case was duly heard, 
a fine of 10s. paid by the former, and a reward of £2 10s. paid 
to the in-former, leaving a profit of £2 to be shared between the 
two. Genius, wherever it may be found—even genius in the 
gutter—is always to be ad-mired ; although the Board of Works 
don't seem to think so, for they have reduced the reward to 10s., 
@ point where the speculation will cease to pay. 
—_o—— 


CP Donne the past week the House of Commons was occupied 
for ,geveral hours in discussing, for the fourth time, Mr. Jacon 
Baieurs, annual bill for giving the free franchise to single 
women: who. may happen to:be ratepayers. In recommending 
the measure to the favourable consideration of the House, the 
hen. mrember for Manchester said the introduction of the ballot 
‘“‘removed one objection to giving the franchise to women. 
because it has been proved that clections could be conducted 
with perfect peace and order, and that women would be no more 
inconvenienced at the ballot-box than at the theatre or concert- 
room.” ‘Tastes differ. Jupy is a great advocate for Woman's 
Rights, but she thinks the opera-box and the ballot-box don’t 
do together. le 

Gay In publishing the text of the-late Emperor Napotron’s will 
—which revealed to the world, what his friends already knew, 
that His Majesty had died a comparatively poor man, and left 
his son an inheritance which. many a London merchant would 
despise—the Morning Post mentions that, on the Empress’s 
marriage, the inhabitants of Paris subscribed for her a large sum 
as a dot, or marriage gift.. The gracious lady, however—as 


graceful as she is gracious—directed that it should be devoted to. 


the establishment of an Orphan Asylam, “ where, at this 
moment, 400 orphan girls' are being brought up.” Now, what- 
ever property she may possess, the Empress cannot be poor— 


the wealth of love which this one action has bestowed upon - 


her, constitutes a dowry fit even for an Empriss. 


pao ee \ 

2° Tuenz is a Congregational Church at Norwich, Vermont, 
which has hitherto employed, at a small salary, an industrious 
and excellent minister. He has now resigned, and the cause 
thereof was a dispute whether he committed a “ sin” or only an 
‘* indiscretion ” in playing blind-man’s-buff. Ah! they evidently 
haven't any Ritualistic arrangements, or pleasant little disputes 
between High, Low, Broad and Narrow Church down Norwich 
way. They are not so fortunate as we are. It is even possible 
that the congregation may be resigned as well as the parson. 
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A RAMBLE THROUGH THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 


A cursory survey of the works on the walls of the Royal-Academy leads |‘ 


one to the oonclusion that MILuats, as usual, stands first 
though Mr. E H. Bearns is No. 1 (in the catalogue). In the portraits 
of Mrs. Bischoyrsuetm and of Mra. Havon, Mrutars shows younger 
artists how to make pictures of portraits—an art which but few painters 


possess, 7 
The Fountain, by @. Lestrz, is hardly as successful ® Picture as it 
might have been. From what source does the fountain flow—is it 
spring subject? It is a question whether Mr. Lesiim, however ready 
with his brush, is quite equal to the treatment of a composition like‘the 
present. Granting a similarity between fountains and wells, perhaps it 
would be better for him to leave well alone, : ae 
Foundered, by W.'L, Wruue, is a fine bit of effect, grand in feeling, 
and dexterous in handling. Let us hope it will go down. ee 
The Bathers (A. Hacus) is a simple piece of nature, French in mann 
and presenting a favourable contrast to many English pictares, -which 
depend upon showy costume for their effect. Costume in this pic 
owing to the extreme nature of the subject, is conspicnous by its etre 
CaLpERoN is well represented on the walls this year, It is always 
pleasant to turn to his pictures. There is a completeness about his work 
which forms a pleasing contrast to those slapdash productions mere re- 
markable for their slap than their dasb. 7 " 
Fishing by Proxy is a good Hoox. St . 
The Last Evening, and The Captain's Daughter (J. Tissor), show much 
clever work—indeed, ‘tis s0. | act nk cutee ft hts 
_ The Ornitholoyist (H. 8. Maras) is a good example of Manms.::’ So 
Jupy instances it ag an example for good marks: ep a Se 
The Flag of Truce (Pettis) is alone worth a journey to Barlington 
House. The expression on the faces is wonderfully rendered. a 
Do not miss D. T. Warre’s Beau Fielding, a clever little picture. On 
can hardly say of this artist that he drew a beau at a venture. 
F. Hout, this year, has undertaken to leave the undertaking busin 
let. us hope he is not above taking the hint. Leaving Home is a 
picture, though bearing a alight resemblance in composition to the wor 
of another artist. . o . 
After the Toil of the Day (H. Hunxomen) is a fine work by a goo 
man ; but it is a pity the distant figures come ao much to the front; they 
would do well to cultivate a more retiring disposition. t 


and foremost, 


J. Isnazis’ Poor of the Village is broad, strong, and, above all, manly + 


in style, with a grandeur of feeling that is unfortunately unusual. 
Macsrru, Hemy, and Satu are villanously hung, which is hardly far 
to artists of such high repute ; while Hovcuron, Tourrigr, KILBuaNeE, 
and Barngs are rejected, a fact which has puzzled not a few of those who 
know what work they can, and on this occasion did, uce ; bat such 
are the risks of the mercies of the hanging committee, to which even the 
best of outsiders must submit, co a 
Surely it would be worth the consideration of the distinguished -body of 
Royal Academicians—whe never; of course, can or wilh paint bad pictures 
themselves— whether a gentlemanly concession might. not be made to 
those men who have attained a sound position in art, by which they might 
be entitled to one small space each on the walls every year. The measure 
would be popular, not only with the artists themselves, but with the 
public, who could even afford to lose a few of the works of R.A.’s and 
A.R.A.’s, for the sake of giving a fair chance to rising men. 


SPUTTERINGS FROM JUDY'S PRN. 

Wuart is the difference between a tenant and the son of a widow !— 
The one has to pay rents, the other has not two parents, - 

A Heavy Trial—The Claimant's. 

A Curiup's Prayer—Sweets. 

Tas Whale of Tears—Is there more blubber about him than the rest? 

Ong of the actors in Mr. Leorpotp Lewis's new piece has been suffering ~ 
from a severe sore-throat, The doctor prescribed him some Wandering , | 
Jew-jubes. : mz 

Way does the present style of ladies’. dresses remind: one of the | 


f 


autumo ?— Because of the loose sleeves (loose leaves), ! 
Ax Irish doctor wants to know where he can procure a second-hand 2 
watch new / ° “ 


Way are the Camden Town "busses like Her Majesty's Ministers ia 
Because they frequently go to Victoria. : : 
Query.—Is there more spring about a leap-year than any other year t 

A Grate Nuisance—A smoky ehimney. . ‘ ag 2 
Wuen is'a man likely to be done brown !—When his friends toast him. . 
I’u awfully screwed, as the hair said to the curl- paper. 

a a 9 ee eg ee 


A Book for the Road, the River, and the Rail. 
Tur Best TRAVELLER'S COMPANION 1@ 


i 


JUDY'S BOOK OF COMIGALITIES,' 


500 HUMOROUS PIGTURES.  : 


Price One Shilling. : 
Pustisum>D at 73, Firat Sraget, and Sop Eve RYWHERE.) 


‘ 


| 
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STILL AMONG THE PICTURES. 
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THe Man aND THE WORK, | 


Unlike TitTLeBat, MAMMUTHSUN goes in for 
the infinitesimal. His Babyhood of a Gaat, in ] 


THe MAN AND THE WORK. 
- Trrriesat, R.A., revels in the gigantic. 


He has got up in the world b f * 

ppg sh, intent pedied ceneuinin The Moon, by Greencuerse, this year’s Exhibition (you will find it some- 

to leave the best of his work to the reader's **Hallo! I say, there ain't nothink to pa it by; and j where iv a corner ne:r the ceiling), is a marvel 
imagination. (See opposite.) blessed if I can tell which is the right end up.” . of misdirected application. (See opposite.) | 
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Cain and Abel.—There is every reason to believe that the remainder of the figures of C. and A. would have been delineated with e jual power, had the artist only 


left himself room enough. 
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Very DReapFuL! 

No. 99,999. Zhe Hon. Mrs. Straightlace at Home, 
Good gracious, how very dreadful! Stop a mo- 
ment, though, there must bo some mistake, To be 
sure, 99,998 is Mrs. S.—that’s A Man in the Middle 
Ages Smoking a Pipe. 


Live Birds, by Winoer. 


Where's the salt-box? There won't be one of them left 
when the show closes, 


<~>«s* 


EN 


Ua K 
: i fal’) 
| Ti. 


Dear Old AuLy has visited the Aca- 
demy at some one else's expense. He 


- resorte1 to subterfuge with regard to This is poor Potrep—trying to get an excite- 
This is the Sensation Picture, and the Art Patrons his umbrella, which, however, was saad shane his Hittlde Py +A aoe bh rhage 
thoroughly enjoying it. unhappily detected from behind. in frontof| itocltwont dd, tbough*/ | | 
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ROSE ANNA: REGINA. 
, Henry gets into Trouble about his Julia. 
I pon’ think it is quite dignified. Hs 

Of course I know it is forgetfulness on Rosg Anwa’s part. She gene- 
rally keeps me rather short, it is true, but there is a fixed day for me to 
have “my pocket-money, so to speak, and if she has not paid me this 
time it is because she has forgotten it, 4 

I wish Rose Anna would not make me feel my position quite so much, 
though. and oblige me to ask her so often. I remember, in our early 
married life, when I earned my money at Courter & Puurmser’s bank, 
I brought home my quarter's salary (all but a pound or tw»), and laid it 
in a lamb-like and submissive manner at Ross Anna’s feet. 

This is not at all Rosk Annas style, however. When she receives her 
money she leaves me at home to languish, and conducts the business with 
tremendous solemnity, assisted by Pepps, her legal adviser. 

I don't like that Pepps; he has a sort of way of looking at me, when 
we meet in the passage, as though I were something between a hat-p2g and 
an umbrella-stand, in the way of importance, and I half expect he'll 
hang ‘his hat on me some day, and give me his umbrella to hold. 


Wg aah 
Why aN I) 


} 
a 


a sort of casual way, when passing by, that I would dropin, and do so in 
five minutes or so. ; 

Now, if the young lady at the cigar-shop were to send round—good 
gracious, it makes me feel dreadfully hot to think of it! PerhapsI had 
better go and tell her I will bring it directly—except that that sort of 
thing will begin to make me look rather foolish, if I keep on at it so. 

I wonder how long Rosg Anna will be before she returns? It isa 
beautiful spring morning, and, of all things in the world, I should like a 
nice stroll ; but I don’t see how I can do it. If I go to the left, I must 
pass the public-house, and ten to one the potman’s successor will be taking 
the air at the door; and if I go to the right, I run the risk of the 
young lady at the cigar-shop pouncing out on me. 

It is really very inconsiderate of Rosz Anna. There is nothing left 
for me but to go for a stroll in our back garden. 
2 * * 2 * & 

I have been round the gravel-path twice, and am now standing flat 
up against the back of the house, as close as I can get, to avoid further 
observation on the part of the neighbours. 

The neighbours have observed me a goed bit while I was doing the 
two rood, for our garden is mnch overlooked, and they have laughed at 
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Just, too, when Stopaer had been telling Poparr that, as the beastly thing was locked, the only Way was reund by the Road, a good 
vweegss, T'wo Miles, if it is an Inch. 


My pay-days are weekly; in point of fact, Monday is my pay-day, 
and this is Monday, and Rosz Anna has gone out on business just the 
ac ea I had my back turned, and here I am—gasping, penniless, 
orlorn., 

I really don’t think it is dignified. 

As arule, it is not an absolute necessity that I should get my stipend 
the very moment it is due, but to-day I have several little matters that 
are rather pressing ; I have, in fact, fallen a little into arrears. 

I owe a barman sixpence. I owe the cook a shilling. I told a man 
to bring me a new razor-strop, and I expect it directly. I also expect the 
newsman with his account for Bell's Life and Land and Water. I 
promised a subscription in aid of the widow of the last potman at the 
Whatshisname’s Head, where we get our beer—at least where I do— 
Roszk Anna has not gone lower than bottled since she came into her 
property, 


Lastiy, though not leastly, I accidentally—in a moment of pressure, the — 


day before yesterday—borrowed half-a-sovereign of the young lady at the 
cigar-shop, and promised to give it back to her in half an hour. 

I regret to say, however, Ross ANNA was not in the best of tempers 
that morning, and I could not keep my promise, Yesterday, also, unfore- 
seen events oeenrred to prevent my settling nn, althongh T mentioned. in 


me a little. Several windows full of neighbours are at this moment 
straining their necks to catch a sight of me in my place of refuge, 
but I am resolutely flattening myself up against the wall, flatter than 
ever. 

Hallo —— 

A window, full of vulgar children, next door, are playing with a squirt. 

‘* How dare you, sir?—If you do that again——-Whew !” 

It’s all down my neck. 

Decidedly I cannot stop here any longer—it isn’t dignified! But what 
am I todo? If I goin, and the man with the strop calls, it will be so 
awkward. ; ’ 

Rat-tat-tat ! That's probably Rosz Anna. 

€ # e oa * * a 

It is Rose Anna ; and isn’t she just ina passion! She wantsme. I 
hear her demanding me of Cook in tones of thunder. 

Cook (a bold, impudent woman) replies that she doesn't know where I 
am, but is sure she hasn’t got me in her pocket. 

Rose Anna very properly gives it Cook for this remark, and vociferates 
—‘* Henry—Mr. Fouuarove !” 

Shall I come forth, or still go on flattening? They're at me again with 
the squirt, ' 


7 
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Rosz Anna still vociferates, Wy yf 1) | iyi 
and JANE, the housemaid, looking Wy | V1 | 
out of the back-parlour window, > \ | 

exclaims, gleefully, ‘¢ Here's A | 
master, ma'am, hiding’ behind | 


the water-pipe!!"” | 


| 

Rose Anna comes to the win- 

| dow also, and I leave off flatten- 

ing, and pretend I have never 
done it. 

Rose Anna says, ‘*Come in, 
and do not make yourself 
absurd !” 

* * * * * 

I have come in with as little 

absurdity as possible, and have 
| followed Rosz ANNA into the 

front parlour or dining-room, of 
which she bas closed and locked 
the door. She looks terrible, 
and I quail. 

‘“Mr. Funnatove,” she says, 
producing a letter, ‘what is 
the meaning of this?” 

I open the epistle in question 
and feel poorly. It runs thus :— 


‘Dear Mr. F., i shall be 
oblige for the haf-sovering you 
promised, bein only in a small 
way or would not ask, and presst 
to settle an account. Hoping 
you are quite well, 

‘¢ Yours truly, 
‘¢Juuia JENKINS.” 


It is the cigar-shop girl, though 
I did not know before ‘she was 
called Junta. Rose ANNA wants 
to know’ why I have promised 
her half-a-sovereign; and takes a 
wrong view of the entire transac- 
tion. She also objects to the 
‘ Dear Mr. F.” and the ‘‘ Yours 
truly,”, which I endeavour to ex- a 


plain are the results of an im rfect education. 
5 ae ls ¥ *- * 
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WITH ME? 


Be. BET + 
Wis no good.” Rosz Anna will not listen to reason. | 
-q fearful row, and she is going to the cigar-shop herself to pay the 
money, and to inform the young lady that she is never to ‘Jend- me 
anything again, and never to call me her dear, or herself mine truly. 
Can I stand this much longer ? 
Is it dignified ? (To be continued.) 


BEAUTY WITHOUT EYEBROWS. 
, To Judy. 

Dear orp Tutnc,—What do you thi k of this? Iam positively 
so excited that I won't write one word till you have read it. You 
must know that if the papers are to be believed, the United States 
and Russian Ministers, and their wives (mark that!), have been 
received by the Mikado—that means the Emperor, papa says— 
of Japan. You know where that is—somewhere between India 
and Australia, I think. The wife of the American Minister tells 
the story—indeed, who but a lady could write so beautifully of 
the lovely costumes which were worn? She says :— 


«© We were received by high Japanese officials, after which we were 
conducted through corridors innumerable, heavily carpeted so as to ex- 
clude sound, by a body-guard, to a room at the extremity of the palace, 
where we were welcomed by SoYESHIMA, Minister of Foreign Affairs, the 
Minister of the Household, and the Grand Chamberlain. Shortly, two 
ladies of honour, dressed beautifully, entered, and, after being presented, 
informed us that the Mikado and Empress were in readiness to receive 
us. The ladies of honour preceded us to the throne-room, we being 
escorted by the Court Interpreter, followed by the officers of the Royal 
household. We found the Emperor and Empress standing to receive us, 
which honour we were hardly prepared for, and which might have over- 
whelmed us if we had not remembered that we were Americans, repre- 
sentatives of a nation second to none.” 


There is a little bounce just there, but never mind it, you old 
dear—just wait till you get to the dresses. 


hax After being, through the Interpreter, presented, the Royal couple 
shook hands with us most graciously, when they seated themselves, and 


‘ae Af) \ + 
=) A QUESTION OF: 
Lady Visitor, — WELL, ALFRED, 


oo Alfred.—H'u—Yxs | Iv Mamata win INTRODUCE US. 


Ste 
We have had | 


| Her Majesty's peace cannot be preserved between Her Majesty’s 


signified to us that we should follow suit, side screens having been pushed 
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lightly on one side, and arm” 
chairs of crimson and blue bro- 
catelle wheeled into the apart 
ment and placed at our disposal, 
The Emperor was attired in a 
rich purple silk, with overdress of 
white, and large flowing sleeves.” 


Isn't that lovely? But 
wait a bit. 


‘His ‘consort’ was attired in 
a dress of heavy brown silk, with 
over-dress of crimson wrought 
with gold. On a line with our 
party were seven maids of honour, 
all attired in crimson silk, though 
not as elegant or elaborate as that 
of the Empress. The Jatter had 
her hair dressed very tastily, 
puffed at the side, drawn back 
from the forehead, and low, 
while stiff at the ends and fast- 
ened with ribands. The sleeves 
\\ inl ay | | of the overdress were wide and 
) SSE / | full, and reached nearly to the 
ES floor. Her face was white with 
powder, her lips vermilion with 
paint, eyebrows not to be seen, 
having been pulled out, while 
the teeth were blackened to the 
utmost.” 


f Now the dress was all very 
Rs well, but the eyebrows being 
\ pulled out—oh! And the 
WY | teeth blackened—oh:! And 
WA AAAS | the face powdered oh!!! 
| 3 And painted lips —oh!!!! 
ETIQUETTE. 
wort you SHake HAaxps 
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Perhaps some of the satirical 
men who read your paper— 
and they do, lots of them, I 
know—Wwill talk about English 
girls of the period after that! 


—_——- 


Perhaps, 

English girls to the Japanese sty ; 

have been abused a good deal for our high heels, and our panwrs; 

and our chignons—perhaps now the sm . 

alone, and take the Japanese in hand, for a change. 

Yours, you old Dear, with great dignity, 
FLORABELLA BROWNJONES. 
— an 


JUDY’S JOTTINGS. 


«ae Tue Lord Mayor of London, who seems bent on doing 
what is called the ‘“ swell thing ” during his year of office, has 
been féting the members of the Metropolitan Board of Works 
and the Londen School Board. Bearing 10 mind that, from the 
peculiar constitution of these bodies, they can neither of them 
return the compliment, the kindness of Sir SYDNEY WATERLOW 
becomes additionally marked ; and every one will appreciate the 
appropriate delicacy of the action by which the hoardings of the 
City are brought out in honour of two important Boards. There 
is a deal of good feeling about it, looked at from a proper point 
of view. aoe 

tae MinisTERS are unfortunate. The “ message of peace” to 
Ireland seems to take a long while to deliver, or else the post- 
man has gone wholly astray. A practical comment was furnished 
the other night upon the success of Mr. GLADSTONE S Irish | 
Policy. Low down in the notices of motion was this:— 

‘© MARQUIS OF Hartrxetox.—Bill to continue the Peace Preservation 
(Ireland) Act, 1870, and the Protection of Property in Certain Parts of 
Ireland Act, 1871.” | 
As the Standard says:—“ Exceptional means are still necessary 
to repress the Rib onism of Meath and Westmeath, although 
the bountiful Land Act has been in operation three years, and 


Irish subjects without a ren ewal of the Coercion Act, which 
bears date one year later than the first ‘ message of peace. 

The peace Ministers offer is a peace the Trish won't have, an 
the only peace which they seem likely to find in Ireland is 


a piéce—de résistance. 
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RATTLETRAP RHYMES.—No. 11. The House-Painter and his Daughter. 
But Stepney, ferocious, cried, ‘‘ What 

at ? : 
If you want to wed Janet, do better than that.” 


fn 
j 


In Cherry Tree Court was old SrerneEn’s abode 


are you 
(The third court on the left out of Pomegranate 
ad . 


Roiad 4} Thad 


A house-painter he, as you p’raps have heard tell, 
A whitewasher, plumber, and glazier as well. 


A daughter he had, and a ‘prentice beside © 
(The latter his hope, and the former his pride); 
These two fell in love as a matter of course— 
Miss Janet, the girl, and the lad, ABEL Mors. 


ABEL thought matters over, and thus he began : 
‘‘I’m wanting to marry your daughter, o)d man.” 
And the old man replied, with an ireful shout, 

‘*You booby, dolt, blockhead, and idiot—getout !” 


But ABEL was never discouraged at this, 

And still paid his suit to the house-painter’s Miss ; 

Till papa soften’d down, and this one promise 
made, 

‘*You shall marry her when you can rise in your 
trade.” | 


“ae 


Next portraits he tried, and he work’'d with a 
will, 

He put faces on canvas with marvellous skill— 

Painted eyes, ears, and mouths, cheeks, lips, 
chins, and locks, 

With the brilliantest colours he had in his box. 


Exuitant and proud, to old SrgpHeEn he went, 
Not doubting this time that he musé be content ; 
Said papa, as he grinn‘d like a lunatic cat, 

‘*Tf you want to wed JANET, do better than that.”’ 


Unabash’d and uncrush’d, the determined young 
MorsE 
Went his way, and remark’d, ‘‘ There is only 


And haunted live Dukes and Lord Mayors, till 
his fame 

Grew so great that they tack’d an R.A. to his 
name. 

Then straight to old Srepnen he rush‘d in his joy, 

As pleased as an innocent child with its toy ; 

But the veteran, poorly controlling bis race, 

Made use of expressions unworthy of age. 


He shriek’d, ‘‘ Oh, you ruffian ! false, reckless, 
disgraced, 

How completely my hopes have in you becn mis- 
placed ; 

My daughter shall marry a man of some nous, 

Not a dauber fit only for Burlington House. 


“* You've debased your profession, you've ruinel 
your lot ; 

What, marry my daughter ! indeed you shall not; 

Tis in vain o’er my feelings I try for restraint, 
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When I think how you've wasted your time and - 


your paint.” 


So ABEL rose early each morn with the lark, plea eteta asi 


And slaved like a nigger each day till twas dark, 

And accomplish’d a task such as never was seen, 

For he painted a house-front a gorgeous pea- 
green. 


In sure expectation approval to find, 

He went to old Srepaen, who thus spoke his 
mind, — 

‘© You shan’t have my daughter, young ABEL— 
that’s flat, 

Unless you can do a deal better than that.’’ 


The lad turn'd about, and house-painting forsook, 
Read all about landscapes in Thingummie’s book, 
Then painted some mountains with wonderful 


ease, 
A lake and two castles, six men, and twelve 
trees. 


This great work he sold for bright shillings 
twice ten, 
Then hurried away to old STepPHen again ; 


RATES AND TAXES. 

Bryonp occasional spasmodic protests on the part of indignant ratepayers, 
it would appear that the free and independent Briton can do nothing but 
pay the sums imposed upon him by dunderheaded local boards, who 
neglect all their duties save that of bleeding the unfortunate houseliolder. 
There {s no redress ; parochial authorities are absolute, and exercise the 
power recklessly placed in their hands in a manner which calls loudly for 
Government interference. Jupy, in her cartoon this week, has represented 
the position in which Jonn Buut is placed between Bumbledom and the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, in the hope of calling attention to the 
systematic fleecing carried on under the names of rates and taxes. 


THE ONLY JONES. 


Hion’r’p Ma’au,—On Monday, the management of the Court Theatre 
supplemented the admirable satire of the Happy Land, which is even a 
greater success now than when first produced, by presenting to the public 
na new and original comedy by Bertre Vysx, entitled About Town. 
The piece was received with much enthusiasm, and now, in these days, 
when so few pieces announced as new and original have any legitimate 
claim to either title, no wonder the public applauded a pleasant comedy 
happily written, even thongh Mr. Ggorce Ricnotp endeavoured to endow 
the principal character with the leading characteristics of the heavy 
melodramatic villain. More than a word of praise is due to Miss 


em nell an 


At my faces and trees let him scoff as he may, 
I will force his respect—TI'll become an R.A.” 


Despairing and sad at this language unkind, 

Young ABEL, dejected, went loose in his mind ; 

He wander'd about, grew distraught and dis- 
traughter, 

And raved of his love for the house-painter's 
daughter ;— 

Till one day, in his sorrow and soul-burning 


grief, 
A victim he fell to a foolish belief ; 
In mistake for a picture—oh, pity his case !— 
He hung himself up—by the neck—in its place. 
Then old SrepHen remark’d—and his manner 
was cool— 
‘‘ Poor ABEL! he always was worse than a fool.” 
While Janet one day, t'wards the end of the 
summer, 
Took and married a highly respectable plumber. 


A 


So he wore his best clothes, and he dined with 
t men 

And be lounged here and there with the Upperest 
Ten, 


| Lirrox, who was charming in the small part she played ; while the 
scenery, and the manner in which the piece is mounted throughout, add 
not a little to the good points of the new play. 

That enlightened section of the play-going B. P. which takes kindly 
to a diet of squibs and crackers in the way of ‘‘ smart” dialogue, 
and don’t much mind if the dramatic rocket may come down anon in 
the sbape of a stick, will be mightily amused and find much fun in 
Mr. H. J. Byron's ‘‘last” in this line—Time’s Triumph, suecessfully 
produced by Mr. R. Youras, at the Charing Cross Theatre, last week. 
Though the plot is unintelligible, and your faithful O. J., though he 

tried his hardest, could not quite make out what everything was 
about, he is bound to say that the acting in general was very good, 
especially that of Mr. Youncg as the worthy Grimble, R.N. 
And now, Hon’r’d Ma’am, a few words of another representation I 
| attended last week. I think it was a melodramatic burlesque, for the 
costumes belonged to every age and every time, and I recognized acquaint- 
ances from WILLIAM THE ConQUEKOR down to the Claimant. The parts 
were all admirably sustained, and though there may have been a slight 
absence of verve and chic (I can do all my notices with French words 
if you'll raise my salary) about some of the leading characters, the mag- 


nificence of costume more than atoned for any deficiences in this respect. | 


The groupings were most artistic ; indeed, few theatres in London can ap- 


proach them in artistic effect. Go and see, Hon’r'd Ma’am, and judge | 


' for yourself. It is in Baker Street, and is called Madame Tussavp’s. 
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UNDECIDED GENTLEMAN 
As a Moralist. 


More of the Fox — More of 
Trumpeter—The Pace {—The Ne A {| I | 
Peril !—Surprise!—Astonish- | \\ | i yet LULL | ait 


ment ! ih 


Tue state of affairs is getting 
even still more extraordinary ! 
qi } 
it Viwn d 
vt 
eal 


my whip. 

The Wily One, however, is not 
such a fool as he looks. 

The artful animal actually looks 
up at me with @ grin, wags is 
ULLMAN Saat PE tail—his brush, 1 mean, and trots 

Serra TATRA 1 / Aarne away just out of reach—another 
| inch or so farther off. 

And yet Trumpeter won’t mind 
| his bit, a bit. 

| Seno ||| But what's to be done? 

ea This is getting simply childish ! 
of, * * * * ra 

| Another stell more extraordinary 
| event has just happened. 

It is this, — 


The Wily One—the Fox, you 
know—is now not more than half 
a dozen or so yards in front of us 
—Trumpeter and yours ever truly, 
you understand. 


AS PSE 
wea 


“Par as the human eye can 
” that’s all my eye, you 
see—‘‘in front, is naught but 
Silence and Solitude.” The Pri- 
mseval, that is to say, strictly 
speaking, and to drop Captain 
Marxe Rerp, I can't really see 
even one single soul anywhere. 


Trumpeter 18 actually making 
friends with the Fox! 

The Fox has put on another 
spurt, has got some half-dozen 
yards ahead, and is now positively 
‘‘showing Trumpeter the way.” 

And just as 1 thought I was in 
at the death ! 


ction. — Except the Fox, 
who can’t be very well called ‘*a 
single soul,”’ can he ? 

Mem.—No, but he may be 
soon single-lerly sold. 

The question now is, though, 
when I catch him up, what in 
goodness’ name am I to do with 
him 

Reflection. —This really is one SS: : ‘ 
ef the most remarkable cases 2 | pte rites De aaa i ila 
fellow could have put to him. ; goo t= *- 


And Trumpeter seems fresher 
than ever /... 4 

What, O what, will be the end 
of this !... !.....- ! 

* * * * * 

Another remarkable event has 
just occurred, which may end in 
a frightful catastrophe. 

The Fox, who by this time has 
spurted on to about twenty yards 


Jack Damper (to Country Cousin, just up per Brcursion, with the hope of being arg ee sess 


a e * * * 
? taken everywhere). WELL, YOU SEE, LOOK HERE. Don'T THINK IT UNKIND OF ME, . 

The state of affairs has become BECAUSE IT ISN'T THAT, AT ALL, ONLY, YOU SEE, YOU'VE COME QUITE AT THE has turned right round, and 18 
' even more extraordinary still ! WRONG aguas Parl EVERY PLACE IS CLOSED—THAT'S WHY THE Fare Was 80 CHEAP, positively gazing straight in my 
; you KNOW. NoW, SUPPOSE, INSTEAD OF WASTING ANY MORE MONEY, YOU WERE TO : 

We have just caught up the | Go sTRAIGHT BACK, AND COME UP AGAIN, gaY—SOME TIME AFTER CARISTMAS. face, as I urge on My ah ioe 
se ey / ‘ eS a ee ee __ | towards him, with a dark and 

flection. —This is really & Pre- eo. ee coset ke in menacing expression on his wily 
° . } Wallis, ott ytd Aly 
dicament which, even at the com- ait 23 ait} mT it a nN | | \\| Hen countenance. 
| Nh USS gees | | I recollect, like lightning, what 


mencement of this chapter, I 
didn’t mean—I mean to Say, I 
didn’t expect—to get into. 

This is, however, to put it — 
mildly, getting really doosid ex- 
citing. 

For us—Trumpeter and I—to 
reverse the proper order of things 
by getting in front of the Fox, 
and so actually let the Fox 
hunt us, wouldn't be, to say the 
least, a dignified position—for us. 

Yet, if I don't make up my 
mind what steps to take precious 
quick, that is what will really 
eccur. 

Reflection. —Just 89, for Trum- 
peter is taking his steps precious 
quick in that direction. 

This is getting 400 doosid ridi- 
eulous ! 

It is no manner of good pulling 
at Trumpeter, he don't mind a bit. 

Reflection. —Yet he does mind 
a *‘ bit,” too, for he keeps it all 
to himself with the greatest care, | 
or we shouldn’t be where we are 
now. | 

Mem,.—And yet, if I could but 
only stop this beast of a Fox and 
keep him for the two hounds to 


Burrow has said about foxes. 
What if he means to spring at 
me as I approach ! 

Reflection.— For Burron thus 
observes of the Fox .—** Reynard 
is capable of sometimes display- 
ing the greatest imaginable fero- 
city when driven to bay«...-Two 
well-placed fierce grips of his 
cruel pointed teeth have been 
known to kill the very strongest 


easant. 

Mem.—lIf ‘* two well-placed 
fierce grips of his cruel pointed 
teeth” will kill a strong foxhound, 
how many might it take to settle 
a fellow who ain’t strong ¢ 

That is decidedly jolly. 

In the meantime I am approach- 
ing my doom with frightful rapid- 
ity. 

I can distinctly see the fierce 
animal making his preparations 
for me. 

The brute looks fiercer than 
ever ! ! 

He is couching now in the 

1! 

He is evidently preparing for 

the fatal spring ! 1°! ‘ 
* 
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settle with, it would be downright AN 

stunning. | 7 

In the meantime, the position 2 I am within & dozen paces of 

of affairs is getting more doosid ae = the ferocious monster now ! 

ridiculous. cess Z Za VA Merciful gracious iN A 
= 3 . 


TILSL! 


We—Trumpeter and I —are ' 

now actually riding comfortably HARDER S Closer and closer ! 

along side by side with the Fox! Beggar (to Dyspeptic Old Gentleman, whose temper is a trifle irritable). PLEASE T see his red eyes glaring 1! 

By leaning over—holding on civ’ A Copper TO A Poor FeLLOW WHO HASNT Tastep Foop att Day. Closer and even still closer ! 1! 
Dyspeptic Old Gent. ALL DaY—WHAT'S Tuat! WHY, I HAVEN'T DIGESTED Gracious mercy !!!! ae 8 4 


firmly with one hand to the pom- any FOR A WRK! 


tied 


—_-—-— 


—— ooo eee 


May 21, 1873.] 


Bes Bieta Rvevieest h! 

Why, ‘where am I, then ? 

Why, where is he, now ? 

This is very remarkable. 

This is decidedly extraordinary ! 

But perhaps I ought to explain. 

I will...... Obeying, then, a blind impulse, I had closed my eyes—as 
indicated by the above last little row of stars—when I felt myself on the 
very point of falling into the clutch of doom. 

When I became quite conscious that my doom didn’t clutch me, I 
opened them again. * 

I then became aware that another extraordinary event had taken 


The Fox was nowhere to be seen. 

Trumpeter became aware of this almost as soon as myself, for after 
throwing up his head with two or three tremendous sniffs, he stops 
suddenly—so suddenly, in fact, that really, before I know where I’m 
going to, I find myself again some considerable distance up his neck. 

Upon extricating my face from the beast’s mane, I gaze around me for 
the other beast—the foxy one, you know. 

About a couple of dozen yards behind us I discover something brown- 
looking lying on the ground ; can that be the foxy one, I wonder ? 

Reflection.—If it is, why, what, i in goodness’ name, is he oe there ? 
He looks as if he was taking forty winks. 

N.B.—Only foxing, perhaps. 

Gathering up the reins and my courage at the same time, I ‘proceed to 
coax Trumpeter to retrace his steps. 

For a wonder, Trumpeter listens to the!voice of the charmer—yours as 
before—and retraces his steps. 

Reflection (whilst retracing). —Supposing, after all, the Wily One is 
only pretending to be aaleep, just to entice me back for him to get a better 
spring at me unawares? , 

Mem.—It won't be any good my approaching him from behind, because, 
if a Fox isn’t artful enough to see out of the corner of his eye, I should 
just like to know who is? 

In the meantime I have arrived close to him. 

To look at him the first time, one would really be inclined to say he 
looks doosid seedy, poor little fellow ! 

To look at him the second time, one would say, the poor ‘mnall brute 
had dropped down in a heap from regular done-up-edness. 

Looking at him still nearer, I really believe the poor, miserable, wretched, 
little over-huated animal has jpst dropped quietly down, and died right- 
off from sheer over-fatigue. 

Reflection (on hada I myself a odes and victorious Ciiasoct Nimrod.) 

_—And.this is ‘ Sport” a oe 

I Ju doosid baa of myself | 

ea ia (To be continued.) ge: acta os 
* SS P ; 
TICE LITTLE BIRD’S NOTES. | 
A PARAGRAPH, intended to operate on some expected divisions 
in the Commons, appeared in last Sunday's Observer, to the effect 
that Parliament would not be dissolved till next Spring. Mr. 
Crawrorp was to bring forward an ugly motion about Emmanuel 
Hospital on Tuesday, for which many supporters of the Ministry 
intended to vote, simply because they were aware that if they 
did not do so they woul ‘have small chance of returned at 
the election which is'closé at hand. But if these worthy 
persons could be.induced fo, believe that the Dissolution would 
not take place till next Spring, they might vote against 


‘ 


, Crawrorp's motion, and hope that their delinguency would be. 


_ forgotten by the time they presented themselves for re-election. 
The trick succeeded, and Ministers were able to defeat Mr. 
CaawrorD by a majority of 48. The result is, that the poor of 
Weatminster will be deprived of property to which Mr. Nrwor- 
GATE said they had as clear a right as he has to his estate. 

' Mr. Prmsorr’s Bill for protecting the lives of our rae 
came on for aeeond reading yesterday, and was “ talked out” by 

_ ‘the Liberal Eustace Smita, member for Tynemouth. 

Mr. Prusoxt told the House that the working-classes knew 
well that the Conservative party were their real friends. To be 
sure they do; and now that the ballot protects them against 
Liberal intimidation in, the boroughs, they will make good use of 
their knowledge.. 

- The rats are béginning to leave the sinking ship ! The Liberal 
Dutly News of-yesterday contains the following passage :— 


**Tt is because Mr. Guapetows made such wild promises that his per- 
formance has so disappointed and disgusted the Irish people; it is 
because he appesjed a0 loudly axd 0 recklessly to Irish ideas as his prin- 
. ‘ciples of Irish ha Sora that Irishmen were induced to advance ideas 

incompatible English laws and with Imperial policy ; it is because 
- he has rested on ultramontane alliance, has bid for ultramontane support, 
has led ultramontanists to expect so much from him beyond what he could 
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‘Is a little swallow, the other a great lark. 


possibly fulfil, that he now finds the ultramontane hierarchy, with 
enhanced authority, with heightened pretensions, with increased audacity, 
threatening both his own administration and the first principles of consti- 
tutional government. It is his doing, it is the sam and substance of all 
the fruits of that policy on which he came into power in 
1868, that Ireland is now more deeply, more dangerously, more 
actively disaffected than ever.” 


May 15, Noon. 


CORRESPONDENCE. ; 
Wholly Imaginary = Utterly Unreliable. 7 


From an Arithmetician to Jupy. 

Deak Jupy,—Has not your dear husband made a slight mistake in his - 
issue of the 10th instant, in the article entitled ‘‘The Golden Land” ? 
When alluding to £6 per foot in reference to the sale of premises in 
Coleman-street, Mr. P. says that 10s. per inch bas been paid for the: 
same. If he would kindly reconsider the notice he attempts to satirize, 
he will see that the ground in question ‘is described as baying an area of 
about 2,000 feet ; and as I have always understood that in such cases the 
word ‘‘ area” has been applied to square feet, and not lineal, I should very 
much like to know how 2,000 feet being sold for £12,000 can realize 10s." 
per inch; concluding, of course, that 144 square inches still constitute a.’ 
square foot. See to this for me, sl Jupy, and oblige, —Kooxznr, joniers 


From the Doctor to the Lord Chamberlain. 

My Lorp,—You may have heard of me as the author of several uap 
duced dramas, I am now thinking of writing another, but, befpre. a S 
80, wish to ask if, in case it ever ahould get played, and is sent to you | 
examination, you are likely to refuse it a license. The hero's cane ie 
John Sheppard, but I will gladly alter this if you wish it, atid hasten ito 
add that he is no relation to the housebreaker. In Act J. I make. fhe 
villain ef the piece say, ‘‘ Curse you all.” Is this too ‘strong? « 
supposed to have been cut off with a shilling by his father, robbe of 
his boots by his brother, and thrown out of a second-floor window by the 
rest of the family, and makes the remark while limping away. If ob- 
jectionable, I can alter ‘‘ curse” to ‘‘ bother.” For the purposes of the 
plot, I regret to say I have been compelled to cast some amount of dis-. 
credit upon the moral character of the heroine’s great-grandmother, but I .. 
think I have done this very delicately, and trust you will approve. Half - 
a word from you, however, would save me a great deal of trouble. 2 

THE Docror. 


4 


From Porxrms,: Proprietor of Porat: Patent Air-cushéon, to the 
TIcHBORNE Jury. 

GentLemEN,—If you. have not yet got your cushions, I sball be ‘happy: 
to supply at gratuitously, on the understanding that you mention my. 
name and get the. reporters to give it prominence. One of my customers 
sat under the Rev. Mr. Be.Lows for twenty-five years, always on my air 
cushiens, and found them a great support under the affliction. You 
might bring that in too, perhaps. Yours obediently, 

Joon Popkrns. 
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SPUTTERINGS FROM JUDY'S PEN. 
Guasses for the Racecourse—‘‘ Cheval” glasses. 
THE boy with the big watch said time hung heavy on his ene 
A ovrrous Hybrid Animal—The cricket-bat. 
Patenps at a Pinch—Tightlacers. 
Dramonns of the Cape—lIntelligent policemen. .: 
Foon for the Imagination—Fancy bread.’ ’ | 
Waar is the difference between a nasty pill and a jolly pienie 2 Mane 


Querr.—The clergy wish the remission of fees paid by them. at théix 
induction : is such a thing feesible ? 

Dae is a clock like a collier !—Because he goes on tick while on the 
strike. 


Query. —Can a geological clergyman, with a collection of ores, &c., be 
called a cabinet minister ? 
A Secraat.—The surest way to get on in life is to grow old. 
Most not a man be in a state-of pecuniary embarrassment if he pops 
the question and also pledges his betrothed before he marries! _ 
A Book for the Road, the River, and the. Rail. 
Tax Best Trava.ien’s ComPanron is 


JUDY'S BOOK OF COMIGALITIES.. 
§$00 HUMOROUS PICTURES... 
Price One Shilling. 

PusursHzep at 738, Frest Sraget, axnp Sotp EVERYWHERE. 


Next Wednesday, May 28th, 
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Two Awful Swells going to the Derby. 
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GOING DOWN WITH UNCLE MATILDA. 


I am not, perhaps, what you would call a right-down-regular- 
out-and-out wild dog. There is a good bit of wild doggishness 
about me, I know; but hitherto I haven't had much oppor- 
tunity. ne ae | 

You see, Sidcup Bumstead, which you reach by cross-roads 
from Slocum Podger, isn't exactly a seat of giddy dissipation, 
and the Sidcup’ Bumsteaders are, as a rule, seriously inclined, 
though sociable. We have our glee society and our mechanics’ 
institution, and are, on the whole, pleasantly cheerful, if not 
absolutely boisterous. | 

But it is possible for too much glees and institutions to pall 
on one after frequent repetition; and it occurred to me that it 
might be a scsahaions to come up to town with my sister JANE 
for the May meetings at Exeter Hall, with a possible chance of 
indulging in a surreptitious Derby. 
You see, Uncle Matitpa (he is, of course, Aunt Marina's 


| husband) is a Londoner by birth, and knows town life like you 


Portrait next day at business of an Individual 
who went to the Derby. 
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: ns ¢ Arrival of Two more Distingitished Visitors. 


« fi f f . 


A Suggestion. The Winner to be 
created a Baronet. 


and I know our alphabets, being head cashier in a private bank, 
and living right in the midst of it all—out Peckham way, and 
when he was down at Sidcup for a week, last autumn, he as 
ood as promised to show me some things that would make my 
air curl, and I entered into a secret league with him about 
going down to the Derby. 

Aunt Matitpa said her jaunting days were over; so uncle 
and I went down together in the brougham, and she saw us off 
(there were also. Mr. Morr, Uncle Maritpa’s old schoolfellow, 
and a hamper), and told Joxun, the coachman, to be most par- 
ticular and walk the horse up the hills, and let him have a good 
long rest each way. , 

I can tell you I was rather in a flutter as we set off, because I 
had read up AtBert SmitH upon the subject, and knew pretty 
well the fun would be ‘fast and furious” before long, though 
things looked tolerably tranquil at starting. For instance, for 
the first hour's travelling, we went through a series of quiet 
suburban streets and sleepy country lanes, where there was no 


sign or token of: any Derby festivities, even on the smallest 
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SPORTIVE INTELLIGENCE. 
* A Yew Odds and Ends which have more or less to do with every Derby. 
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Love weighed for the race. Fo nd 
wanting, of course. 
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Safe to be placed. 
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Extremes Meer,—His long Lordship gives little Tum 
Treprs a light from his cigar. 
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Snipson has accidentally trodden on this gentle. 


man's toe, and apologized profusely. ‘‘ Oh, beggin 
pardon won't do for me; I shall slap your head.” 


‘ ; ‘ 
J Ry ) 
**I don't know where they’ve all got to; but I know 
where the hamper is, and me and it don't part company 
till after lunch,” 
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Where was Storer when night fell? He had had a roaring day of it, though. 
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What is he thinking of? How beautiful—how fay-like—how ethereal 
they are / Sid tee hat cing hate theoghis abet ant 


— — 


scale, and Uncle Maritpa and Mr. Mo s talked politics to be- 
guile the time. 

Presently, therefore, I ventured to ask when we were likely 
to get into the main road among the crowd of carriages, en route 
for the Downs. Uncle Marixpa winked at me in his slyest way. 
“We know a trick worth two of that, my boy,” said he. “ Joun, 
there, will manage it all for us, his own way, and I'll wager a 
pound we never get into the nasty noise and dust for half a 
minute all the journey.” 

“T always thought——” said I; but I didn’t like to tell him I 
had always thought the nasty noise and dust were all the fun, and 
therefore tried to make the best of it, and produced my cigar-case. 

“ Hallo, young fellow,” said Mr. Moz, “‘ what are you about?” 

“ Won't you try one?” I asked. 

“ ee not, sir,” replied Mr. More; “I never smoked in 
my life. 

“ And I,” said Uncle Marina, “ haven't done such a thing 
these ten years. Tuomas, take my advice, and don't begin it: 
it’s a dirty habit,” 

To tell the truth, I am no smoker—a whiff or two of some- 
thing very mild settling my business, as a rule, very easily, s0 I 
put away the case; though I must say it seemed somehow rather 
slow not to smoke “ going down.” 

Meanwhile, Uncle Maritpa and Mr. More went on with their 
politics, and Jonn stuck to his deserted lanes and sequestered 
by-ways, and at last pulled up in front of a deadly lively little 
pond, where he said the horse could have some water ; and here 
we, too, had a glass of table-ale each and a biscuit, Uncle 
Maricpa giving it as his opinion we had better keep our heads 

till the race was over. 

With very cool heads, indeed, we resumed our journey, when 
the festive quadruped and Joun had had half an hour's rest, and 
se a lot more lanes, and came out at last all of a sudden on the 

wns, 

“ Here we are, sir!" cried Joun, in wild excitement. ‘‘ That's 
it yonder,” 

** Excellent—excellent!"” said Uncle Matitpa. ‘“ We need go 
no nearer, I think. From the roof, with our glasses, we shall 
obtain a splendid view, without suffering any inconvenience.” 
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Well, the fact is, they were just absolutely gasping for their cold 
chicken and lobster salad, and wishing to goodness he would go away, as 
there wasn't enough for three. This ts him returning too soon, 
and catching them pegging away like one o'clock, 


I don't know whether persens, as a rule, feel madly excited in 
watching the movements of objects about the size of an ordinary 
pin’s head, about a mile and a half distant, not having any bet 
upon the race or any knowledge of the mames of the horses or 
riders. For myself, I gazed upon the scene with tolerable tran- 
quillity, and afterwards partook of veal-and-ham pie, with a feel- 
ing almost akin to melancholy, and then we came home by the 
same lanes to what Aunt Marixpa called a nice quiet early cup 
of tea, after all our fatigue and excitement. 

Uncle Mariipa went to sleep after tea, as did also Mr. Motz, 
and Aunt Maricpa and I played backgammon. 

And yet there are people who pretend that going to the Derby 
is a deuce of a lark. Don’t believe them ; it’s all humbug! 


ROSE ANNA: REGINA. 
Henry does the Derby (Sub-rosa). 
Tuern’s a Major who uses the billiard-rooms at the place where the 
subscription was got up for the late potman’s widow, who is a deuce of 
a fellow—I mean the Major is, not the widow. 

I am rather like Mile. Sounermer in one particular—I dote upon the 
military. I often think I should have liked to have been a soldier myself. 
I feel that I have been to some extent thrown away in the sphere I at 
present occupy ; my place ought to have been in front, amidst the roar of 
cannon and the clash of steel—in the breach—in the forlorn hope. These 
feelings come over me when I am having hot whisky with the Major, and 
remain frequently unchanged until I actually reach my own door, behind 
which an inward something tells me that Ross Anna’s artillery awaits my 
arrival, 

He’s an awfully jolly fellow, though, is the Major, and he has taken an 
awfal liking to me, and is teaching me how to play billiards, 

I haven’t mentioned the Major to Ross Anna—she is so prejudiced 
sometimes—but he has seen her in the street, and has gone so far as to 
say she is a devilish fine woman, with what he should call a spirit of her 
own. I haven't mentioned this to Rose Anna for several reasons, and for 
several others haven’t told her the Major has asked me to make one in his 
Derby-drag. . 

I can’t understand how it is Ross Anna should have such @ suspicious 
nature, and should disbelieve my story of having to go to Gravesend, 
on Wednesday, to see a friend of my youth off by boat to India. But she 
does, 
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I have, therefore, to resort to subterfuge, and convey my light dust-coat 


out of the house buttoned up underneath my other coat on Tuesday even- 
ing, and leave it in charge of the billiard-marker. 

On Wednesday I wake very early—owing, perhaps, to my evil con- 
ecience—and roll and tumble. Rosz Anya says, ‘‘ For goodness’ sake, 
don’t fidget so! There’s plenty of time.” 

Query !—I’m not 20 sure of that ; and owing to Ross Awxa’s heartless 
parsimony, I was literally compelled to raise funds for to-morrow—in short, 
I have not got my watch at the present moment. — 

Supposing it should be late, and the Major should start without me f 
I must look at Rose Anna's watch stealthily. 

I have done so, and got the cramp dreuitally i in re process. How 
ridiculous of me ! I thought it was nine, and it is @ little past five. 


Half-past sdett Ross Anna is wide-awake, Iam en I uci give 
the world fer another half-hour. She is, however, extremely cheerful, 
and is sitting up in bed singin 


g- 
I can’t sleep through this, so I suppose I had better get up, though I. 


feel as though I hadn’t 
had a wink of sleep. It 
is astonishing how lively 
Rose Anna is. 

At breakfast, she says 
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she would like atrip into WAP SE \\) LAN 

the country above all SNS : AN WY SSN 
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things. A long drive she D NRE set} ‘ 


suggests. I say, in my 
artful way, ‘‘ Wouldn’t 
it be jolly! I wish I 
could take you.” 

Rosx Annasays,‘‘ Why - 
not, Henry? We have so 
little pleasure together.”’ 

I feel a pang of re- 
morse, but it won’t do to 
waver now. 

‘*T should like it 
above all things,” I say, 
‘if it wasn't for poor 
Jackson, I ‘have got to 
see off.” 

‘*Jonnson, isn’t it, 
dear f” says Rosk Anna. 

‘*T said Jounson, 
didn’t I?” 

** Doyouthink, Henry 
dear,” says Rosm Anna, 
‘* your friend would 
mind much if I were to 
go with you to Graves- 
end and see him off?” 

This is rather awful. 
Can it be artifice on 
Rose Anna's part. How- 
ever, I must be firm. 

* * * * 


I have been firm, but 
it won’t answer. RosE 
Anna hassaid she doesn’t 
care to go to Gravesend 
after all, but she will 
just come as far as 
Charing Cross with me, 
and see me safe into 
my train. There’s no 
help for it, I suppose, 
so I submit, with the 
settled determination, 
however, of jumping out at the first station on the way and rushing back 
in search of the Major. 


This Gentleman has won all the ven 
one has lost ; 


” * a ® 


I have been seen off-—a First return (Ross Axna would make me take 
a First) out of my slender store was very cruel ; but I have done it, and am 
on my way. 

I am at Cannon Street directly, and am back again at Charing Cross 
very shortly afterwards. And nowI am in a hansom, dashing madly 
through the streets in search of my dust-coat. The confounded marker 
has gone off to the races himself, locked it up, and forgotten all about it, 

However, there is not time to think of that now. Let me see after the 
Major's drag. 

The drag is gone. What's to be done? 

There is only one way. To rush off, still in the cab, to the railway 


station, and go down by rail, on the chance of meeting the Major on the | 


course. This is very cruel, and is playing the deuce with my slender store ; 
but I won’t be beaten. 
I have paid the cab fare and the railway fare—I have performed the 


AN INCIDENT OF THE DERBY. 
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eee am on the Downs—and as soon as ever I find the Major all will 


We takes 2, good deal of finding, though, and I-have walked about till I 
am dead-beat. I have half a mind to give it up and go back to the railway 
gov’ but I am so precious hungry, and I hardly run to a lunch as well 
as the fare. 

But I’m getting desperate ; I must have a glass of beer and a biscuit. 
Beer sispeaoe, biscuit twopence. Nasty, but filling—very filling, and—— 


Here’s the Major at last and the other fellows, and the hamper from 
Fortrum & Mason’s. 


This is more and more cruel. I really have no appetite left, and the 
only thing remaining is a rather solid-looking pie—they’ve done the 
lobster salad and the strawberries and cream. 

There is some wine though, which I partake of with reckless despera- 
tion : it feels rather funny on the top of the sour beer, but Tam. deter- 


‘ mined to enjoy mynelf or perish, 


I’ve en enjoying myself like anything. I’ve had sixpennyworth of 
shies, at three a penny, 
at a cocoanut, which I 
haven’t hit yet, but it’s 
great fun. 

I have bought j six- 
pennyworth of dolls, and 
have stuck them in my 
hat. I have also bought 
a false nose and a pea- 
shooter. I have had a 
row with some one I 
blew a pea at through 

the shooter, and have 
had to apologize; but 
that’s nothing. I am 
going it like the very 
dickens. I wonder what 
Rosz Anna would say if 
she could see met 


eee 


| We ald come home. 
‘I~ have ~ been: *tisleep 
among the dirty plates ; 
I have an awfal headache, 
and feel very uncom- 
fortable. 
‘ We have been settling 
up. At least I couldn’t, 
\\\ A UN but have promised to 
& “ye do so the first thing in 
vy wh the morning. It seems 
i 3 Y the Major hadn’t meant 
. _ to give me a seat in the 
; drag and my lunch for 
nothing, as I supposed ; 
and my share comes to a 
little over two pounds. 
I am going to settle, 
as I previously observed, 
the first thing in the 
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| morning. 

| I have got Komi frie 

| circuitous and zigzagging 

| style, and have opened 
the door with a jerk re aad 


am in the presence of 


And goes raving mad in consequence. 
Rosz Anna, who is wait- 


She wants to know where I left Jonnson, 

She wants to know where my watch is. 

She wants to know what is the meaning of those dolls in my hat. 
" -s (Zo be continued. ) spate 


ROUNDABOUT. 
By the Square Man, 
Tue able manager of the Crystal Palace last Saturday fell a victim to 
misplaced confidence in the almanac. Accepting asa fact that Spring 
would keep his appointment, an entertainment was announced in which 
that volatile and unpunctual season was expected to play a prominent 
part ; however, he broke his engagement — consequently laties and gentle- 
men in seal-skins and greatcoats shivered over roses and azaleas this 17th 
of May last, wholly failing to realize that they were taking part in a 
Spring festival. The entertainment in the theatre (Messrs, 4’ Becket? 
and Tomiixz’s famous Happy Land), being to a slight extent a of 
Christmas, was.a far more seasonable amusement... Long before the cur- 


gone in with a rush, and. 
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(PROPHET, ALL OTHERS BEING IMPOSTORS. 


tain went up not a seat was to be had for the doubtful exchange of love, 
or the more business-like barter of money. 

Crystal Palace No. 2, at Muswell Hill, christened after our ever-popular 
Princess, will be fairly numbered amongst the London sights before these 
lines are published. Its directors have made a fair bid for public favour, and 
most certainly deserve success for the energetic manner in which they have 
overcome all difficulties, and at last given to the public of North London 
a palace of pleasant and rational amusement. Next week I shall hope to 
speak in detail of the manner in which their advertised promises have 
been carried into effect. 

One more of the band of caterers for public amusement deserves a few 
lines, Genial Mr. Hoxzanp, of the North Woolwich Gardens, the trans- 

ter of baby shows and the inventor of barmaid exhibitions, has taxed 

ingenuity for a novelty, and has found it in—a Beer contest! ! The 
brewers of the kingdom have been invited to exhibit, and the curious 
public have had the opportunity of deciding upon the comparative merits 
of malt liquors from every county in England. 

I fear, with those who look to Jupy for an opinion on the merits and de- 
merits of the magazines, I shall this month be in sad disgrace ; but from 
one cause and another, chiefly a pressure on space, this is the first oppor- 
tanity I have had of saying a word about them. Without farther pre- 
lude, then, I take up Tinsley’s. ‘‘A Pair of Blue Eyes” works 
steadily on, with neither more nor less interest than has marked the 
preceding chapters. ‘‘ London's Heart,”— as good a ‘‘story with a purpose” 
as has been written for many a day—comes toanend. It must be a good 
novel that supplies its place. The lesser matter in Tinsley's this month 
$s unusually good. I wish I could say as much for the illustrations. 

The author of ‘‘A Simpleton,” in London Society, shows a familiarity 
with horrors which would incline one to look upon him as an enthusiastic 
student of the ‘‘penny dreadfuls.” It is quite pleasant to turn from his 
fur-fetehed, many-adjectived descriptions to Mise Manrrar’s ‘*No Inten- 
tions,” which, at all events, deals with men and women. ‘‘Soprano and 
Tenor” is a poor story ; ‘‘Sheridan in the Ascendant” is an admirable 
article. Mr. Ratston’s little pictures anent a bad half-crown are amusing. 
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‘*A Princess of Thule” is the chief attraction in the May number of 
Macmillan. Beyond being almost too Scotch for a Southerner, I do not 
know what fault to find with it. The ‘‘ funny man’’ in the pages of this 
magazine isa mistake. I shall be surprised if many readers of Macmillan 
care for ‘‘ My Time, and What I’ve Done with It.” The second part of 
‘* Betsy Lee” is 

In Temple Bar, ‘* The New Magdalen” continues, each chapter much 
like the preceding. ‘‘A Vagabond Heroine” is as good as ever, but the 
gem of the number is a paper on the Life of Cuarntzs Droxexs, an article 
which in no measured terms condemns the littleness of the biographer 
of a great man. 

The Gentleman’s Magasine is entitled to respect by reason of ite age. 
Some of its contents are good, notably, Cowpew Cranxn’s papers % 
SuaksPsane; but ‘‘Olytie” is but a sorry specimen of what ‘‘a novel 
modern life " should be. 

I always take up Belgravia with pleasure. If it is not high-class 
literature it is invariably pleasant and amusing reading ; indeed, with Miss 
Brappon in ‘‘Strangers and Pilgrims,” and Mr. Sarain “Im 
London,” it could not be otherwise. The illustrations, usually the beat 
of the magasines, are this month a little injured by the engraver. Th 
fond of statistics and facta should not. miss an article on the working 
the Postal Telegraph, which contains mach information. 

The Dublin University is an old favourite, and gives monthly a table 
of contents more varied even than its cheaper rivals. It is readable from 
the first page to the last. 

The same may be said of Once a Week, which, being unusually abe | 
from ‘‘ grievances,” is even pleasanter than usual. I hope we‘have h 
the last of the ‘‘ Castom-House Briber”’ and the ‘‘ Rejected Contributor,” 
whose woes have occupied s0 much valuable space. | 

The Argosy, though ‘‘ Johnny Ludlow” is absent, is an unusually good 
number. ; 

The Transatlantic also is strong in its facts, though somewhat second- 
rate in its fiction. 


o 


RATTLETRAP RHYMES.—No. 1%. The Shrunken Jockey. 


Big Hamtttox Hvoues, For, to make her his bride, And hasten’d to meet his dear maid. There, be- 
Whe was once in the Blues, She deslared he must ride side her, 

Stood, so they say, six-foot-six in his shoes. In the Derby; moreover, mast come in the winner. | Walk’d Captain pz Toopixs, the steeple-chasp 
He in weight by the Claimant alone was outdone, | Now, perhaps, you can guess, " rider, 


For he pull’d downa fraction above twenty stone. | To ride with success 


weight. 


quite fiat ; 


_ Now Hamrttox Huenss, so the story is told, 
Fell in love with a maiden some eighteen years old. 
The maid asked a favour; said H. H. ‘‘ Of 
co H | 
She wanted her suitor to ride on a horse. 
Small favour you'll say. But I beg you will stay, 
While I ask you to picture his awful dismay 


dreds of tons, 


When she told him she could not become Mrs. 
Hvenzs ; 

That his offer at once she'd forever refuse, 

Unless he'd scrape down, and get very much. 
thinner. 


The business was done, 
He rode and he won, 


A jockey must weigh about five stone or less ; 
So the fact is correct, which I solemnly state, 
That Hucuzs had to get off three-fourths of his 


He ran every day for ten miles or more, 
Three greatcoate and six comforters on him he 


wore, 
Bat not a bit lighter he got than before. 
He was scraped with a rasper, and scrubb’d with 


amat; | 
He was passed through a mangle, and came ont 


He was placed between planks, ‘neath some hen- 


Butno, he could xot squeese off half fifteen stones. 
But at last, as the Derby Day drew very near, 
Young Haxiirow Htonxs got a brilliant idea: 
He had himself sewn in a stout flannel dress, 
And hoping this time for a brilliant success, 

He ar damp'd at a fountain’s wet 


When, O joy and Orapture! he felt himeelf shrink, 
1 Again and again he cesay'd ; as before 
He shrunk with the flannel, shrunk more—and 


yet more 
Became small and amaller from toes up to face, 
And got little and light, fit to ride in the race. 


O horror, dismay ! and O tearing of hair! ! 
O agony, jealousy, hate, and despair ! ! I 
ce . 


Hamizton Huouss oh es ‘ 
Was thoroughly knock’d on the head by the news } 
Till, thinking he perhaps bad got olear of a scrape, 
He soon bless’d his stars for a lucky escape. 

Bo he never sat wailing, bemoaning his lot, - 
But knowing full well that he sv could not 


He shrunk himself more, and came down to & 
dwarf; A ke, ; 3 
When a fortune he made—at least so it’s said< 
By showing himself at oa shilling a head ! 
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Leowona Louisa dotes upon Athletes, and her ALRXAKDEBR KpWIN He thought, though, she was gazing at him fondly from the back, and 
; | to 


that she has got her eye wpon him now. never expected her upon him that way. That t¢ Leonora 
joven i = i eos Louraa who has caught the stick—on her nose / | 


———= sr ee , 
only they all seemed very thirsty in the first lace, and very shy 
of putting money on anything. And Tox an his friend seemed 

to have been dropping in at one pa or another a good dedi 

without Tom Patppieton’s book being 9s yet anything like fall. 
It was getting late in the evening when Tom Paippieton and 

‘his friend turned out of the “ Three Jolly Rocking-horses,” at 

the corner of Little Thingummy Street. At the corner stood a 

policeman—X 0°3827—frave, dignified, and magisterial. 

P'leeceman,” said Tom’s friend to this official, ‘ will y’ back 
th’ field ‘gainst th’ fav'rite—say ole man—will y—6t’ 2 in 


slang of the West-end clubs and the robuster avgot of the sport- 
ing “ pubs.;"—and “ backing,” and “hedging,” en “scratching” 
were the mots dordre. They even penetrated into the eounting- 
house where Tom PaiDDLETON was employed, and ‘fired that 
gentleman with a noble ardour to do something in the sporting 
line himself. - 

Tom PripDLETon was not clever—unfortunately for him. He 

was not lite even; but he had often heard of bookmaking, . 
and wondered how it was done ; and when his friends spoke of 
is morals,” he wondered what they were. 
- On consulting these friends, however, Tom found out a good 
many things he hadnt dreamt of. He became imbued with @ 
generous emulation, and resolved that he would go in for 
“ morals" directly. | Ss 

“Tow Parpretox,” said one friend, solemnly button-holing 
renee Tom, you aren't half a fellow. “Why don’t you make @ 

00. oo é 

“A book?” stammered Tou—* a book ? Why, I never wrote 
a line in my life!” 

“Oh, you duffer!" said the friend, “ you don't understand ; 
now listen to me, and I'll tell you how it is done.” 


X 0327 smiled a supercilious smile, and responded calmly, 


Toni’s friend, however, declined to move on, and repeated his 
offer—and yer in addition to fight X 0°327 for the change. 
Bat that official was immoveable. 3 

After this, Tom’s friend invited X 0 827 and Tom to join him 
in an imitation of the celebrated pas de trois from the HH 
‘Land. Finally, he wound up by knocking the constable’s helmet 
off; and Tom, having brought out his book in which to make @ 
careful note of the officer's number (his head wasn’t quite 80 
clear as when they started), they were both at this point “run 
e 90 . F 


The following morning, Tom Parpptetox balanced his account, 
and found it to stand something like this :— 


Boe ont emia nae at "Poon, |x, ene a 
othing was easier, so the spo iend said. You took, | : —_ 
say twenty horses, and you fixed the Gaicqit of your book, say = pots — = 02 6 every ped aca 0 0 Of 
£20: now all you had to do was to settle the odds you would New hat, lost, say... 018 6 | Owing ‘and . unpaid 

take, that a okay horse didn’t win, and mind you didn't , Cash out of pocket... 6 2 6 (doubtful) . 1 6 
overlay your . (The friend spoke as if the book were & 


»» Fine and costs for be- 
ing drunk and dis- 


orderly ... « O 7 6 Balance the wrong side 6 5 114 


EPL LEED 


Ita that the next thing was to look people h 
appeeres x 8 ook people up wo 7 6 0 760 


to back the “ morals.’ -He must drop in at the clubs and . ) 

the sporting public-houses. ae EE ae 

There never was such & self-denying fellow as this friend. He Tom Pampieton now despises Derby Days—is careless of 
was even willing to accompany Tom, he said, and did so, and | “ morals ’—and has done with bookmaking. | | 
they founda good many people who mew all about “ morals’— He thinks the Linendrapery line pays better. 
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DERBY DAY 


FAIRY LAND. 
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THE ROAD. 


Coms, saddle the Eft for a holiday jaunt, 
The Batterflies harness with gossamer cable ; 
Ply whip to the Lobworm and spurs to the Ant, 
And fetch the Green Dragon-fly out from the stable. 


To the race, ye young Fairies, to frolic and bet, 
TrTanrA to-day leaves her rose-cover'd bower ; 

While Oszron, smoking a mild cigarette, | 
Regards her reclined ‘neath the shade of a flower. 


Wi 


iI} 


THE RACE. 


The Mice are all saddled to strive for the prize, 
And nervous enough sits each Jockey beginner, 

As loud from the betting-ring hoarse voices rise— 
**Six to one that no Fairy can pick out the winner.” 


Shih Abus, 


Then back from the race, ere the waning light fails, 
The whole Fairy troupe wend their homeward way readily ; 
Some skipping on Glowworms, some prancing on Snails, 
Some others on foot—these a little unsteadily. 


THE UNDECIDED GENTLEMAN 
Becomes a Hero. 
In at the Death— The eae a Dinner — The Delight—The 
fitte / 
Oxe of the very first principles instilled into my infant breast by the 
up-and-down strokes of the Copy-book of Childhood was—‘‘To tell the 
truth and shame the D * * *] "with a big D. 

Whether the above-mentioned ancient Gentleman ever was much shamed 
by me, I can’t now be downright positive about ; all I can say, however, 
is, if he wasn’t, he ought to have been, for I really did give him 
several opportunities, 


‘* Now they’re off! "—* No, they're not!”’— ‘‘ Hark ! there goes the bell.” 
See, here they come scampering over the heather. 

‘¢What has won ?”—Well, the Judge says he really can’t tell, 
For all the competitors came in together. 


The night will not end till the morning's pale dawn ay 
Disturbs them in scenes of delight all-entraneing ; 
For the young ones adjourn to a Fairy Cremorne, 
And give themselves up to the pleasures of dancing. 


Seriously, though, as all my Intelligent Readers have discovered by 
this time, I am nothing if not Veracious. 

If I have, now and then, got placed in ‘‘strong situations,” it has 
been as a simple Creature of Circumstance. 

As such I have always recollected the Copy-book of Childhood. 

I am a simple Creature of Circumstance just now. 

It is—as you may guess—all through that, or rather this, poor little 
beast of a Fox that I am a simple Creature of Circumstance at the 
present moment. 

I should not, however, so much mind being a ©. of C. if I were not 
such a simple one. 

For, to tell you the truth—still acting on the up-and-down strokes of 
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little Fox off his last legs, and, now that I’m actually in at the death, 
why, dash me, if I know what to do with it—with the Fox, that is. 

- wretched little animal, lying in a little dirty-brown heap, looks 
go wretched, and such a poor, insignificant, unoffendiog, unfortanate, small 
Victim, that, the more I gaze at this triamphavt conclusion to oar 
** Noble British Sport,’’ the more doosid ashamed do I feel of myself. 

ion.—If this is your Foxhunting, all J can say is—it strikes me 
that it’s nothing better than regular, downright, cowardly, unmanly, 
ballying cruelty. 
In the meantime, however, what am I to do? 


In another few minutes the dogs—hounds, I mean—and all the other 


Nimrods will arrive. 
Mem.—Triamph over other Nimrods, 
Good. Bat what on earth is the proper thing to do with the Fox now 
that I’ve got him?! ~-> 


In the mosatime, I can see the dogs—hounds, bother !—trottiag away 


up in the digtance at the dickens and all of a rate, : 

Several Nimrods—the Master conspicuous from his Roman ruidy nose 
turned a nice blue with the cold mill-stream—are also doing the same, 
trotting up at the didkens and all of a rate, that is. 

And yet, here am I gazing alone upon my conquered spoil. 

jon.~—-SorPio among the yuins of Oarthage. : 

This is all very well, but as the hounds are getting nearer and nearer, 
T must really rise to the occasion. 

N.B.—Yeu, by descending from Trumpeter. 

Mem.—Just so......I will I ae 
do ! : 
For, perhaps not the first time 
jn my chequered oareer, I can’t 
quite make up my mind ; I mean 
to say, I have serious doubts as to 
the oorrect Nimrodish wa, of 
taking up, and then holding up 
—THE Fox. 

Before I have really time to 
settle down to any determined — 
plan of action, the infernal brutes 
are upon me ! . 
@ & @ ® # 


I am literally surrounded, not 
to say packed in, by a lot of ex- 
cited, raging, and madly desperate 
bounds ! 

The more I hold up the poor, 
little dead wretch of a Fox, the 
more and the madder they bark 
away, and jump up at him with 
their jaws opened to such an extent 
that i dowt, *pon my soul, believe 
they’ll have materials for a “ good ere 
jaw” left among the lot of ‘em : abet, 


again. ; 

What ought I to do? 

The brutes are getting savager 
end savager ! 

One of the biggest and strongest 
of ‘em is jumping up at my back 
— where I can’t see him —and 
- pumps me awfully. ? 

Another—one of the small, but most active ones—jumps and snaps, 
every two seconds or so, within an inch or 80 of my nose, and I 
can't guard that striking feature, because both my hands are engaged with 
holding up the Fox. P . . : 


& 

I don’t know how this will end. I’m getting perfectly exbausted ! 

The big and strong brate behind is jumping up and bumping me more 
and more ! ! 

The active one in front is getting more active than ever | ! ! 

I can’t keep up moch longer, for my own part ! 

The hounds—for their part—are getting insupportable ! | 

J am becoming insupportable! ! ! 

The Fox is becoming even more 60 | i! 
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Farmer. 
Parson, 


| . No, I‘wavzs go. 
Parmer. 


e * 


ITamsaved!  .- ao ; 

Having comfortably arrived at that happy position, I don’t really see 
why I should put myself out by reverting to the rather unpleasant process 
by which—well, by whieh I got there. 

"Il am making these remarks in a post-prandial and contented spirit, so, 
if I am, here and there, incoherent in the slightest possible degree, you 
must put it down to the cucumber, as usual. 

The fact is, however, that Sir Jossrs only came up just in time; 
another minute or s0, and the Fox with Yours traly would have fallen 


together. ; 
As it did happen, though, I came off in really the most ‘‘ See the Con- 


Childhood’s Copy-book—I feel that I’m in a worse predicament than ever, . 


Bs rou come to THE DARBY THIS YRAE, ZUR? 


Lo-orn, You DO'ANT saYy 40! 
Missus BE GOING, AND WE COULD MAKE ROOM FOR YER IW OUR 
Lreriz Trap, If YER WOULD LIKE TO COME Wr vs,” ~ 


TOS, es 


bat gallant Master of the 8. C. Hunt—only, whilethey were about it, I 


| had much rather they'd handed it over to me in brown paper. A Fox, 


don’t you know, isa Fox, and his tail —brash, that is—strongly reminds 
one of the same, if you have to carry it for long in your breast-poocket. 
ion (on the same). —Phew |...... also — Faugh ! 
However, as some fellow says somewhere, ‘‘ All's well that ends ditto,” 
and, now that the memory of my dangers with Trumpeter, and my diff. 


*oulties with the hedge, of my awful anguish from the “‘ creases” of those 


confounded ‘‘oords,” and of all other miseries—too miserable, in fact, to 
mention—is fading: gegtly away into rose colour (Sir Josgra’s 84, you 
understand), I am really inclined to look upon byegones as—well, as such. 
In the meantime I'll try Sir J.’s Lafitte. 

pn 

-  . THE TIP 
Is the title of Jopy’s Cartoon this week ; it is a tip of which every one will 
see the point. “Tip, ».m., to fall headlong,” so says the Dictionary ; and 
it requires but a poor prophet to foretell the Government loss if they pin 
their faith on the skittish horse ‘‘ General Eleotion.” One peculiarity of 

. this unmanageable animal is, that 

in his tantrums it will probably be 
not only the jockey who will lose 
his seat. Jupy’s advice to the 
betting men is: ‘‘Lay on Conser- 
vative Reaction.” 


SPUTTERINGS FROM JUDY'S PEN, 
Rassit poachers are said not to 
be particular to a hare. 
A Tour de Foroe—A policeman’s 
rounds, | 
Surety few people will pass 
throagh Epeom without halting on 
Wednesday... Every one believes in 
orcs halts, 
SHALL be all right,” says 
. Bove, :‘‘if I lay.on the field.” 
‘If he gets tight, as usual,” says 
| Poposr, ‘‘he probably will.” 
_4.. Bagk as many horses as you 
_ like, but you had better not back 
them through shop-windows — it 
comes expensive. ---- - -- ~~~ 
“A. Bace is sometimes won by a 
head, but the legs generally. land 
all the money. 
Sows of those who take too much 
to drink on, the Downs, take it 
asa matter of course. ; 

Tas Wieainc Post.—Not the 
—— halfpenny post-card, surely. Oh, 

ee e " no, Goodness forbid ! 

THERE is a good deal of steady talk in Mr. Wiuxrm Cox.rms’ play at 
the Olympic. Some people say it might as well be called the New Mag. 

Tux Latest Noose—Catonart has retired. 

Tax Kutva Expxpition.—Our correspondent telegraphs us a striking 
instance of the difference in the domestic habits of the Kastand West, 
Here, the Quzsx and every woman in England is wont 6 keep hot water 
in a can; there, the Czan and all his courtiers delight in keeping the 
Khan in hot water. 

Judy’s Tip. 


'N.B.—Joupy, the only correct Prophet. 
PUTYOURMONEYONTHEOLDGALONLYTUPPENCEAWEEKYOU'LL 
NEVERMISSIT. 


THE 12TH VOLUME OF “JUDY” NOW READY, 


Price Hight Shillings, handsomely bound in Red Cloth, with Gilt Edges. 
Cases for Binding Vol. XIL, Two Shillings. 
Also can be had, Vols, I. to XL, Bight Shillings each. 


One Shilling; post free, 1s, 3$¢., 7 
JUDY’S BOOK OF COMICALITIES. 


500 Huwonovus Picroans. ee 
Pustrsump at 73, Fiest Seamer, axp Soup Evearwmsas. 
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A SHARP BOY, THAT! 


Young Muff (not to be ‘‘had” at any price). Comm, I say, my Dean; I ain’? GOING TO HAVE ANY OF YouR Forgrox Russise. 


SOME OF THE REAL British MANUFACTURE. 


ROSE ANNA: REGINA. 


Henry takes the Upper Hand. 
Rosz Awwa says :—‘‘Hawry, pray to goodness rouse yourself, and take 
up your position as the master of the house !”’ 

This is somewhat a novel suggestion of Ross Amma's, and rather takes 
me aback. 

She meanwhile goes on: ‘‘Hewny,” she says, ‘‘do hold yourself 
upright, and turn your toes out. Henry, I really wonder at you; Henry, 
have you no pride or dignity? Hzwry, what on earth have you got in your 
coat-pocket? Take it out, do, and look a little like a gentleman.” 

Rosm Anna, I may remark, alludes to a hammer and a few nails I am 
carrying. I occasionally do carry a hammer and a few nails, taking an 
innocent pleasure in training a vine which grows on the back premises, 
adjacent to the waterbutt (out of reach of the squirt from next door), I 
also hang pictures up in the smoking-room, with the hope of relieving the 
overpowering and deadly gloom which pervades that terrible chamber. 

Ross Awna goes on to say, ‘‘ Henny, I wish to speak to you seriously. 
Our position demands an effort on our part. We must take our place in 
society, and you must arouse yourself.’’ 

I express great willingness to do ao, and say that a few suits of clothes 
and a handsome watch-chain would be a step in the right direction. 

Rosz ANNA seems disappointed in me. She says :— 

‘* Henry, will you never bea man? Will you never learn what is due 
to you as—ae—in fact, what is due to your position?” 

_ I say :—‘‘ What is my position, my dear? It isn’t I who have come 
into property, but you, and you keep it to yourself. How can I maintain 
my dignity with three-balfpence in my pocket!" 

Ross Anna takes this literally :—‘* What has become of the sovereign 
I gave you only the day before yesterday ?’”’ she says. 

A thought struck me! I will strike the iron while it is hot. 

“Ross Anna,” I reply, ‘‘I have never liked to mention it before, bat 
the position which your—which shortness of funds places me in is cruelly 
severe, and cuts me to the quick. Being known as a kind of connection 
of yours, I feel considerable difficulty in doing you justice on—on my 
pocket-money.” 

Ross Anna says :—‘' Henry, what do you mean f” 

This is awkward. I had an idea I had—so to speak—elegantly rounded 
my meaning. It will be awkwarder still to try back. Luckily, however, 
Rosz Anna relieves me from farther exertion in the matter. ‘We must 
increase our establishment,” she says. ‘To-day a man-servant and a 


Give vs 
[That was just what she was doing. 


page whom I have engaged will come here, and you must maintain your 
dignity in their presence as master of the house. You may leave the in- 
structiozs to me.” 

Even while she speaks the man-servant rings at the bell, and obtaining 
admittance ahems respectfully behind his hand upon the mat. He is 
announced as Josson. What ought I to de? Should I throw myself into 
an attitade? If so, which? 

Rose Awma receives him with the dignity of an empress, and Jobson 
bows low to her. He also looks over to me, inquiringly, as though he 
thought I, too, were after the place. I get into an attitade, therefore, 
with one hand in my breast, which I get out of again, rather hastily, on 
obeerving that the hammer-handle is sticking out ridiculously from my 
side-pocket. 

Rose Anna says :—‘*I presume, sir, you are thoroughly conversant with 
the duties you have to perform?” Jopsom says, ‘‘ Yes, my lady—I mean 
ma am —thoroughly.” 

This is a comfort. I was afraid Rosz Anna might have been going to 
say, ‘‘If you're not, Mr. Fo..avove will instruct you.” 

On the contrary, however, they get on admirably, Jonson's accident- 
ally mistaking Ross Anna for his last mistress, and calling her ‘‘my 
lady,” being the only stumbling-block in the way of conversation ; and 
after Jonson has retired humbly, promising to enter upon his daties that 
very evening, the page puts in an appearance, and is, if anything, more 
crushingly deferential to Rosz Anna than the man. 

So far, therefore, things are going on satisfactorily, only I do not quite 
relish the notion of having to dine alone here this evening (Ross AnxA 
is going out), and being served in state by the new domestics. 

If I could afford to dine out I certainly should. As I can’t, however, 
I must prepare for the worst. ™ bd ig 

The worst has come. I have assumed evening dress (per order), and 
am seated at one end of our large dining-room table (I believe all the flaps 
are in) before a huge soup tureen I have got to help myself out of, under 
Jonson and Co.'s scratinizing gase. 

Somewhat flurried (if I may be allowed such a term) by the gaze in 
question, I take a very small help, and throw some of it on the cloth. 


JoBson, with a severe countenance, covers the place I have splashed 
with a clean napkin, and I proceed with my meal. The worst of it is, 


though, I splashed such a lot there is hardly anything in my plate, and 
I’m not quite certain it’s according to the usages of good society, even 
when one is at homo and alone, to take two helps. 

Let the soup pasa, then. What's this? A small fish on a large dish, 
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having the appearance and flavour of a fresh herring. Jopsox, however, somewhat bold experiment bids fair to achieve the success it merits. La 
is as solemn as though it were a turbot, and filling me @ glass of wine, falls | Fille de Madame Angot is not very new, original, or funny in plot, but 
back and contemplates me from a distance. If I don’t choke myself | the charming music of CHARLES Lecocg.and the admirable spirit of the 
with a bone, I shall thank Providence. company make it one of the pleasantest entertainments to sit out that a 
° i a = 2 ” jaded critic (meaning me, Hon'rd Ma'am) could wish for. 

The small fish has given place to @ roast fowl, and Jopsox has solemnly It would give mo great pleasure to speak as enthusiastically of Fine 
handed me the carving-knife. Feathers, at the Globe— but Ican't. Mr. Byron's improbabilities and 
o™ ” ‘d . dulnesses (in this play I mean, Hon’r’d Ma'am ; for some of his 

I had dreaded this moment. Iam nocarver! There are fowls that | previous work has been first-rate) are not carried off by brilliant acting, 
eome to pieces with a bit of a pull: this is not one of them. I wonder | and I fear Mr. MontaGuE will have to chronicle another failure. Why 
where its joints are—if it has any, and if not, whether I conld cut | does he not reyive False Shame? 
through by employing brute force, without upsetting much gravy. It is a real pleasure to be able to speak in terms of almost unqualified 
Jopson and the page have their eyes on me. * * * J’ve made an admiration of The New Magdalen, at the Olympic. The play itself has 
awful splash. vi ve the true WiLKre COLLINS stamp—carefully written, well thought out, 
Jopson has covered the place with another napkin, and has retired to dramatic, and at times almost forcible; but the real strength of the 
his, post of observation, evidently prepared for a werk * piece lies in Misa Apa CavENDISH. Her personation of Mercy Merrick is 
This is a fowl without joints. * * * What is tobe done? A bright admirable, while the valuable support she receives from Mr. ARCHER 
idea. rill say I dan't care about it, and ask what else there is. must not be underrated. As a broad-conscienced, well-doing clergyman, he 

si ze ° . 


* 


I have done so. There is only pudding and cheese, Never mind, I'll | stage, and conducts himself more like 4 real pargon ina real drawing, 
make my dinner off them. There's nothing I hate more, but I see no | room than most representatives of ‘‘the cloth’* it has been my Jot to 
help for it. oe , meet with. Miss ExnsToNR, too, is good in an ungrateful part ; but, if 

fir, ee eee: ™ ie ° you please, Hon’r'd Ma’am, I must reserve all my biggest adjectives for 
I have dined, and JoBsoN and Co. have retired. At length I am alone, Miss CavespisH—there—go and see her—watch her through every phase 
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What Everpbhody 


gna dl e f aS = SS 
This gentleman really im’t quite —— ‘ Was it the Australian Beef made such & 
sure what he. thinks ; would like to Ss S| difference, Sir? and was it the same they sell in : 
talk it over quietly. m\ the cos * 
lt ? 
t 
This long swell says This short fellow says ' 
the whole affair, my the judges and every- 
dear fellow, is just— body's dead against Pa | . 
This lady wishes they’d put some- abeolutely—so to speak, | him, but that's always And this one thinks they haven't quite got 
thing else into the papers. =~ pre-posterous. the way. | round him yet. | 


a a aaa 
——— = ; 
uncomfortably replete, but ill satisfied. The repletion is, however, of an | of pride, joy, f sb, humility, disdain, grief, despair, and 
ephemeral character, and gives place to hunger about a couple of hours | love, and tell me if her accents, her looks, and her attitudes do not narrate 
later. | the story fully as well as the ‘words the author has put into her moath. 
Suppose I have the cold fowl up for supper ? I will. I ring and ask Still Mr. CoaLins must not be without a word of praise. ‘The Square 
JoBSON. Man,” in his notices of the magazines, has given utterance to his own and 
Josson puts his head on one side and seems not ‘clearly to understand. | public opinion, in saying the novel of ‘‘ The New Magdalen,” as it appeared 
I therefore repeat my request. : in Temple Bar, was prolix, dull, and uninteresting. So much the more 
Jopgon’s face wears an expression of the deepest concern as he inquires | credit to the author for ruthlessly scattering to the winds three-fourths of 
whether I mean the remains of fowl I sent,down from table. I tell him his fine writing, and turning 4 second-rate story into @ first-rate play. It 


I mean the fowl which I sent down untouched. is something in these wordy days to be able to say not a single scene of 
He is more deeply concerned. He had no idea that things which had | the drama could be sacrificed without injury to the whole. 
been cut about and sent down would be required in (such not having —— ae 
been the custom at his last place), and he and the page had taken the A STEP IN THE RIGHT DIRECTION. | 
liberty of eating it for their dinner. France has refused to be governed longer by & theorist, and has 
If I did not think it would annoy Rost Axx4, I should kick this man | elected in place of M. Taiers a man of action. Nothing but a 
out of the house upon the spot. strong will and an iron hand can keep the disaffected down, and 
en” the late President, though he deserves well of his country, has 
THE ONLY JONE S. shown himself unequal to the existing state of affairs. The 


Tauty How’r’> Ma’ a,—If you had been aware of the treat you were weapon he held, hesitating to strike, has been snatched from his 
missing last Saturday, I believe, snatead of sending a representative, you nerveless grasp. ‘‘ Infirm of purpose—give me the dagger + cries 
would yourself have gone to the St. James's Theatre to see & real French | Marshal MoManon, slightly misapplying SHAKsPEARY fur the 
comie opera sung and acted by a real French comic company. Monsieur sake of the quotation, and France accepts one of the late m- 
Houmvert bas transferred his company from Brussels to London, and this eror’s Generals a8 her new ruler: ~ 
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THE OFFICE BOY’S MOTHER AT THE ALEXANDRA PALACE. 
Nors.— Our office boy, who has long been a distinguished member of our staff, especially bringing himself into prominence by his humorees manner 


of putting up shutters, running errands, &e., applied to us the other day for work for a venerable relative—in point of fact, his mother. The follew- 
ing is the result of that gifted lady's peetical efforta, on being appointed temporary extra-sapernumerary deputy-assistant reporter to the paper :— 


BVERED Mrs. Jopy—Moux,— You will remember 
I was sent 
As your representative to the Alexandra 
—s0 I went. 
\)\ There now! You never felt such scroogeing 
= | \ \\ and cramming, 
yi) And squeezing, and bustling, and jostling, and 
LN ramming, and jamming. 
iV, Im reaching the train—Lor! my gownd was 
ig nigh tore off my back., Ah, poor me! 
vy "Twas as pretty a neat little print, mum, as 
Ly ever you sé ; 
Vy With holyhocks, buttercups, dahlias, and daisies 
Jie, ‘Ye posies display’d, oo ; 
= 8o that none of them other nasty upstart papers 
could say as I wasn't beautifuily array’d. 
Well, then, off we went in the train with a 
ms , snort and a scream, 
And’ (though p’rbaps you've heard it Mefore) what a wonderful thing, 
mun, is steam ! . 
And it puff’d us along with a jolting and bouncing, until 
A somebody scream’d, ‘‘ Look’ee there! that thing over there’s Mus’ll ‘il].” 
So I look’d, mum, and seed up atop 
; of a fine bit o’ high rising 
oo ground, a ne 
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Gags But there, now! I ‘ain't got another 
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what was that civil, won't take 
this one unkind, 

Now, p’rhaps ’mongst the puddings 

| Yj Y of youth you've a jam roly-poly 

Wai one tried, 

WA 4; 'Tain’t much to look at, you know, 

i | H) 43 if but ain’t it just scrumptious in- 

1 ", side! 

WGA That's just what the Pallis is. There, 
now ! I coulda’t have thought 

So many nice flowers, and colours, and flags, and stained glass ‘neath one 
roof cpuld be brought. 

Well, I'd have you to know, if you please, mum, I stared all my eyes, and 
aaw what there was to be seen, 

And then came a concert ; and just as I walk’d 
to my seat, the band struck up ‘‘ God Save 
the Queen !” 

So says J, with a curteey, ‘* Good people, you've 
slightly mistook— 

‘ I'm not Her Most Gracious Majesty,”’ says I, 
“though grateful it is to be took 

For her as is, as we all of us know, the best of 
all ladies in the land. 


Sit down, good folks,” says I, and I waved my 


hand ; 
PY But they wouldn’t be stopp'd, and went on to 
7, ; ° 
) Yay the end, and had their sing out, — 
‘nr J 7/7 So J smiled, bow'd, and curtsied, and said, ‘‘I 
a als Ss. was glad to see such alot of good folks 
about. 


THE UNDECIDED GENTLEMAN 
Approaches his Doom. 

I mave tried the Lafitte with several trials. 

I am now even still more inclined to look upon byegones as such. 

In point of fact, I am just beginning to feel a little bit up to the mark. 

With the exception of Sir JoszrpH—who always takes his twenty 
minutes’ good hearty snore after his cofé nutr and Maraschino—I am quite 
alone in the dining-room. 

Reflectton.— When I say I'm quite alone, I am figurative: s.¢., the 
Lafitte ts still here. 

N.B. —Also my cigar-case. : 

Reflection (on taking out the same).—Ab, bless me—worked. for me, 
4 ey dear Fiora!......Ah, dear me !...... Ab, bless me, poor dear 

LOBA 


me fA 


And though public attentions at my time of life were unusually trying, 

They were, taking it all in all, and looking at both sides of the question, 
extremely gratifying. 

Well, then came the concert—Miss Trrrens, Trestur-Barriey, 

Caro.a and Justine Maovirz, Bore.ua and sweet CaMPANINI. 

But what I thought odd, and 
not quite, as one might | 
say, the correet double 
Glo'ster, 


Then after the wprear, was. 
over, a rash for refreah- 
ments—goed lack! 

‘was elbow’d and sheul- 
der'd and shoved, aad 
two cups ef eoffee were 
spilt down my haek— 

And beer was upset on my 
dress, and ices as well ; 

The damage they did to my 
frock would take pages 

; ’ of small print to tell. 

And as for my bonnet, the boys all down Fleet Street made game ef it ;. 

I give you my word, Mrs. Jupy ! ’Tistrue, I feel nothing but shame for it. 

While as for my fam’ly umbrella, rags and tatters is never a name fer it. 

Crumpled, dishevell’d, and hot with some stumbles and one or two falls, 

I was shoved up the gallery-staira; and Lor, mam, you should ‘just see 
what a power of pictures there is on the walls ! mi 
Them artis’s dabs on the colour, they do, in a way that’s a seandalous 

e , i ‘ to. t 


pity, . : vee 
Splotches of blue, red, and yellow, you know—not but what it dea’t leek 


vastly pretty. 


i 


But there, now, I was that tired, and the crowd and squash got im my 
way, 
So, if you've ne objection, Mrs. Jupy, I'll tell you all about those paint- 
ings some other day. 
I got to the train near worn out, fagg’d, crompled, done up, and dead beat, 
My bonnet awry, and my boots feeling several sizes too small for my feet. 
And that’s all I have to say, except an apology after this sort :— 
I very mach fear, worthy mum, that verse-making, jingle,{and that, is not 
what them French call my ‘‘ forte ;"’ 
Bat I’ve work’d hard, mum, I have, and it’s cost me a great deal of bether, 
And I am, with all respect, and hoping you are quite well, as this leaves 
me at present, and with every token of esteem, your obedient and 
obliged Orrics Boy's Mornsn. — 
Reflection (No. 2, afier lighting «p).—'Pon my soul, you knew...... 
eh }...... Hah, well, ‘pon my—bang the thing, it’s not alight properly! ...... 
Soh—well, you know—hah—well, one really might do worse—eh f— 
poor dear little Fiona, hey !—poor dear little, doosid devoted wife, you 
know—very jolly, tbat sort of thing, hey %......Bh ? | 
Reflection (after half a bottle of soda—by itself). — Just...... 80. 
Mem.—Lowering sort of thing, though, aoda......Doosid weakening. 
N.B.—The Lafitte won't, and don’t, burt a child. i. 
Reflection (on choosing out a clean glass).—Certainly not this ehild. 
* ® * e -e 


This is really very jolly ! 

If i¢ were not for Sir Josnpu’s twenty minutes’ hearty snore—whieh is 
rather too hearty for me—I should be quite enjoying myself....... 

...-.-Dear Fiona, too, one really—as I observed before-—might ge 
farther and fare—eh ! Oat 


-——_——— ee eS CUD earn aru wm en ee eo ne ce rr ee - eee eee ee 


- 70 
What the doose, now, was that? 
Ehf......As I’m a saccessful- 


in-at-the-death Nimrod, there 
was a “‘ tip-tap” on the window- 


again—the tip-tap of stealthi- 
ness, that is...... Why, it can't 


though. 
This is very annoying, too, 
just as I’m getting a little com- 


fortable and happy, after all my 


adventures. 
Hah ! There it is again, more 
tip-tappy than ever. 


What, in goodness’ name, is | 


the meaning of this? 
What ought I to dof 
What shall I do? 
What—there tt ts again /.../ 
* e@ * 


I really can’t sit here and — 
stand being tapped at like this | 


any longer. 

And still I have a sort of 
presentiment that there's dan- 
ger outside. 

At the same time, too, I am 
just beginning to feel comfort- 
able for the first time to-day. 

However, I suppose it must 
be done. 

Reflection. —Just ~ #0......only 
I have to do it. 

N.B.—Do it, then. 

I will...... I approach the 
window......I pull up the blind 
ously...... I peep out in the 
same manner......Why, there's 
no one here ! 

Not a sign of anybody ! ! 

' Ehf...... What's that, though, 
one other end of the veran- 


‘‘ That” is something white 


and decidedly petticoatish- | 


looking. 

It is evidently semething ex- 
tensive in the feminine way. 

It is evidently—too much s0 
—dear Fiona. 
done now f 

* e " * 
Why, bless me | what's that ! 
It really sounds, from here, 


uncommonly like a little sort of =~ 


sigh going on somewhere. 
N.B. — Yes, a sigh out- 
sighed (outside, don’t you see?). 


Perhaps Fiora's taken poorly, 
eh? Now I come to think of 
it, she did go in for that 
mayonnaise en aspic in’ the 
very doose and all of a way. 

Bless me! why, there it is 
again—louder this time. 

There’s no help for it, I must 
go and see what's the matter. 


Supposing she’s only 
trying to inveigle me ? 

I know that little bench at 
the end of the verandah but only 
too well; there’s just room for 
two on it—of different sex— 
with a good deal of squeezing. 

If dear Fiona once gets me 
down there now, goodness only 
knows what may take place. 


What's to be ) 


I have tried it with the sweet | 


——$__ 
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creature once before, but then 

that was only after breakfast, 

and one can’t be expected to get 

up the proper amount of excite- 

ment for a proposal on Epps’s 

cocoa and dry toast, don’t you 
ow? 

Now, however, it’s a precious 
deal different. 

For, when a fellow who makes 
a decentish beginning with some 
really good clear turtle, followed 
up by a slice of not at all bad 
turbot with sauce Hollandaise, 
_ and succeeded by a couple of 
lamb c6telettes aux haricot 
verts, a snipe with watercresses, 
a comfortable dig out from a 
first-rate saddle, a dozen or 80 
| asparagus, a good plateful of 
jelly de Marasquin, and a prime 
_ bit of stilton, washes down the 

same with a good example of 

JuLEs Mums, some really stun- 
_ ning Hockheimer, and actually 
decent pegs of dry sherry, suc- 
ceeded at a later period by '58 
| Lafitte ad lib., he ought to feel, 
and be, a trifle more up to the 

‘* proposing ”’ business. 

The doose of it is, too, that 
I’ve no doubt Fiora knows this 
as well as I do. 

Reflection.—And that ac- 
counts for this artfulness on the 
dear girl's part. 

But what's to be done ? 

She must have seen me, be- 
cause, as the window is open, 
| and I've pulled up the blind, 

I’m now literally standing ‘‘in 


‘| my own light.” 


There's no help for it, I 
must face my doom. 

Refleection.—But I wish I had 
a little more cheek to face it 
with. 

Mem.—Good...... To put this 
to dear Fiona with the artfal 
addition that ‘‘cheek is nota 
feature of mine.” 


Reflection (impromptu). — 


DISS | Gracious! but supposing she 
//||VSS | seizes the chance and says in 
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FANCY GOES A LONG WAY. 


Swell. Giass ov BItrer, PLEASE. 

Facetious Barman, Yrs, Sir. 

Swell (having drunk the Ale). Taat wasy’t Brrrer, was rr? 

Facetious Barman. I BELIEVE 80, Str. IF rT WASN'T, YOU MUST FANCY IT WAS! 
Swell, On, VERY WELL; Fancy I HAVE PAID FoR IT TOO, WILL rou? Goop Day. 


ji 
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her pretty way, ‘‘ Well, sir, 


PSS | then — set your face against 
~ | mines’ 


| Goodness !! 
| That would be making worse 
| ‘Wworser. 

But it’s really no good dally- 
ing any ail 

Reflection (on stepping away 
from the Lafitte into the 
_ verandah).—Talk of Foxhunt- 
_ing, Trampeter, and all the 
rest of it, why, this is a doosid 
deal ever so much worse ! 

In the meantime I am ad- 
vancing towards dear Fiona. 

(To be continued. ) 
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JUDY’S JOTTINGS. 
€@ Tae Austrian Govern- 
ment have been giving the 
Vienna lodging-house kee 
ers a lesson which may 
imitated with advantage at 
Ramsgate and Margate dur- 
ing the coming season by our 
own authonties. Things 
have been so bad in Vienna 


- -m™:- 


——— mee 


—-— mee « 
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during the Exhibition, that the Times correspondent récom- 
mended none but “ industrial enthusiasts or millionaires " to visit 
Vienna till they are mended. ‘ No conscientious man of mode- 
rate means is justified in coming to Vienna with his wife and 
daughter.” The New Free Press of Vienna states that, owing to 
the interference of the Government authorities, who have revised 
the tarit¥, the Vienna restaurants have lowered their prices. 
Couldn't the advocates of “ practical legislation ” do a little in this 
line for poor paterfamilias during the ensuing summer ? 


—— ‘ e °@e © 
G2” It is announced that, on his ad ahaa | visit to this 
country, the Shah of Persia will be accompanied by his Cabinet 
and by three wives. He has set apart £5,000,000 sterling for 
his European journey. As the Shah is reputed to be a just and 
generous, as well as wise and temperate ruler, although he is 
absolute lord and master of the lives and property of his 
subjects, he is sure of a cordial welcome in this country. If his 
character were to be gauged by the place of his residence, one 
would suppose him to be Teheran ical to the last degree. 


—_—_@—— 

‘€ Tue Woman's Rights-women have, it is reported, received 
a rebuff in the person of one of their foremost members. ‘“ Mrs. 
Fawcetr was requested to Jeave a free public reading-room, and, 
wishing to try the question, has ascertained from the secretary of 
the Public Library Commissioners that women have a right to 
use free reading-rooms and public libraries.” Of course they 
have—the sex established long ago—as far back as the days of 
Mr. CaupLte—an ability to hold their own in what the French 
cull Ja lecture. es ; 

GS “ Prysician, heal thyself.” A Bill to amend the law re- 
lating to Juries in Ireland, introduced by the Marquis of Harr- 
INGTON, proposes to exempt from serving on juries “ anv person 
who cannot read and write the English language.” When the 
time comes round again for drawing up the Queen's Speech— 
should the Liberals survive so long—let Ministers look to it, or 
they will be free of all the juries in the kingdom for the re- 
mainder of their natural lives. 


— 

g@ Tae strike movement is still spreading. See here:—“ A 
strike has taken place in the Brighton ‘Workhouse, in conse- 
quence of the medical officer having stopped the supply of beer 
as a part of the dietary.’ A rumour that the paupers intend to 
turn out in a body, lacks confirmation. 


—-o-— 

gr Juvy learns from an American paper that a fire-engine, 
loaded” with soapsuds and lampblack. was lately used to dis- 
perse a political crowd in the United States, by order of the 
authorities. ‘What would be said.” is asked grandly, “ by the 
free and independent in the Old Country. if this style of persuad- 
ing were had recourse to?” Why, this: that if the lampblack 
were left out, the soapsuds wouldn't hurt. Try it, the next time 
Opeer harangues the Great Unwashed in Trafalgar Square. 


CORRESPONDENCE, 
Wholly Imaginary and Utterly Unreliable. 
Y 


From Captain Epwarp Curtis, Mariner, to the Lonp Carey Justicz. 
My Lorp,—It having come to my knowledge you are in doubt as to 
grammatical construction of quotation applied hy party calling himself — 
if rightfully or otherwise, will not venture to bazard a conjecture at 
preaent moment—by the name of TicusornR, spelt with aé anda u, 
accidental and, as it were, permiscus. Under these circumstances, I feel it 
my duty to refer you to the book in which it appears, and having over- 
hanled make a note of. Hoping no offence, and shall be glad to see you 
and consult farther on subject, if you will call any time at Notes and 
Queries office. — Faithfully and to command—Epwarp Curt.z. 
P.S.—Stand by. 


II. 
From one of the Jury to his Good Lady in the Country. 


Dgarest Perrums,—Do not be uneasy abont me, but enjoy yourself 
as much as youcan. We've got the cushions,—Yours ever—Porpums. 


III. 

From the Unlikely Vagrant to Jupy. 

Dean Mapsm,— Don’t you think you would mike a hit with my ad- 
ventures tncognito, say as a vendor of doy’s-collars or monkeys on a 
stick I could get myself up in one of CLarkson's wigr, and an old pair 
of dirty white-kid gloves, so as to look the character to the life; and if 
you stand the ‘‘ props,” and a few Sodas-and-B.'s, I will do the thing 
just for the fun of it, and charge you nothing. — Yours ever, 

Taw On tirxety VacRrant. 

P.8.—I must make two stipulations, though :—1. That you print the 


JUDY, OR THE LONDON SERIO-COMIC JOURNAL. 71 


number ]’m in on pink toned paper. 2. That you put it about I’m in the 
Guards. I'll say a few words about drill and so on to lead up to it. 


IV. 
From Juvy to the Unlikely One. 
Daax Vaeorant,—I will supply you, gratuitously, with half-a-erewn’s 
worth of matches, by which, I feel certain, with your talents, you ean 
easily realize the price of several 8 -and-B.’s.— Yours, Jupy. 


v. 
From the Unlikely to Jupy. 
(A week later. ) 
Never again, old Jady. I am now just rising from my siek bed. It 
has been very painful, bot still, I thank goodness, it has been no werse. 
Only never again for yours truly—The U. V. 


TOMMY PRANCE, YOU KNOW. 


My mother gave a little dance, 
Now some few years ago 

(My mother’s name is Mrs. Pranon, - 
And I’m her son, you know). 


And I was but a sby man then, 
And did not wish to go; 

Said she, ‘‘ We sadly want young men, 
So you must come, you know.” 


I said, ‘‘ Mamma, [ really hate 
Affairs of this kind so ; 

And you'll be keeping it up late— 
That's bad for me, you know.” 


‘*If ever, Tom, you want a wife, 
You must come out a beau ; 

Seme partner nice, for waltz or life, 
You there may meet, you know.” 


I saw, then, what mamma had meant 
(My spirits sank quite low) 
By getting up a dance : I went 
(She’d order’d me, you know). 
* ® 


* * 


‘This is Miss Imocere Fitzonzs ;” 
I only said, ‘Oh! ob!” 

The courage oozed from out my bones 
(I was so shy, you know), 


We tried a dance, she seem’d so kind ; 
I trod upon her toe; 
I threw her down, she did not mind : 
It vexes some, you know. 
s * e e 


Yes, Iumy, Jove; yes, Mrs. Praxon, 
One moment more, or 80; 

I’m telling them about that dance 
Where first we met, you know. 


SPUTTERINGS FROM JUDY’S PEN. 

It is not true that Mr Hawxina uss asked if he had any wager on the 
trial. He was asked if be bad Anught-on. 

Tus Olympic playbill says, ‘* Doors open at seven,—7.30, to oblige 
Bexson.”” Who is Bansox, that the time should be changed to oblige him? 

A rouxa lady, learning to spell, wants to know if there’s a he in love? 
Generally. 

Sportine.—Last Derby Day, the green young man who “ went down” 
was ‘‘ picked up.” 

PiscaTORIAL.—Thbe fisherman who died lately took bis hook. 

Jupy has an ardent admirer, who is so hard up, that he cannot even 
pay his addresses to her. 

The strongest building society ought, surely, to be the Hercules, at any 
rate the Herculeast likely to burst up. 

Toers is a wretched little, miserable, unbappy militiaman Jupy has 
beard of, who, just because be happens to have a bad sore-throat, goes 
about calling himself a hoarse soldier. 

Wuart is the difference between a foreteller of events and College dues ? 
— One belongs to the goodly fellowship of the prophets, and the other to the 
goodly profits of the fellowship. 


THE 12TH VOLUME OF “JUDY” NOW READY, 


Price Right Shillings, handsomely bound in Red Cloth, with Gilt Edges. 
Cases for Binding Vol. XII., Two Shillings. 
Also can be had, Vols. I. to XI., Right Shillings each, 


One Shilling: post free, 1s. 2id., 


JUDY'S BOOK OF COMICALITIES. 


600 Humorevus Picrrres. 
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THE DEED OF DARKNESS. 
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Tasieav I. Tax Sotrrary Marpen.—She sat alone 
in pensive thought. Poor unprotected one ! with a long 
journey before her, too. 


Tasieau II. Toe Spriaurty Cava.tiers.—Their names 
were Ike and Atty, They sat on each side of her, and 
at her made eyes. 
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Tasieav III. Ix tHE Tuxnet.—They simultaneously r Tasieau IV. Our or toe TunneL aGarn.—The sudden bump 
dconceived the wicked design of kissing that solitary maiden hurt them dreadfully. They rubbed their damaged nasal 
in the tunnel, and together knocked their noses. organs, whilst she smiled faintly. 
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}  Qasteav VY. Ar tHe Journey's Exp.—Why did not she pull up her veil before, though? If she had—— But no matter. Atty and IKE {make 
tracks in opposite directions. 
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Another nice Ladylike Little Game. Not such fun, though, if you don’t get kissed. 
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The Great Joke of the Thing—Home again. Forty miles in a third-class carriage with two people too much on each side. 


ROSE ANNA: REGINA. 


: Henry Disgraces Himself. 
Dip I tell you that Jonson, our butler, was grey and slightly bald, and 
was & man with what is called a presence about him, and that he had an 
overwhelming power of eye ? 

I find Josson’s eye almost too many for me when he, as it were, turns 
it on full from the main. I find that the simple act of eating an egg 
under Jopson’s eye is chokier than at other times, and much more messy. 

I have reason to believe that Jonson has set me down in his own mind 
as a messer, and has formed a mean opinion of me in consequence, I ob- 
serve he watches me wipe my feet upon the mat with grave solicitude, and 
he notes and numbers the crumbs I let fall at my meals, which, in an 
agonized whisper, he directa the boy in buttons to sweep up—the B. in B. 
thus falling a victim to my crumbs, and evidently vowing vengeance as he 
plies the dust-brush and pan. . 

I don’t think I can stand much more of this man-at-arms style of 
superintendence on the part of the butler. I think I shall lose my 
appetite under it, and I don’t enjoy my meals a bit. 

Ross AnnA—who must have been born to occupy lofty spheres—seems 


to enjoy it immensely, and has the butler and boy drawn up in a row 
every day with their backs to the sideboard, while we eat a few small 
things off big dishes. bs fraaad 

I may get used to it, I suppose, and even get to enjoy it in course of 
time, but at present it rather weighs me down, and makes my simple food 
a burthen to me. 

I am conscious all the while we are under Jonson's eye, and that we are 
acting a sort of play—a kind of high comedy hideously artificial and un- 
satisfactory, which, as it allows but little opportunity for properly pegging 
away, leaves a hollow void behind of an unsatisfactory character. 

For instance, Rose ANNA, in a dreamy tone of exquisite breeding, 
asks me, over our splash of soup (I always splash it, and Josson looks 
broken-hearted), whether I have spent my morning inthe Park? To this 
I reply, in a drawling tone suited to a fashionable lounger accustomed to 
that sort of thing, that I have been doing the Botanical, and as I say so, 
hope to goodness the boy and butler don’t know I have been round the 
corner all the morning, playing billiards with the marker, and that they 
won't denounce me in an indignant chorus before Rosk Anna. 

Again, for instance, when I have my sherry poured out, I taste it 
critically, and say I think it is hardly as good as that the man sent us 


= 


last, and scarcely dry enough for my palate; though I do this with some 
very awful misgivings about the butler, who may be a good judge of 
sherry, and all the while silently contemptuous respecting me and my 
opinions. Therefore, when presently I say I should like a glass of port, 
I fancy be hands it to me in silent pity, with an expression which seems 
to say, “‘ Drink it, if you will. It is not my place to tell you what cheap, 
nasty trash it is, and what a fool you are to touch it. Drink, and if 
possible survive.” 

Yes, I am certain of it, that butler looks down upon me from a height, 
and only tolerates me because I have something or other (rather vague 
and undefined) to do with his 
wages. And it’s very certain he 
won’t put up with too much of 
my nonsense. 

I am thus, as it were, under 
surveillance all the time I am at 
home, and don’t really breathe 
freely unless a door is closed be- 
hind Jopson. However, as he 
has a horrible noiseless way with 
him, it is best to make quite sure 
he has really left the room before 
you give way to exultation. 

For instance :— 

We have been having a dead 
weight of Jonson weighing on us 
throughout our dreary meal, and 
I am bowed down and humbled, 
and don't feel to have the spirit 
of a mouse. 

We have been doing-a quantity 
of big talk for the special benefit SS Pop Hee 
of Jopson, and Rosg Anna has eee 5 eae 
been telling me a fashionable Saerssor \\ SS 
aneedote I had heard her tell 
before, for Josson’s edification, 
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mony”; and the revelations made by these statistics are as fear- 
fal as they are wonderful. 

We learn that after the question has been popped and answered 
in the affirmative, the mystery which surrounds the age of ladies 
at once disappears. The Registrar-General is full of informa- 
tion on this difficult subject. And, quoth the ’7iser,— : 

‘‘The freaks of old men and old women in the matrimonial line show 
how green in old age British octogenarians seem to be.” 

(N.B.—The italics are Jupy’s own.) For, if the Registrar- 
General is to be trusted, in 
1870 eleven gentlemen ap- 
proaching 90 years of age be- 
took themselves to the altar 
of Hymen. The wife of one 
of them was 80, while the 
others married young women 
of 30 and 85. The marriage 
of an old bachelor of 75 with 
an old maid of three-score- 
and-ten is recorded. A lady 
at the ripe age of 65 was 
successful in winning the 
hand and heart of a spooney 
of 30. 

All this is bad enough, but 
worse remains behind. ‘After 
this, the deluge,” would be an 
appropriate cli to such a 
reign of terror. The widows 
seem the most adventurous 
and successful. Several are 
mentioned who, after having 
passed their seventieth year, 
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while I have sat it out with a 
sickly smile. | 7 
Josson has handed us things in 
the solemnest and-most crushing 
style, so that, for my part, I feel 
heartily ashamed of myself for 
taking two helps of potatoes, and 
am inclined to think I ought to 
make a formal apology for allow- 
ing him to help me to more 


greens. 

The awful ceremony is at last 
concluded, and Jonson, having 
put on the dessert (almonds and 
raisins, four oranges.and six figs), 
retires like the ghost in Hamlet. 

The weight is, with his depar- 
ture, at Jast removed from my 
long-suffering breast. I breathe 
again, and feel wildly buoyant. 

I kick up my heels figuratively, 
and one leg literally, and shriek 
out in wild delight, — 

‘‘Thank Heaven, we've got rid 
of that wretched old frump! 
Rosy- Posy, my popsy - wopsy, 
which will you take—a ha’p’orth 
of figs, or two oranges for three- 
halfpence ?”’ 

A terrible change in Rosz 
Awna’s face arrests me, and with 
an instinctive knowledge of what 
has happened, my blood freezes 
in my veins. 

Josson has not left the room ! 

He stands a petrified witness 
of my insane outburst. 

He has heard me call him a 
‘* wretched old frump.”’ 


PREPARED FOR ANYTHING. 


London Friend. Urpin Town atu By Yoursgiy, ER! WueErn's 
THE Missvus ! 

Good Old Soul. On, sue BE Mortat Bap a-Bgp, poor Taine ! 

Friend, Tsat’Ly spor your Houway, En? ! 

Good Old Soul. Wet, wo, Sir; 1F sue Pops Orr suDpEN, 
THEY'RE TO WRITE UP AND LET ME KNOW. 
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AMBITION. 


Grandmamma (encouragingly). AND WHAT WILL rou BE, Harry, 
WHEN YOU GRow uP? 

Harry. Purass, Gran’ma, I'D LIKE TO BE AN ORGAN-GRINDER 
witH A Monkey. 


— ————— 


put off their weeds, and were 
wooed (and won, too) by men 
still in the prime of life. 
(‘‘ Wooed and one-two,” might 
be taken as an appropriate 
motto by these enterprising 
ladies.) 

Of a piece with the wonders 
worked by the widows is the 
extraordinary number of mar- 
riages between old men and 
young girls. Here we leave 
the weeds and get to the 
flowers. June, in her fifteenth 
year, weds December at sixty ; 
and a hale old gentleman of 
seventy-five wins the heart of 
an interesting creature just 
entering the twenties: One 
widow at the age of sweet six- 
teen enters again into wedlock ; 
and “ her example was follow- 
ed in 1870 by 325 girls not 
more than sixteen years of 
age.” 

Only one more fact remains 
to be mentioned before closing 
this melancholy recital. Says 
Jupy’s contemporary :— 

‘*The total number of marriages 
which took place in this country 
in 1870 amounted to nearly 
182,000.” 

If, with the example before 
them, furnished by herself and 
That Man P., of how much 


Can I turn it off somehow? No, I can’t think of a way. 

Shall I apologize ? 

Bhall I go down on my hands and knees and hide under the table ? 
(To be continued. ) 


———— 


SAD STATE OF THE MATRIMONIAL MARKET. 


Tue Morning Advertiser has been making an elaborate analysis 
of the Report of the Registrar-General, in respect to the Statis- 
tics of Married Life—or (as it is put in advertisements bearing 
on the subject) inquiries have been made “ with a view to Matri- 


better people get on apart, there are still to be found in one 
year 182,000 matrimonial fanatics, it shows that even CAaRLYLE’s 
statement that “the population of England and Wales was 
eleven millions of people, most/y fools,” did not give anything 
like the whole case. If the 11,000,000 are what the Chelsea 
philosopher calls them, to what a height of folly must these 
182,000 have attained! And how little regard seems to have 
been paid, after all, to the advice given, years ago, by The Man 
P., when “To those about to marry,” he simply (very simply) 
said, “Don’t”! 
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RATTLETRAP RHYMES,—No. 138. Cousin Peter: A Tale of Crime. 


I sav alone, in deep’ning gloom, 
Within my sombre student's room ; 
And ponder’d, with a solemn face, 
On origin of human race. 


When enter’d one, a stranger he, 

Who made a lowly bow to me ; 

Then warmly shook me by tbe hand— 
His manner was benign and bland. 


He spoke—than his no accents sweeter— 
- Dear Joux, behold your cousin Purse : 
List, and I'll show the reason why 

We're near relations, you and I. 


‘(My sister Jawe’s first husband's aunt 
Was married to a Mister Grant ; 
While Maun, my mother's eldest niece, 
Became the wife of Jonzs 4P Rexce. 


“‘ Your mother’s uncle, WILLIAM'S pa, 
And cousin Jane’s child's stepmamma, 
Were, as of course you plainly see, 
All cousins in the first degree. 


He shook bis head, 


‘¢ But Srzpugn’s daoghter, Mrs. W11p, 

Had only one surviving child ; 

And here relationship begins, 

For Rosz, Tom's girl, was bless’d with twins. 


‘Your aunt was one, while Graoz, the other, 
Wed uncle Grig8’s cousin's brother, 

Whose nephew's wife was niece to me, 

So now you know the pedigree. 


“¢ For Susan’s daughter's youngest son 
(Susaw had six and Eragt one) 
Married my mother, Juanita, 

And so you see I’m cousin Parser !”’ 


Quoth I, ‘‘ Dear sir, I do not doubt 
Your facts, although I can’t make out 
The kinship between me and you, 
Nor which is which, nor who is who.” 


** Indeed !” cried he in accents bland, 


Permit me, cousin, to explain, 

I'll tell the story o’er again : 

‘¢ My sister Jawn’s first husband’s aunt 
Was married to a Mister Gaawr——’”’ 
‘** No—no,’’ I cried, in deep contrition, 
‘Spare me ! O spare the repetiice:! ” 


Said he, ‘‘ In vain you bid me cease— 
Mavup was my mother’s eldest niece——’ 
**O stop! ’’ I pleaded ; 
My uncle, cousin, father, mother— 
‘Or all at once—but close your lips, 
And spare me the relationships! ” 

** It cannot be ; 
I must disclose the pedigree. 


“¢ Your mother’s uncle, WILLIAM'S pa, 

And cousin Janz’s child’s stepmamma 
(WILLiaM was Hewry’s elder brother), 
Were cousins all to one another——” 


“No more!” I shriek’d, ‘no more explain ; 
Pity my giddy whirling brain ; : * * e * os 


My gold and jewels freely take, 
But spare my mind, for mercy’s sake! ” 
Then spoke the monster, unbeguiled, — 
‘* Joun’s eldest daughter had one child, 


And here relationship begins— 
Ross—Manry’s girl—gave birth to twins ——” 
¢ Villain !” I yell'd, ‘‘ this ts too bad ; 

"Tis plain you strive to drive me mad: 

I warn you, sirrah, have a care! 

I’m strong—and deaperate— Beware/ i 


Soft fell the loathsome thing's reply, 

‘¢ We're kinsmen—I must tell you why— 
One twin, your aunt—dear Grace, the other, 
Wed uncle Grzzs's cousin’s brother ——” 


ae ty While yet the words hung on his tongue, 
‘9, | Like madden’d tiger-cat I sprung, 
vy And ere my action he could note, 
I clutch'd him by his quiv'ring throat. 


His face turn'’d blue and black and red, 

“a His eyeballs started from his head ; 

‘¥}.. "No more Pll hear!” I yell'd, ‘no moro !” 
a and hurl’d him wriggling on the floor ! 

‘ : 


‘* be my brother, 


Throttled he lay—yet turn’d his head, 
And, choking, these words murmuréd : 

‘* His nephew's wife—was niece—to me— 
This ¢s the fam’ly pedigree !’’ 

In horror, then, I gazed aghast, 

Each grunt he gurgled seem’d his last ; 

Yet gasp’d he ere his course was run, 

‘* Yes—Susan's daughter's —youugest son.’ 


Then fought for breath—then paused awhile, 
Then smiled a sad and sickly smile; 

Then sigh'd, ‘‘I die with one regret— 

I have not quite convineed you yet.” 


‘*Oh, Joun ! of my last words take heed— 
Indeed! Indeed // Inpgrv!!! INDEED !!!! 
My mother’s name was Juanita, 

And ]’m, in trath, your cousin Persr !” 


He died. —Twelve men, devoid of sense, 
Declared my story no defence ; 
They'll bang me with the morn’s 


3 light— 
P’rhaps, after all, it serves me rig 


t! 


THE UNDECIDED GENTLEMAN 
Is In for It this Time. 
Nearer and Nearer—Worss and more Worse—The Danger !—The 
|Deed | !—The Crisis //1 

Taw nearer I get to the little bench at thé end of the verandah, the nearer 
am I to the awful fact that the largish bundle of white diaphanousness 
there awaiting me is dear Fiona in her war-paint, that is, you know, in 
her whitewnuslin ‘‘ book.” 

Reflection.—Then J shall be brought to book. 

Mem.—Though I may be regularly ‘‘ booked,” I yet shall never feel 
a tome, I know. N.B.—At home, don’t you see? 

Good, that, stunning, you know, for a fellow trembling on the very 
verge of an abyss-affair. 

However, it’s no good my’trembling here, and, at the same time, making 
jokes under the very eye of the enemy any longer. 

Let me do as that artfal poet recommends other Fellows to do, which 
is, to ‘suffer and be brave.” 

Reflection.—There isn’t much doubt about the ‘‘suffering,” but there 
#3 some—more than much, even—about the “ bravery” part of it. 

What, O what, would —or rather, wouldn't—I give to be once more 
back in that soft thing in chairs in the dining-room, with that even more 
soft thing in elarete—Sir Josupn’s famous '58 Lafitte ! 


The presentiment I felt before (in the last chapter) gets even a worse 
sort of one than before (than it got last week). 

I didn’t, really, feel half so queer even when going blindly over that 
beast of a mill-stream on that brute of a Trumpeter, as I feel now when 
appreaching dear Fiona on her bench with my eyes open. 

I suppoee, Properly, it’s really the correct thing to feel quite right when 
one approaches one’s Doom. 

I, however, somehow or other, feel quite wrong. * . 

What wouldn’t I give, now, for a first-class ‘‘ ceded tick 
Dooptr’s, the Club of my Happy Childhood's Days ! 

What wouldn't I, even, just give for a quiet weed and ditto S. -and-B. 
in some quiet spot far, far away ! 

I feel that if I could but oaly pat it off till—eay, to-morrow morning, 
or, as the lawyer fellows say, in their jolly, undecided way, ‘‘ adjourn,” 
all might yet be well. 

For instance, don’t you know? I might, who knows? receive the very 
doose and all of a Telegram by the very first telegraph in the morning 
—some time before anybody is up—‘‘ necessitating ’—good word, that, 
to break things quietly to dear Fiona with—'‘‘ my instant return to Town, 
on affairs of the extremest utmost tmportance”’ (with a good lot of =e 
scattered up and down). 

Besides, teo—Gracious | there’s that little sigh of appeal again ! 

All hope ie o’er ! 
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It must—it must be done!...... ! 
It shall !...... Bciuts : 
. * * * “a 
Whether it is the pebbly nature 
of the floor of the verandah, or 
whether it was that confounded 
cucumber, [ am not sure about, 
but, anyhow, I don’t seem to be 
progressing towards my doom so 
straight as I ought to. 
7 * * 


‘ 
« 
’ 


* 


I have arrived at the well- 
known bench at last. 

Another gentle, not to say 
plaintive, thing in sighs greets my 
arrival 
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Reflection.—Under the circum- 
stances, what the doose ought I 
to say now? 

Mem.—Be prosaic, to get out 
of the poetical. 

B Witleiscs: I am prosaic. 

‘* What's the matter?” I say 
to the remarkable circumference 
of white diaphanousness I see be- 
fore me. 

The sigh gets even more so than 

ore. 

I repeat my question, with the 
addition of ‘‘ dear Frora.” 

Directly I have uttered the last 
two words I feel that I have said 
too much. 

The white diaphonousness is 
cuddled up in a corner, leaving a 
portion of the celebrated bench 
vacant. 

There is no mistake whatever 
about the vacancy. 

There is no error in any way 
about the person who is to be 
cuddled up in its space! ! 

The sigh (even more so than 
ever) is repeated ! ! ! 

What, O what, will become of 
me? 

> * * * * 

Somehow or other, I find myself down on the bench at last. 

Somehow or other, I find my lower portions almost immediately covered 
well over with a lot of the white ‘‘ book.” 

There is no error about it—I am ‘‘ booked.” 

What's to be done now, though; ought I to begin at it, or wait for 
dear Fiona to do it ? 

ion.—If she waits for me to do it, she'll have to wait some little 
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in with her), 


period. 
Bless me, there she is at it again with her little noise of aggravation! 


I must begin it, I suppose. 
Reflection (a tremendous thing in im us).—Tell her I’m afraid 


‘she’s getting the doose of a cold, and bolt off for shawl like anything. 
PB. % 


above Reflection.—Yes—and send the shawl by some other 


Good...... Stunning...... First-rate...... Wonderful idea ! 

I put this idea quietly—but with the right empressement peculiar to the 
occasion—to dear FLORA. 

It, however, doesn’t have at all the desired effect. 

Dear Fiona, on the contrary, says directly, in the very dickens and all 
of a thrilling thing in moonlight whispers, — 

**O dear No, dearest Avaustus!”’...... 

Pausd)......... , 

‘0, how could I be cold now that you are beside me, Avaustus !” 

This is awful. 

I must, however, reply, 

** So glad, Fuora,’’ I reply. ‘‘ But, to tell you the truth, the damp’s 
rising up, and the dew’s falling down like—like the very d—— in a most 
tremendous way, that is, you know.” 

**O,” says dear Fiora’s voice, sounding, I do declare, even nearer than 
it did before, ‘‘O, I do so like it so!” 

Reflection.—Just fancy a young person who has arrived at the years of 
discretion (some little time ago, too, if you come to that) liking beastly 
damp and dew rising up and falling down ! 

Mem.—This, though, is the dews of a damper for me. 

Very good, that......I1t wouldn’t quite do, though, would it, to put it 
to Fiona? she mightn’t see the point of it from the same point that I 
see it. SolI say instead, — 

‘*T’m so glad you're comfortable and—all that, Fiona.” 

The Voice—getting ever nearer and nearer—says directly, and with 
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**¥SO DEAR TO ME THE HOUR.??—Byron. 


Mary (who has been sent to market, and told to bring the new ** Daily” 
I¥ you PLazz, Sir, THE Hour 1s Nink o’Ciock, AND YUU 
WON'T CATCH YoUR TRAIN IF YOU AREN'T QUICK. 
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playful reproachfulness, “ Fiona, 
my Aveustus, what else besides 
Fora, sir?” 

Goodness gracious, what does 
she mean? Why, I haven’t done 
it—that is, I haven’t proposed— 
properly yet. 

Nef So I dissemble and say, ‘‘I beg 
. = your pandon, dear Fiora.”’ 


rN) 

* 
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Merciful goodness ! 

Little did I know what great 
things might spring up from little 
dittoes...... 

I feel a distinct and unmistak- 
able advance of the white ‘‘book’”’ 
towards me...... I hear her Voice 
quite close to me now. 

“‘Then I am dear to my Avaus- 
Wi Tus |” 
Ni (Pause),........ 

Then a little more of the plain- 

tive sigh-business. 


(Pause again). oe me 


‘ 
\ i) 


This is simply terrible. 

When one fellow asks another 
fellow if he—or rather, if she—is 
dear to him, what on earth can 
the other fellow say?” 

Reflection.—Say, ‘‘ Yes, dear 
at any price.” 

N.B.— True, but query—polite ? 

But I feel this to be the very 


crisis. 

My fate, I know, hangs on my 
answer. 

Reflection (after thinking away 
with lightning-like rapidity). — 
But she don’t give one a chance 
even ; she puts a question to one 
and then answers herself right off. 
She tells herself, as cool as a 
cucumber, that she ts dear to her 
Avavustus—that is, to Yours de- 
spairingly. : 

Is there no opening left for my 
~~ dissembling after this ? 

Can I feign deafness in the nearest ear through the rising damp and 
falling dew ? | 

My Forvre is trembling in the scales. 

Which way will it go? 

(See result next week.) 


THE ONLY JONES. 


BE ES os H Most Hon’r'p Ma’am,—If there 
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Y is a theatrical manager I respect, 
and to whom I wish every possible 
¢ 3 
_ : 


success, Mr. Hinastox, of the 
Opera Comique (in this style, with 
life-like portrait, and a multitude — 
of other matter, price twopence), 
is the man. If there is a young 
lady whom I worship in secret, 
it is (please, Ma’am, not to men- 
tion this, for, though I am the 
Onty Jones, my wife most de- 
cidedly and unmistakably is the 
only Mrs. J.), Miss Ross Brut. 
Well, Hon’r'd Ma’am, you will 
grieve with me to hear that the 
. libretto of the Wonderful Duck, 
= an adaptation of Le Canard a 
< Trois Becs, is unquestionably dull, 
andthat the music, by EmrLe Jonas, is not much livelier or more original 
than the words. The piece is beautifully mounted, and on this score deserves 
a popularity which its feeble lines and resuscitated Jon MiLuERs will never 
give it, any more than will the grimacings of Mr. Opgut, or the acrobatic 
feats of Mr. Broxert. On the night of its production the funniest part was 
played by a ‘‘ property” clock-case in the second act, through which not 
only the characters but occasionally carpenters and scene-shifters thought 
fit to make their entrances and exits. There, Ma'am, that’s all my 
grumble ; so now, if you please, let me tell you that Mr. Grorcz Honky 
gets all the fun the author will allow him out of the part of Commodore 
Van Shivertop, and that Miss Harriett Covenry does wonders with Sem- 
pronia, ‘‘a victim of virtue,” and that Miss Karuuzxn Ryan sings and 


———— 
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acts in a manner that gratified the ears and eyes of your 0. J. I meanto 
pay a second visit to ike Over Comique, Hon’r’d Ma’am, for I feel sure, 
now the necessary alterations and curtailments have been made, the piece 
will go much better, and I sincerely hope the Wonderful Duck may bring 


wonderful luck to Mr. Hruaston. 
THE THOUGHTLESS MAID. 


ph G@arsRLDA Green was fair, I ween, 
GRISELDA GREEN was young ; 
Bright eyes had she, and Grecian nose, 
She had a mouth like an open rose — 
She also had a tongue. 


Admired was she, most awfal-ly, 
By many a youthfal spark. 
Black was her eye, and black her hair ; 
For when I said that she was fair, 
I meant that she was dark. 


But there was one—the draper’s son— 
A Mr. Peter Grey, 
Who thought Miss Gngzn an angel bright, 
And used to dream of her by night, 
And worship her by day. 


And Gaissy, too, as Perer knew, 
Was deep in love with him ; 
For he was pale and rather tall, 
And very elegant withal— 
And very, very slim. 


But Grissy’s pa, and Grissy'’s ma, 
With housemaid, cook, and nurse, 
Against the union set their face— 
Until the lovers’ piteous case 
Grew woree, and worse, and worse. 


Sobs, groans, and sighs, and tears and cries, 
Were all a useless fuss ; 
And so one day, said Pater Grey, 
‘¢ My love, suppose we run away! ” 
Then Guissy Green spake thus :— 


‘6 We'll take our flight next Friday night,” 
She answer'd eagerly : 
*€ Outside the house, at half-past eight, 
. | You stand and whictle at the gate— 
Until you hear from me.” 


The night came round, and Perse found 
Himeelf before the gate; 
The wind was high, the air was ehill, 
When he began, with right good will, 
To whistle and to wait. 
Phen doubts he had, leat Grissy’s dad 
Out of his reach had borne her ; 
For to his whistling he could find 
Wo answering voice, except the wind, 
That whistled round the corner. 


He linger'd there, in sheer despair, 
Till one o’clock next morning ; 
And, having caught a dreadful cold, 
Was carried off, as I am told, 
At scarce a moment's warning. 


Now when his mistress beard of this, 
The tears bedew'd her cheek ; 
The fact is, she forgot their flight 
IIad been arranged for Friday night— 
And thought 'twas Friday week ! 


ROUNDABOODUT. 


By the Square Man. 

Ow the 24th of May the Alexandra Palace, at Muswell Hill, opened its 
doors to the public. Setting aside the natural confusion and the unreadi- 
ness which must invariably characterize a ‘‘ first day,” everything went 
amoothly and pleasantly enough. The flower show was good, and the 
concert was better—to those few who could hear it—but the large dome 
appropriated a good deal of the singers’ voices. The picture galleries are 
well filled with good specimens of art, some choice paintings by TURNER 
and Mruiais being amongst the numher. 

A capital dinner was eaten, and many excellent speeches delivered, at 
the Fifty-eighth Anniversary Festival of the ‘‘ Artiste’ General Benevo- 
lent Institution,” held at Wrizrs’s Rooms on the 10th ultimo, and I 
was glad to meet ao large, so brilliant. and so distinguished an assemblage 
there, supporting, to the extent of £1,683 in bard cash, one of the most 
deserving and admirably conducted charities in existenee. 

It is a pleasure to be able to speak in terms of high praise of a little 
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volume of poems I have lately received, ‘‘ Songs of Killarney,” by ALYRED 
PercevaL Graves. The rhyme and rhythm are essentially “‘ neat,” and, 
if the subjects do not aim at the highest point of poetical art, they are 
certainly eminently pleasant reading. 

‘(Little Mr. Bouncer,” by the Author of ‘‘ Verdant Green,” written in 
the same pleasant strain as its predecessor, will amuse its readers. 

‘‘Skipaway and His Cousin” (Horrsn), isa farcial novel of the wildest 
description, but as one of the characters is a lunatic, I suppose rough-and- 
tumble fun is in keeping with the part. 

Those clever conjurors, Masxetyym & Cooxr, have opened the 
Egyptian Hall with the same entertainment they gave with such success 
at the Crystal Palace a short time sinee. Words cannot describe the 
wonderful feats these ‘* Royal Iilusionists’’ accomplish. The exposure 
of so-called spiritual manifestations is complete. Mrs. Masxetyrn floats 
in the air, tables move bither and thither, sticks become literally ‘‘ walk- 
ing” sticks, and in the concluding portion of the ‘‘ manifestations,” the 
performers enter and leave an isolated cabinet with a rapidity and an 
invisibility that is hardly credible. : 


JUDY’S JOTTINGS. 


= Ir is mentioned by the Civilian that the Board of Inland 
Revenue has entered actions against many of the railway com- 
panies to recover arrears alleged to be due for: the Passenger 
Duties. Jupy hopes the Inland Revenue Board will keép on 
entering actions, and succeed in all of them. To be brought to 


‘p proper sense of their Passenger Duties is just what the railway 


companies want. Their arrangements for carrying cattle are 


pretty tolerable, but very few railway companies, up to the’ 


present, have made any adequate provision for human beings. 


———~- 
gee THE pe ee of a naval contemporary writes to say . 


that “the oil which has been introduced into the navy for the 
sake of ita cheapness, has turned out to be very expensive. It 
has damaged the machinery, and, on analysis, has been found to 
be an inferior oil of the croton description.” This is the old 
story. Spoil-a-shilling-knife-to-skin-a-flint-and-save-a-farthing. 
This is Liberal economy! What a long-suffering animal Jonn 


ae is, to have stood this sort of treatment so long! ([Electors, 


—————— 


—— 


THE MODERN HAROUN-AL-RASCHID ON HIS TRAVELS. 


Tue Shah of Persia is actually on his way to us, sparkling 
with jewels and beaming with generosity; and Jou» Bott is 
preparing to give him a cordial welcome to a country which 
lately has not shone over-brilliantly in the matter of hospitality. 
Bravo, Mr. Lowe! It is never too late to mend. 


= 


SPUTTERINGS FROM JUDY’S PEN. 
A Morro for the Carlists—‘‘ The labour we delight in physics (S)pain.” 


Tas French have been much afilicted, but have at last wiped away 
their tears (Ta 1gRs). 

Tun Biggest Score—Twenty, of course. 
has burnt his fingers with a travelling opera company. They 
say he has now become a co-opera-hater. 

A RISING caricaturist writes to Jupy, and mentions, among other 
recommendations, that he can take off his own boots. 

To HAIRDREssERSs, PeRFUMERS, EBTC.—It is not every new perfume that 
goes because its scent. 

To Youre AutHors.—Your punctuation may be faultless, yet you may 
write without point. 

Partizs who ‘‘round’’ on you very often, try to make you think they 
mean ‘‘ square.” 

A Popotar Act ‘* Drop”—A split Soda-and-B. 

A Pigpar of Love—The ‘‘ engagement ring” at our uncle’s, 

Cay a tailor's child be said to die of sheer neglect ? 

Why is a Quaker ‘‘ him ” !—Because he is a singular masculine. 


OTIt E—In a few weeks, the Hon. Mrs. 


(late of 
Berkeley Square) in a Sories of Lire Sxetcnes (Private end Highly Con- 
Jfidential) of Things in Genera), and Society in Particular. 


THE 12TH VOLUME OF “JUDY” NOW READY, 


Price Eight Shillings, handsomely bound in Red Cloth, with Gilt Edges. 
Cases for Binding Vol. XII., Two Shiilings. 
Also can be had, Vols. I. to XI., Eight Shillings each. 


One Shilling; post free, 1s. 2jd., 


JUDY’S BOOK OF COMICALITIES. 


600 Humorous Picrurss. 
Pustrsump At 78, Fixer Sraest, amp Sop Evenrwners. 


, aa 
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Washerwoman (to Small Boy, who has brought a very Dilapidated Shirt), Txtt ren MoruHer, 1 SHE SENDS THIS ’ERE AGAIN, I SHALL 


Wasa it 1x Two. 


Small Boy (equal to the occasion). Very sonny, Mom, I'm sure, sut I pon’r THINK MoTHER WOULD MIND IF You WASHED IT INTO A 


Hatr-Dozey. 


ROSE ANNA: REGINA. 
Rose Anna ‘‘ At Home.” 
Rosm Anwma will be *‘ at home” next Wednesday. 

I don’t mean to say that the fact of Ross Anna’s being at home, in 
one sense, is so extraordinarily rare an occurrence that it ought to be 
recorded in capital letters, but you understand what I mean. Next Wed- 
nesday she is more particularly at home than usual, and she has issued 
cards to that effect, by the perusal of which the world at large may know 
what they have got to expect, and that Rosz Amma will be on view at 
eight o'clock precisely, got up regardless of expense. 

Be it noted that it is Mrs. Futuatovz who is ‘‘at home,” not Mr. F. 
No allusion is made to Mr. F., as it doesn't particularly matter, it would 
seem, whether he is present or not, only he is to be somewhere or ether in 
the background ; and, ‘‘ For Heaven's sake,” says Rosm Anna, ‘‘do try 
and conduct yourself properly.” 

Previous to the “at home” coming off, in the humble capacity of 
honorary (unpaid) deputy-assistant secretary, I, the Mr. F. above alluded 
to, have been addressing cards to forty distinguished persons whose 
acquaintance he has not the honour of enjoying, but who are, Rose ANNA 
says, desirable people worth cultivating. 

We are, in fact, going in for society. Up till now our acquaintance has 
been limited, and the people we have known, Rose Amma says, have all 
been the wrong sort. This is, therefore, to be rectified without loss of 
time, and we are very shortly to go in for the right sort, and to move in 
exalted circles—not to say spheres. Meanwhile I address the envelopes. 

Rosz Anna, sitting by, fanning herself during this process, looks quite 
equal to the oocasion, and evidently born to it, and I hardly like to ask 
her whether May Fair is 8.W. or W.C. At any rate, I dare not ask— 
what I am burning to know—which is, what people do when they are “‘ at 
home,” and whether it is music or dancing, and what there is to eat. 

I have got over the forty envelopes, and am picking up another, when 
Rosx Anna says, ‘‘I think that’s all.” In a mild way, I ask whether it 
woaldn’t be as well to include an old friend or two, or perbaps a near 
relation—for instance, a mother or father belonging to Rosz ANNA or me, 

but Rosz Anwa thinks not. 


mm 


In a milder way still I suggest that my friend Tomxins (to whom I am 
under some obligation—be has lent me a little money) is not altogether 
unpresentable, and would not be noticed much stowed away somewhere in 
a corner and kept quiet ; but Rosz Anna puts her veto on Tomkins, and 
won't be *‘at home” to him in spite of my arguments. So there is 
nothing now to do but post the letters. 

‘¢ Which,” I remark in my playful way, ‘‘ will be Three-and-Four.”’ 

Rosk Anna says, ‘“‘ Henry, don’t be so common.” 

® + e e e Py 

Rose Anna has produced the requisite namber of stamps, and I have 
stuck them on, and am off with them to the pillar-post, after which I 
shall smoke a cigar round the corner. It is not always I get such a good 
excuse for getting out of an evening, and I must profit by it. 

The pillar-post is a little distance off, and I meet a friend of mine on 
the road, and have some cold brandy with him, concealing the letters 
hastily on his approach. Within half-a-dozen yards, too, of the post, of 
all persons in the world, who should I meet but Tomxins, A guilty feel- 
ing seizes me, and I conceal them again. 

I never knew Tomxrns 20 friendly. He will make me have something, 
and smoke a cigar with him. I am afraid I shall lose the post, but I. 
can’t get away from him. 

No, there’s no possibility of getting away from him, and I am having 
something more. After all, a post one way or the other can’t matter 
much, so I'll just pop them into the bex after I’ve got rid of Tomxrne, 
when we've had a game of billiards. | 

e od e * e e * 

All I hope is, Ross Axna isn’t sitting up. It must have been the 
cigara—they were dreadfully strong. 

e e e@ e e * # 
Rosz Anwa ts sitting up, and improves the occasion. 
‘ @ a # a # # e 

It is Wednesday. Rosz Amna is simply magnificent, as she sweeps 
downstairs, rustling as she goes. On the landing, though, she pauses to 
sniff, 

‘‘ Pargins,” she says (we doen't call Janz, Janz now), ‘‘Panxurs, what 
is that smell of burning ?” 
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PARKINS suppresses & giggle. 

‘<Tt’s master, ma'am, please.” 

Rose ANNA says, ‘‘ Your m ter | what do you mean?” 

‘‘Tt’s him, ma’am, been & curlin’ his ’air,” says PARKINS, ‘Sand the 
tongs was too hot.” 

I am sorry Parking has made this revelation. I had hoped that it 
would have been a pleasant surprise for Rosz ANNA, and have had the 
staircase window open to get rid as much as possible of the odour. 

As it is, when I put in an appearance, Rosk Anxa only says, ‘‘ How 
cap you make yourself so utterly ridiculous before the servants?” 

* s * * * 


It is half-past eight, and we are | 
‘sat home,” but nobody has come 
yet. I point this fact out to Rose 
ANNA as being one worthy of re- 
mark under the circumstances, and 
she says there is plenty of ome 

* * 


It is nine o'clock, and we are 
«till ‘at home,” but hitherto no- 
body has responded. Iapproach the | 
subject with caution, and inquire 
in a casual way whether it is 
customary in the higher spheres 
for invited guests to “ accept your 
kind invitation with much plea- 
sure,” as in inferior walks of life ; 
and if so, whether any of the 
chosen forty have accepted with 
pleasure ! | 

Rosr ANNA seems & little foggy — 
on this point—at any rate, she has | 
had no replies. 

’ * * + 

I should have 
thirty was not too early an hour 
for the first guest to turn up, but 


ee 


RATHE 


b . . 

he hasnt. 1; Algernon Elthelred. War po you THINK or MY New PorTRAIT ? quet which has just taken place 

There must be something wrong, | Tury HAVE MADE ME precious UGLY, HAVEN'T THEY! in France, to which a M. DE- 

somewhere. ay i Constantia Lavinia. YES, THEY HAVE, VERY ; BUT IT IS A SPLENDID cRoIx invited several friends 
Where, though, and what isit* | Lixmnnss. and scientific men to “dine 


(To be continued.) 


ZOOLOGICAL. 


I nave just had a shilling’s “worth 
of natural history at the Zoo. I 
feel now that 1 know more of my 
fellow-beasts than I used to do, 
and feel better for it. 

I bave been contemplating the 
elephant.at a respectful distance. 
Iam not aware how an elephant 
does you a mischief when he wants 
to—whether he bites or tosses you 
or garottes you with his trunk, or 
simply sits down upon and flattens 
you; but, at any rate, I feel more 
comfortable at a distance. 

The elephant is a mighty animal, 
of prodigious size (this may have | 
heen noticed before), and his aim | 
and end in life is to carry cargoes 
of small children round the gardens 
atl a trifling charge per child. I 
feel sorry for the great creature PSE 
under these humiliating circum- —_—=— —, Se 
stances. I think he ought not to 
be so treated. If I had him I 
would endeavour to restore him | 
to his primeval forests. Pre- 
viously, however, I think I should 
have him french-polished or black- 
leaded : it would improve his ap- 
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Overworked ’ Bus Conductor. 


GIN, A-THINKIN’ OF IT OVER, 


pearance. 

I take it the elephant has a great mind, and is capable of large thoughts, 
and have mentioned this idea quietly to a bystander. “I am certain,” 
said I, ** that elephant has something in him.” 

‘«] should rather think he had,” said the person addressed, ‘‘ con- 
sidering the heap of biscuits he’s, chucked down his throat this last half- 
hour ”’ 

I left this vulgar person more in sorrow than anger, and looked up the 
monkeys. 

Speaking candidly, and without any absurd prejudice, I must admit 
that, as regards physiognomy and thievish propensities, I cannot distinguish 
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RATHER AW KWARD: 


| Biessep 1F I KNow How IT IS; I’vE 
HAD Two OLD ALES, AND OXE Srout-AND-BITTER, AND Two Two's OF 
AXD I GANT MAKE THESE "ERE CON- 
FOUNDED FARES TALLY A BIT WITH THIS "ERE CONFOUNDED WaAY-BILL. 
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them, to their disadvantage, from the majority of men I know. I have 
seen a number of bricklayers’ labourers not half as good-looking. 
That a man should be so confoundedly conceited just because he doesn’t 
happen to have & tail seems to me a preposterous & ty, and does not, 
according to my opinion, at all prove that he isn’t the monkey’s brother, 
because the Manx cat has no tail, and yet it is a cat for a’ that ; or perhaps 
I ought to say— 
“The cat's a cat 
Witbout a’ that.” 
I feel convinced that the monkeys are being badly done by, and, in fact, 
that we should at once liberate all 
, our brethren now confined in 
shameful bondage in what we tail- 
Jess usurpers are pleased to call 
‘<free and happy England ;”’ and 
that we should also, without loss of 
time, organize a mission for the 
propagation of the Gospel and the 
distribution of improving tracts and 
screws of tobacco among the Pongos, 
Dog-faced Baboons, Gorillas, and 
Old Men of the Woods. At any 
rate, they wouldn't eat so many 
of the missionaries, though they 
might not civilize so quickly, and 
open loan offices and divorce courts. 
Oh, lor’—I say—keeper—here’s 
one of the brutes got hold of my 
finger and won't leave go ! 
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JUDY’S JOTTINGS. 
gr Great sacrifices have to 
be made in the interests of 


Science, even in our day, by 
her devotees. Witness a ban- 
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| off the flesh of horses dead 
from glanders, of cows from 
the pest, and of an ass, the 
victim to hydrophobia ”-. the 
theory being, that so long as 
meat is not decomposed, 
disease does not matter—the 
cooking, the fire purifies all. 
The Director of the Zoological 
Gardens (French, of course) 
corroborates this theory from 
personal experiments on the 
condemned meat sent to feed 
the animals. It is not every- 
body who would like to imitate 
the Director of the Zoological 
Gardens; but, after all, there 
may not be much in it—only 
a question of taste. 

—_>—- 
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Aw interesting paper is 
published in one of the cur- 
rent magazines, showing that 
the art of photography was 
discovered and practised with 
success in London 100 years 
ago, but was suppressed at 
the instance of the Government 
of the day (Liberal doubtless), 
| who feared that, if it became 

known, it would be employed 
by forgers and counterfeiters of bank-notes. The writer asserts 
that sun-pictures taken 100 years ago are now in existence in 
the South Kensington Museum. The old notion that education 
was a dangerous thing, to be carefully kept from the masses, iS & 
theory exploded in our times; but it would seem that the stupid 
opposition which actuated the enemies of the three R’s attended 
the early days even of foe-tography. 
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mously resolved that the Suan or Persia be 
invited to visit this town. 


os . 

5. Preparations are made :—1. Evergreens ; 
2. Paper Flowers; 3. ‘‘The usual display of 
Bunting”; 4. Rockets (2); 5. Tin of Australian 

* Beef ; 6. Do. do. Mutton; 7. Four.and-a-half- 
gallon Cask of X Ale; 8. One Oz. of Sherbet. 


light has been invented, to be attached to the rear of trains, by 


demy next year). 


which engineers behind can tell by the speed of the rotations, as | 
. shown by the succession of different coloured lights, at what rate 


of speed the trains are moving, and when they are at rest. 
Couldn’t Mr. Ayrton, who has been illuminating the outside of 
the House of Commons, utilize this invention during the re- 
mainder of the session? He might show what speaker was on 
his legs, whether he was as dull as most of the speakers are, just 
a trifle over mediocrity, or whether some great orator was “ up.” 
Jupy throws out this hint, not expecting to get anything by it— 
so the Liberal Government needn't hesitate on that account. 


—— 
gCe Ovr coming visitor, the Suan or Persta,is no doubt a great 
man, but his domestic arrangements appear to be a great bother 
to him. What on earth induced him to bring three or four wives 
with him, no one probably can say. Cases are on record where 
® man has not lived in a state of unalloyed bliss even with ona 
wife ; and it is not to be wondered at that things soon began to go 
wrong with three or four on hand. It appears that during the 
SHan’s stay in Moscow, his favourite wife wished to go to the 
theatre, but the Suan would not permit it. On the next evening, 
after His Majesty’s second visit to the ballet and to the ball at 
the hotel of Prince Dotcorovxor, it is said that the ladies were 
loud in their complaints, probably because, being in Europe, 
they expected to be allowed in some sort to follow European 
fashions. However, the Saau determined to send them back, 
and despite their tears and protestations, he ddhered to his 
determination, so that a few hours before His Majesty left 
Moscow the ladies were sent off by rail to Rissan, en route for 
Persia. Whether he went to the ballet, and then sent his wives 
_ away, or whether. he felt compelled to send them away before he 
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2. Different people have different opinions. Now these 
Slocum Podger, the Mayor, Horatio Bucm, Esq. young ladies think it the dclightfullest, interestingest 
(retired genoral dealer), in the chair, it is unani- event that can possibly take placo. 
the dear man! And fancy three wives, too! "—‘“ Yes, 
dear, and the hundreds he bas at home!” 


And this is what he intended doing— 


4. The Chairman meets the vil- 
lage doctor in the High Streot. 
‘Doctor, we have already collected 
7s. 64d.,and—and—in fact, we mean 
to—to SURPASS OURSELVES!” 


3. But this lady 
thinks the Persian 
person’s visits 
should not be en- 
couraged. 


‘*Oh, I 80 long to see 
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7. The Local Artist was employed to paint a picture of the event. 
Subject: Reading the Address (said picture to be sent to Royal Aca- 


7. When tho above arrives. Total collapse 
of everything ! ! 


dare go, seems not altogether clear; but this little domestic 


difference shows that if the dignity involves having many wives, 
it isn’t such a splendid thing to be a Shah after all. Even he is 
not secure from in-Shah-bordination—see that? 


nn ane 
&% Witt somebody explain the following, which, with' feelings 
in which horror and a tendency to laugh outright struggle for 
the mastery—or for the mistressy, whichever is most appropriate 
—Jvpy reprints from a provincial contemporary ?— — 

‘¢The following curious occurrence is said to have taken place recently 
at Brighton :—The performance of Man and Wife at the Theatre Royal 
was delayed ‘some little time on Tuesday night in consequence of it having 
been discovered that Mr. Coarues CoLLEertTE, who wag playing the part of 
Sir Patrick Lundie, was not in the theatre. Before, however, an apology 


was made, Mr. CoLLerrs arrived, wet to the skin and in a state of great. 


exhaustion, dressed hurriedly, and appeared on the stage, exhibiting no 
traces of the terrible ordeal he had gone through. It appears that Mr. 
Co.tettTE had learned the art of snake-charming in India, and was ex- 
plaining the process to the general manager of the Brighton Aquarium. 
Notwithstanding the entreaties of this gentleman, Mr. Co,Letre insisted 


‘on exercising his science upon the octopus, and succeeded in luring the 


monster from its hiding-place, and cause it to follow him round the tank. 


‘Qn bending down to the surface of the water, however, the creature 


seemed to shake off all control, and twining its siaky feelers round Mr. 
CoLLETT2’s neck, drew him by main force into the tank. A despera’e 
struggle ensued beneath the water, whence Sir Patrick Lundie was with 
difficulty extricated by Mr. SurrH and several bystanders.” 

Now, has this charming story any better origin than the fertile 
brain of some enterprising penny-a-liner, who is anxious to 
‘draw in” more people than one?. And if it be true, what sort 
of affinity can there be between an octopus: and an actor? 


, Perhaps Mr. Darwin will explain. a 


DY, OR THE LONDON SERIO-COMIC J OURNAL. [Sune 18, 1873. 


Let me soothe her. 
THE UNDECIDED GENTLEMAN Good......1 Will......But how? 
Has his Mind Made Up for Him. Bother it all! What can I—? 

As, I think, I said before (last week, you know), My Forurg is Eh ?...... She's going to speak at last, I do believe. 
‘¢ balancing in the scales.” ‘S How silent you are, Avavustvs !....-- Why t?...... qonucs 

Reflection. —It is, in fact, just now decidedly ‘‘scaly,’” not to say even (Pause)...--- 
‘‘ fishy.” (Little sigh, a8 before) pie (Small sniff, a3 before). 

We, Fiona and Yours balancingly, are still on the little bench at the This is too doosid absurd. I must speak noW...--- But how can I answer 
end of the verandah. the question ? 


We, that is /, am still in the same extraordinarily undecided state of Mem.—Say ‘* Yes, because my heart's too full.” 


mind. Splendid !.....- I say it. ; 

Reflection.—On the other hand, though, there is no mistake whatever She takes me up directly, sharp 85 anything. 

that Fiora’s state of mind is—if. possible—even more than “‘ decided.” ‘6 Moo full of what, my Avavustus?" 

There is no error, in point of fact, about her having made her mind up. (Pause)...--- The white ‘ book” 8 distinctly moved nearer u 


N.B.—And the doose of it is, she seems, really, as if she were going This is terrible. 
the bench ! 


to make mine up too. But I can’t get any farther off ; I'm right at the very end of 
One thing is very plain; if I don't soon getjup from this confounded And I must answer her question !! 
bench, I’m done for. * * Se ome = . . 
When I say ‘‘ done for,” I, of course, mean I'm “ proposed” to—that | Iti done ; and it is, I feel, a regular settler. 
And J have done it, the ‘‘ set- 


is, 1 should say, that J have pro- 
sed to dear FLORA, 2 
To get up from the little bench 
ts not, however, 80 easy, a8 my 
lower portions are artfully covered, 
and I am, really, quite wrapped 
up in Fiona, that is—in her su- 
perfiuous white ** book.” 
Reflection. —Talk of octopuses’ MN ACRES SRR Hark | , 
‘‘tentacles’’ indeed, why, they're SET SRR RY SS Ze She's going to speak ! ...-++++* 
simply—Pooh ! to young ladies’ SS SQV eh Re j — Hush ! !......She speaks fs ! 
66 feelers,” sometimes. ‘And mine, 600, dear AuGUS- 


In the meantime, though, I Tus, Yes, your Fuora’s poor 
must say something. little flutterer 18 too full for com- 


But what ? mon words.’ 
* * Reflection, —This more awkward 
than ever, for, if both our ‘* little 
flutterers”’ are t00 full to talk, 
who, then, in goodness’ name, is 
to put the coup or finisher to our 
—that is, to my misery ? 
This state of affairs is most 
doosid unsatisfactory. 
If J put the finishing toucher 
I shall be evidently telling a tre- 
mendous whopper. As I said just 
now I—that is, my ‘little flut- 
terer’”’—was too full for that sort of 
thing; and if FLora does it—puts 
the toucher, that is—she will be 
only doing ditto. 

What's to be done, then? 

Mem.—Squeeze her hand like 
anything. 

Good.....-I will....-.I do...--- 

* * * 


i en 

tler,” after all. 
I have told her ‘¢i¢” was too 
full of ‘* her.” 
As yet she hasn't spoken, but | 
there has been another still more 
decided advance ef the white 
‘* hook.” 


* * 


’Pon my soul, it really would 
save one a lot of useless worrying 
and making up one’s mind, to let 
Fora quietly settle it all her own 
way, 

Reflection.— Especially as there 
don’t seem the least bit of a chance 
for me to settle it my way. 

Besides, too, it would always 
give one a sort of pull over her 
afterwards. 

In this way, for instance. Sup- 
posing the dear Girl were to say, 
sn one of her pretty little tempers, 
‘¢] wish to goodness, Augustus, 

ou had never married me,” I 
could then rejoin crushingly, yet 
calmly, in my triumphant ve- 
racity, ** I didn’t, Fiona dear ; 


« . * * 

: Fe el ae hi sa aha : : NY It has been going on with 
ou who married me. 12 al \\ ‘ I. x — 

. This would be & chance, t00, SY A\ AY SS little breaks, now and then, of 
which might be improved upon in SSR Ee M4 gazings-up at the moon, just to 


vary the monotony—forsome time. 
We both—or rather, neither of 


LAIN TRUTH. 


several ways if one were regularly 
driven into a corner for retalia- 


tion. Well-informed Old Lady (to polite Young Tourist). So you'VE COME To | us, ought to be quite so full now. 

For an instance :—Supposing SEK THE BEAUTIES OF THE NEIGHBOURHOOD, HAVB yout WELL, THEN, Perhaps I had better put it to 

dear Fiona were, in one of her fo BAIN’T NONE TO SBE, FOR THEY'RE JUST ALL ON ‘BM THE PiarnEst- | her ‘‘If she’s fluttering so badly 
FACED, COMMONPLACE WENCHES ABOUT THESE PARTS THERE IS TO BE | still?” 


pretty little tempers, agains yO" WORLD, AND SO I TELL ‘RE. I will—I put it to her. 


know, to refuse obedience to her FOUND IN ALL THE WIDE 
lawful lord and ditto thing in Ce Oe nies SA SS Serer a nye She gives a little sort of sigh 
f a one this time— 


masters—to Yours truly, in fact—and to mildly wind up by just flatly | (as before), followed up closely by a sniff, only more 0 
declaring she ‘ wouldn't listen to my proposals,” I could then artfully | the sniff, you know. 

improve the occasion by remarking, ‘It is a pity, my love, that I ever ‘6 |” says the dear girl. 
listened to one of yours on @ certain occasion, once upon a time.” ‘« What's the matter?” I ask. 


“Ol! O, Avavstus——" 
‘Why, what’s——" 


That would be very jolly, you know. ‘¢ And will you always, always be the same, AUGUSTUS ” 
On the whole, then, ‘pon my word, you know, I think I had better let ‘¢The same as what?” Lask. This is getting f00 ridiculous. FLORA 
the sweet girl settle it. really ought to know better than this sort of thing. 
Reflection. —Wonder, though, how ghe'll set about it ? ‘+ Ag—as you are Now 9” gays the dear girl. 
Perhaps I ought to give her a little sort of encouragement to start her Reflection. —Where, and how am I now! 
with, eh ? N.B.—Sitting on a doosid hard bench in my thin dress clothes, and 
N.B.—Just so......But what sort ? getting the dickens and all of cold in my head, not to say anything 
It is really very awkward ! about one anywhere else. 
‘ ° ° - e . Mem.—And yet, if I say, ‘‘I hope not, dear Fiona,” it will, 
Hark ! really, amount to my refusing to do it—to make her Mrs. ———7" 
Rht fact. 
Yes, it was a little sort of sigh, followed up by a small kind of sniff. And yet, if I say ‘¢ Yes "—I pronounce my own doom. 
Why, she can’t be going to cry? Before I have really time to settle upon any plan at all, dear Fiona 


Yet, dash me, if there she isn't at it again—the sniff and the sigh, settles one for herself. 
‘‘But I am too, to hard on you, Avaustus,” says Frona, getting 


you know. 


| 
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doosid practical as she sees I'm still an Undecided One. ‘‘ Of course you 
will be!” 

And, by the whatshisname Jingo, before you can say Jack Rosrxson, 
she plumps down all her back-hair on my best cambrie front, and then I 
feel it’s all over with me. as * * i 

‘‘How lovely is this moonlight! how ——”’ presently begins dear 
Fiona. 

‘* Quite so,” I say. 
isn’t it time for tea?” 

Reflection (on getting up from the bench, cold and utterly wretched),— 
‘¢Tea!...!...{ And have I come to this already !” 

(See next week.) 


‘“‘Stunning jolly, isn’t it? But, you know, 


ON THE DECLINE OF THE WELSH LANGUAGE. 


‘¢Wuat?” says my Welshman, ‘‘ dare you say 
That soon my native tongue must cease ?” 
‘Tl’ faith,” say I, ‘SI hope it may, 
And leave our consonants in peace.” 
‘¢But know you not,” in wrath he cries, 
‘¢That my belovéd native tongue 
Was the delight of Paradise, 
While yet the world was fresh and young ?” 
‘¢ Were, then, such barbarous sounds as these 
Utter’d by Eden's primal pair !— 
With double L's and treble D's, 
Did they indeed disturb the air? 
‘‘Nay, then, no longer need we ask 
Why they so soon were shown the door ; 
To hear such language were a task— 
E’en angels’ powers could bear no more.” 


On Dress. 
Dress is Fashion’s mode of disfiguring Nature. All women and many 
men like to dress well. The accompanying is a recipe for good dress- 
ing :—Kegg, one; mustard, some; pepper, little; salt, more; sugar, 
less ; oil, to palate; vinegar, to taste. This is for salad. Any gentle- 
man may try it on himself if he chooses, but no result is guaranteed. 
The following are useful words for a Jady’s toilet :— 


Dress ... To attire one’s self. 
Ad-Dress To put on more clothes. 
Re-Dress To dress again, 


In Paris a man makes the 
‘¢A thing of beauty isa joy for ever.” I 


Somebody said, ‘‘Dress makes the man.” 
dresses. A Worth-y man! 
can't tell you any more. 

On Book-keeping. 

This is a useful art, which should be assiduously cultivated by the 

young. It is very simple, and has only one rule. 


Rote I. 

Borrow a book and don't return it. 

Bless you, my chee-yild-ren ! 

On Fathers. 

Fathers are accidents that only happen to us once in our lives, and 
then they come without our consent. Fathers take a mean advantage in 
always being born beforehand. If sons came into the world first, they 
might father themselves. This may sound confusing, but will well repay 
the most serious investigation, Watch this frame, and keep your eye 
on your paternal relative. 

. — On Umbrellas. , 

An umbrella is one of those things to be put by fora rainy day. It’s 
a wise umbrella that knows its own proprietor (xce Book-keeping). I 
could tell you a great deal about umbrellas if I liled, but I don’t ; it’s a 
sore subject. Fare thee well! and if for ever, my umbrella, fare thee 
well !—By-By-Ron Ta-ta. 


TO A LONG-WINDED ORATOR. 
On some far distant northern shore, we're told, 
The winter wind is so intensely cold, 
That, when one speaks (it is a strange affair !), 
The words, congealing, harden in the air, 
And there, undreamt of and unheard, they stay 
Till Spring, revolving, melts their chains away, 
When forth in joyous liberty they burst, 
Each to the ear that it was meant for first. 
Oh! what a boon would Heaven to us assign, 
If thus 'twould manage with that voice of thine; 
If, when thou speak’st, the words that from thee hie 
Would hang contreted midway in the sky ! 
But, joy ecstatic! bliss beyond compare! 
If Spring, revolving, would but leave them there! 
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THE ‘LITTLE BIRD'S NOTES. 
CoNSERVATIVES, PREPARE FOR THE Dissoturiox ! 
Thursday, Noon. 


As the author’s range of vision for ‘‘ Old Saws” is somewhat contracted, 
we offer him a few, which he is at perfect liberty to publish in the next 
edition. 

There is an old saying in some districts of Kent— 

If you cut your thumb 
Blood is sure to come. 

This is only equalled in truth by a proverb just received from. an 

esteemed correspondent in Aberdeenshire— 
When it rains 
Twill wet the stanes. 

All these proverbs are the expression of years of observation, and are 
seldom at fault. There have been mistakes made, however. Every one 
is familiar with the tale of the hoary old rhymester saying to one of the 
Earls of DERWENTWATER, who was about to execute his eldest son for 
sheep-stealing— 

‘¢ Forbear, 
Beware !”’ _— 
but he neither forebore nor bewore, and no harm ever came of it. Buta 
still stronger instance is to be seen in the not so well-known story of 
TnoMas THE RuyMesTER saying to the King, who was about to partake 
of mussels and vinegar, a very favourite dish of Royalty in those days— 
** My lord, eat not that mussel ; 

"Twill put your tummy in a bustle.” 

The King, however, ate the mussel, and felt no ill effects. 


A Sxytigut—The Moon. , 

When can a broken-down ship be said to be a perfect one ?—When it 
enters Plymouth Sound ! 

Rogerr's Last Move—From Brompton to Camden Town. 

P’SnHau !—A correspondent, writing from Unter den Linden, says that 
(last week) owing to the festivities in honour of the Shah, Berlin was 
(more than ever) on the Spree. As the august monarch has now gone 
to Wiesbaden, there is no doubt that Frankfort will be lively (on the 
Main). 

The Ultramontanes have been contrasted with the Protestants as to 
their loyalty to the British Crown, It is now quite clear that, loyal as the 
Protestants are, the Ultramontanes are Loyoua. \ 

Wuy is Mr. Buckstone, of the Haymarket Theatre, like Dr. CumMine ? 
— Because he announces the approaching end of The Wicked World. 

A Hanpy-cap—A beggar’s. 

A Sixcrer Sewing-Machine—A musical tailor. 

Wuat is the difference between King Ropert tHE Brece and King 
ALFRED ?/—One gained the Battle of Bannockburn, and the other lost the ! 
battle of burnt bannocks. | 

One of the most effectual ways of taking the poetry out of a good- 
looking girl is to stuff her ears with cotton-wool, and put her a respi- | 
rator on. 

Reflection of a Gentleman rchose Fences acere broken down by Exccur- | 
sionists,— We often hear of a rate for mending the Queen's highways, but | 
would not one for mending the common people's low ways be equally | 
desirable ? 

Epigram. : | 
LARGE fortunes now are made in haste, 
And men, like bread, are raised by yeast; ) 
E’en Bass, they say, expects a pecrage | 
And title it annexes: | 
But would Lord Basg be any better | 
By this inversion of a letter ? | 
For long he’s reign'’d in England's leerage | 
The King of Treble X’s. 


N TICE.—Shortly will commence a New Series of Lire 
Sketcues of Things in General, and of Socicty in Particular, by the Hon. 


Mra, —— (late of Berkeloy Square). N.1.—These will be Private and Confidentiul, 


THE 12TH VOLUME OF “JUDY” NOW READY, 


Price Eight Shillings, handsomely bound {n Red Cloth, with Gilt Edges. 
Cases for Binding Vol. XII., Two Shillings. 
Also can be had, Vols, I. to XI, Eight Shillings each. 


One Shilling; post free, 1s. 24d., 


JUDY'S BOOK OF COMICALITIES. 


500 Humorous Picrurgs. 
PuBtisHeD at 73, Fuixest Street, and Sorpd Everywhere. 
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‘THE EARLIEST NEWS FROM THE SEA-SIDE. 
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Brewn is just going down for a day or two q ) X ye Sey oxgs goes @ Walking Tour ; observe him 
without any stupid fuss or ceremony, and has oA | Ses putting on his walking-boots the morning he 
packed his box as full as ever he can get it, P= ISS SSS Hy «starts. The feet will work down into them 
but yet has left nearly all the absolute neces- BH) EN 43 ii little better perhaps, after a mile or twe. ' 
sities outside. } NN SSS SSE : 
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Au revoir Chimney-pots. 
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SK 
_ Private view of a pensive Maiden upon | 
the sea-shore waiting for the visitors to Ropinson means to go a Tour on Horseback. As soon The first visitor has come at last A 
come, and tracing strange legends on the as he starts he's off—that's one comfort. darling creature—all heart ! 
sand. . 


Three Views at Slocum Podger (as seen from a Lodging-house Window). 


-. —_______sfopping, Midday. Evening. 
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THE LANGUAGE OF LOVE. 
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After all, it’s only the beginning 
noe there's any difficulty; after 


, 


It was rather awkward, you 
know, for he ought to "have 
written long before ; however, 
better late than never. 


WN WS 
NG S@s$_o 


But then, you know, it is 
the beginning that tukessuch think about it quietly -— 
a lot of getting over. 


(The Story of an Absent Lover.) 


ANNA 


\ 


However, {f you just Jean back and Ne, dash it all, you 
go to sleep that way. 


Standing up’s best ; 


Or this way, perhaps—that To be sure, a glass of Let’sseenow,though. Hanged he does, Ah! happy thought—a Nothing like it. The 
may do it. Why didn't he think PerhapsWi.uiam might th ough. Whats to be pipe's the a thing to clear second pipe, though, 
of that before give one a notion. done ? one's head. does the trick. 


x Sail 


“ 
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Funny it hasn’t done the trick. 
However—— 


Perhaps a few minutes’ n 


No, that won't do either, even when 
you wake up with a bump. 


But what's to be But he can't think 
done NT must say what, and here heisstill 
someth farther off it than ever. 


ROSE ANNA: REGINA. 
Still ‘‘ At Home,” and Very Much So. 

It may be remembered, by those persons who happened to be alive last 
week, and read last week’s Jupy, that Rosz Anna and the Hanry of her 
fond affections had issued cards to the élite of the upper circles, stating 
that they would be ‘‘at home”’ at eight upon a certain day, and that one 
hour and a half after the time mentioned they were still ‘“‘at home” ss 
stated, without anybody in all the wide world taking the slightest notice 
of that comparatively unimportant circumstance. 

I really honestly and traly believe there never was a woman more 
suited to the most elevated of the higher spheres of society than Ross 
Anna. I make this ebservation, and come to this conclusion, whilst con- 
templating her from a respectful distance, about twenty minutes to ten, 
while she is still sitting in state upon the sofa, in a robe du soir of sur- 
passing loveliness, on the look-out (to use a valgar phrase) for the élite to 
tarn up. 


There, however, does not appear to be much chance of the élite, who 
certainly exhibit an uncommon and unaccountable backwardness. Indeed, 
I don’t believe we shall see a soul, and am just saying as much to RosE 
Anna, when, — 

Rat-a-tat-tat-tat-tat ! 

Rosz Anna annihilates me with a smile of triumph,—‘‘I told you s0,”” 
she says. 

This is not strictly trae, but it is not the moment for argument, so 
let that pass. Meanwhile Rosw ANwa spreads out her skirts and 
gives a kind of magic touch to her nose-end with her powder-pnff, and is 
quite prepared for whatever may arrive. 

It’s Tomxrns ! 

It is, actually, nobody else but Toxins. But why Tomxms? Who asked 
him? I didn’t. In fact, didn’t Rosz Awna expressly tell—in point of 
fact, did not she positively forbid me to ask Tomxrns, although I said I was 
sure he could be stowed away somewhere in acorner, and kept comparatively 
out of sight. The question is, who asked Tomxins, and why is he here? 
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Tomxins seems to feel—very properly—that some explanation is neces- 
sary. He therefore observes, — , 

‘*T was just passing, and seeing the lights, thought I'd drop in to see you, 
Henry. This is Mrs. Funuatove, I suppose? 1am proud to make your 
acquaintance, ma’am. I and Hewry are old cronies.”’ 

Rose Anna does not respond warmly, but looks Tomkrys up and down. 
Tomxrxs doesn’t come out of this scrutiny with éclat. He is mostly full- 
dress, except his tie and boots ; the former being blue, and the latter 
substantial and muddy. Therefore, when he finds Rose ANNA eyeing 
them, he puts them under his chair. 

As far as I am personally concerned, I don’t quite know what I ought to 
say to Tomxins, for it is, to tell the truth, placing me in rather an 
awkward position for him to turn up in this sort of way; and in spite of 
what he has said, I have reason to believe that Rosze Anna yet suspects 
me of having invited him. 

It will, therefore, be best, perhaps, to treat him with icy coldness 
(I wish I didn’t owe him money), and let him see (I hope he won't be 
spiteful afterwards) that we would rather haye his room than his company. 

He is naturally a cheerful sort 
of creature this TomxKins, and 
takes our treatment of him with 
amazing forbearance. He starts | 
topics of conversation, and we 
don’t respond. He makesa joke, | 
and we don’t smile. 

I don’t think he can stand 
this behaviour much longer. I 
am sure he can’t, only Jossoy, 
our butler, comes to the rescue. 

It has been arranged between 
Ross Anna and Josson that, at 
a certain period of the evening, 
Jogson and the boy in buttons 
are to appear with delicacies on 
a tray. The period has arrived, 
also JOBson, the boy in buttons, 
and the tray. The guests not 
having arrived, they bear down © 
upon Tomxins from all sides. 

He seems pleased. If he dined | 
to-day, itmust have been lightly. | 
Meanwhile Rosz Anna regards | 
him with a stony glare. 

Ross Anna not only does this, 
I may observe, but she panto- 
mimes violently to me behind his 
back. 

I pantomime back that she 
shouldn’t do so, as TomKINs is 
looking ; and she pantomimes 
back that she doesn’t care if 
he is, 

It is next to impossible, under 
these circumstances, for ToMKINS 
to feel at his ease, and yet what 
makes him stop? At last Rosz 
Awna rises and beckons, or, I 
should rather say, jerks me 


li 


| 


All 


— 
A 
~ 


JUDY, OR THE LONDON. SERIO-COMIC JOURNAL. 


[June 25, 1873. 


Anyhow, he has put on his hat, and is going. 
with alacrity.) He pauses on the step. 

‘* You needn’t trouble yourself, but I should like that five pound back 
as soon as you can let me have it,” he says. ‘‘ Good-night to you.” 

He has gone, and I feel rather awkward. It is a great pity, if Rosz 
Anna’s friends are not coming, to have offended Tomkins so much. By 
the way, though, are they coming, or not? It is all very extraordinary. 
How is it? Surely it cannot be ? 

I am flying upstairs three steps at a time. 

The coat I wore that night I went out to post the letters is in my room. 
I haven’t worn it since. 

A horrid thought has struck me. Just when I was going to drop them 
into the pillar-post didn’t Tomkins come up, and didn’t we go to play 
billiards # Could I possibly have forgotten ? ¥ i 

Merciful goodness ! it is too awful to think of. | 

Here they are—the whole forty! What shall I say to Rosz Anna? 
Concealment is useless. I must face it out. 

(To be continued. ) 


(JoBson opens the door 


3 BESIDES THE OTHERS. 


My name is PenHEckxer, and I 
am something great in the City. 
At home I am not of so much 
importance, perhaps, for Mrs. 
PENHECKER is a@ woman with a 
will of her own, and not to be 
trifled with, but in the City lam 
a& magnate, and dine with the 
Lord Mayor. 

I have just been dining with 
him and with theSHau. I likethe 
SHAH; he is an extremely plea- 
sant, affable sort of man, with no 
stupid nonsense about bim. I 
and the Saau got on capitally to- 
gether, and gave one another our 
views about things in general. 

The Sau is pleased with our 
country. He thinks the climate 
susceptible of improvement, but 
is much taken with our ironclads, 
and seemed to be quite surprised 
how little they cost, and what a 
many of them will float. He 
is very pleased with the Thames 
Tunnel, the usefulness of which 
has struck him forcibly, and he 
is perfectly charmed with Madame 
Tussavup’s improving exhibition. 

He has been good enough to 
say we are an immense nation, 
and, except in the matter of 
sherbet, his own country can’t 
come within miles of us. 

‘* But,” says he, ‘*I can’t un- 
derstand you a bit in one respect. 
What makes you make such a 
stupid fuss about your women, 
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away, and we consult in a corner 
while Tomkins turns over an 
album of photographs. Then 
Rosz ANNA says, — 

‘*How dare you bring that 
man here?” 

I say, ‘‘ Rose Anna, I didn’t ; 
I swear I had nothing whatever 


WOULDST THOU BEARD ME. 


Honest Tonsor. I REALLY COULD NOT THINK OF MAKING A CHARGE 
FOR SHAVING YOU JUST AT PRESENT, SiR. AHEM! IT WOULD BE AN 
Imposition, SIR ; BUT ALLOW ME TO CALL YOUR ATTENTION TO A VERY 
EFFECTIVE ‘‘ PRODUCER,”? AN ARTICLE I CAN REALLY RECOMMEND, 

[Young Jones ruefully invests five shillings and sixpence: net 
profit to retailer, four shillings and ninepence. 


and why on earth don’t you have 
more than one wife? Surely 
there’s enough to portion out 
about three or four per husband.” 

‘* Tf you come to that, your 
SuausuiP,”’ says I, ‘‘ the female 
element would probably average 
over half-a-dozen al] round, only 


to do with it.” 

“Then,” says Rose ANNA, 
‘how dare he come? Send him away at once ! 
will say when they arrive.” 

I put it to Ross Anna mildly, ‘* Will they arrive ?” 

Rose Anna withers me by a look, and makes no answer. 
nothing left but for me gently but firmly to turn ToMEINS out. 

* 


Think what our friends 


There is 


Heaven only knows how I have done it, but I have got Tom«rxs rather 
hot and ruffled out into the passage, and am putting it to him in a whisper, 
not wishing Jopson to be too completely in our confidence. 

‘Oh, very well,” says Tomxrins, ‘‘ of course I don’t want to be in the 
way ; I’m not likely to intrude again.” 

I say to Tomxins, ‘‘ Look here, my dear fellow, it isn’t that at all. 
You don’t understand.” . 

Tomkins says, ‘‘ No, I don’t.” 

I say, ‘‘ Look here, old man. Don’t think I mean to be rude, you know.” 

Toukins says, ‘How could 1? What’s there rude in it?” and looks 
very spiteful. 


— 


we don’t care for that sort of 
thing. We object to it, sir, upon moral and religious grounds.” 

‘*Do you, now?” says the Suan; ‘‘ that’s very funny, indeed. Do you 
know it never occurred to me in that light.” * ° ° 

I have come home from the banquet, and Mrs. PENHECKER is sitting up 
for me, gaunt and terrible in her frilled nightcap. | 

‘‘And pray, sir,” says she, in a tone of thunder, ‘‘ were those three 
creatures present ?’’ She did not know they had been sent back. 

An argument occurs to me, as I meekly take my boots off and put on 
my carpet slippers under Mrs. PenHEcKER’S eagle eye. One wife is 
almost enough, all things considered, under ordinary circumstances, for an 
average Englishman, and even one has been too much for some people. 

As I follow humbly upstairs in the shadow of the frilled nightcap, I - 
can’t help asking myself, with a chuckle, where the Suan would be if he 
tackled, say, a hundred and fifty PENHECKERS. 

I am precious sure of one thing—he would not have got a hundred and 
forty-seven of them to stop at home while he had gone gallivanting off 
with the other three. 
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RATTLETRAP RHYMES.—No. 14 Young Mr. Perk ns and the Shab. 


Let me once more tell the story, 
Repetition never palls ; 

How I met the Suan or Persia 
Once within his Palace walls, 


How I met him, saw him, heard him— 
Met him, saw him, heard him well} 

Oh! the anguish of that meeting— ' 
None but I its pangs can tell. 


Once I wander'd through Teheran, 
Gazing at its wondrous sights ; 

Thinking of Algerian Deys there, 
Dreaming of Arabian Nights. 


Rawat Laxoux, bulbula, houris, , | 
Diamonds, emeralda, and pearls ; 

Sherbet, coffee, pipes, and peris, | 
And the sweetest, round-eyed girls. 


From a window came the signal— 
Came the signal from my dear; 
‘“Come,” a voice cried, ‘‘ Popsy-Woprsy, 
Come, young Perxkixs, come up here.” 


Quick I scaled the palace ramparts, 
Hast'ning onward to my doom, 
Forc'd the iron bars asunder, 
Leapt into the fair one’s room. 


There she stood, my trembling bulbul, 
Tear-drops glist’ ning on her cheek, 


Pipes and coffee then she brought me, 
Fann’d me with a glittering fan, 
Ogled, sigh’d, and danced before me, 

Sitting on a soft divan. 


Rush’'d the hot blood to my temples, 
Join’d fresh damsels in the dance, 
Kicking wildly, planging madly, 
In the weird can-can of France. 


Twining arms and melting glances 
Lent their glamour to the scene—— 

Silence—horror—shrieks of terror— 
Enter Suan Nusir-ep-Dnar !! 


Then my frighted, timid bulbul 
Left me with a tim‘rous moan ; 

Left me !—Fled in, wild, despairing— 
Left me with the Soa alone ! 


‘¢ Pig, and Son of female Porker,” 
Shriek’d the SHau in accents wild, 

*¢ May thy uncle’s cousin’s graveyard 
Be for evermore defiled ! 


Loathsome dog and vicious puppy, 
Seum of currish, canine race, 

Off thy head flies from thy shoulders, 
Thus I stamp upon thy face!” 


‘SNo,” I cried, ‘‘ great Saag of Persia, 
You are not for this the man— 
You daren’t do it!”” Then he answered, 
“Tf J can't, then—Matootm Kuay !” 


| Say I swallow’d kidneys, rarebita, 


- Game a cunning, wise magiciana— 


Oh! the agony of pain— 


*-Screw'd the head upon my shoulders, 


Fix’d it in its place again ! 
Placed me on a magic carpet, 
Whisk'd me to his own abode ; 


Took me up in far Teheran— 
Set me down in Goswell Road ! 
e @ & e 
Put me down with gentle motion, 
Raised my weary, aching head ; 
Pat me'on my native mattress, ° 
Laid me on my lodging’s bed. 
Comrades, who have heard. my stery, 
Laugh when I these deeds reeall ; 
Say I supped the previous evening 
At a famous Music Hal). 


—— 


Say I swallow'd bottled stout ; 
Say I smoked five penny pickwicks, 
Bay I drank four colds-without. 


Say I witness'’d Eastern ballet, 

Of Miss Surra and Misses Brown ; 
Say I gazed at the magician, 

Signor Sxooxs, of Camden Town. 
But I shake my head in silence, 


Don't reply to speeches rude ; 
Feeling, as I shake it, truly, 


Lovely humid eyes revealing 
All the love she dared not speak. 


Ob, my bulbul, young and tender, 
Beaming like the morning star ; 
Oh, the weary, dreary palace ; 
Oh, the cruel, jewell’d Suan ! 


* 


JUDY’S JOTTINGS. 


2 Taerx is a custom in Japan by which, when a gentleman 
gets on bad terms with himself, he quietly cuts his chest open 
and lets out his life and his troubles together. This is called 
the ‘‘ Happy Dispatch.” The proposition is of this sort which 
has been made by a French engineer, to sink a pneumatic tube 
under the Straits of Dover, and to blow letters and despatches 
backwards and forwards. One difficulty strikes the observer at 
once. It would never do to send private correspondence by such 
a channel—the contents would get wind. 
| —+— 
a" From a Parisian contemporary Jupy learns that “ A res- 
taurateur has just found in the maw of a salmon a diamond ring 
of great value.” A case of ‘‘ the maw the merrier ” this, surely ! 
—§—_ 
«2 Waar constitutes an offence against the law is not, in these 
days, so easy to define. A man and his wife have been fined for 
assaulting the police in Victoria Park, and very properly so, sup- 
posing the accused really resisted the authorities; but no assault 


would ever have taken place had not a policeman attempted to 


a 


Where it was that head was screw'd. 


Feeling very, very seedy, 
Feeling very, very queer ; 

Well I know my night’s adventure— 
Rubbish ’tis to say ’twas Beer! 


Gleam’d the scimetar in circles— 
Ob, my bulbul! mine no more— 
Fell my head down, red and gory, 
Quiv’ring on the palace floor. 
& 


a * 


take these people into custody for the high crime and misde- 
meanour of—skipping. Now,1if skipping is punishable by fine or 
imprisonment, a great crime will be committed by mine newspaper 
readers out of ten the next time Mr. Ayrton makes a speech in 
Parliament. But then it is proverbial that you can't frame an 
indictment against a nation! 
—=p 

> Some people are irrepressible. My. Gzoror Francis Train, 
of Tramway notoriety, writes to the Zimes from the Langham 
Hotel thus : ‘* This libel appears in your journal as a cablegram— 
‘New York, 20th, Groncs Francis Train has been sent to a 
lunatic asylum.’ Will you please make the amende honorable.— 
GrorcE Francis Train, the Coming Dictator.” There are 
Trains and trains. What a pity this one could not “go through 
without stopping ”! —#—— 


@C> An interesting item of election intelligence tells us that 
* The accession of Lord Crersza to the Peerage as Ear] Capoaan, 
after having represented Bath only a few weeks, has again 
plunged that city into a state of political excitement. The 
vacancy is regarded as singularly unfortunate at the present 
juncture, when the Exhibition of the Royal Horticultural Society 
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FOR NOGGINS. 


Cur In AND Say SomuerTHInG uP To THE KNOCKER. 


[The fact is, Joaains has just trodden on the young Lady's Skirt and pulled out a few Gathers, and she has turned round and called 
Phim a clumsy booby. There's no doubt about it, Nocarns has it all before him, and has only got to go in and win. 


is about to take place.” 
irreconcilable things does not appear—but, surely, Bath is just 
the place for plunging ! 


THE ONLY JONES. 


ON’R'D Ma’am,—CuHARLES 
MatTHEws is a perfect 
wonder. I saw him 
the other night at the 
Gaiety, and, upon my 
word, he was friskier 
and livelier than two or 
three young gentlemen 
who might have been 
his grandchildren. It 
is a pity The Liar has 
not the advantage of a 
better cast; the really 
good part of Papillion 
was utterly wasted by 
being in incompetent 
hands. Oh, but then, 
Hon’r'd Ma'am, when 
one goes to see Ma- 
THEWS, what does it 
matter what the people 
round him say or do? 
In the after-piece, the 
well-known Patter ver- 
sus Clatter, it was quite 
a treat to hear the ever- 
green—green, when pre- 
ceded by ever, Mrs. Jupy, 
is not, I sincerely trust, 
uncomplimentary— 
CuHaruEs sing ‘‘A Trip 
to Paris,” a song written 
for his father by James Smrru, one of the clever authors of ‘‘ Rejected 
Addresses” ;—but this is talking in riddles, [Jam afraid, to the rising 


Why electioneering and horticulture are | generation, but you, Hon'r’d Ma’am, know all about it, as wi one or two 


others who read these lines. While mentioning the Gaiety, it is only fair 
to say something in praise of the Saturday morning performances, which 
have become quite an institution. I saw, the other day, Genevidve de 
Brabant, with Miss Sotpeng and the whole Philharmonic Company. It 
seems rather a pity that, in the really funny gensdarme duet, the singers 
should be allowed to repeat the verses over and over and over again, till 
they degenerate into an offensive nuisance, and become silly and tiresome. 
A second visit to the Olympic confirms my opinion that the New Mag- 
dalene is a good play well acted. Miss CAVENDISH seems to improve, 
good as she was before; but I notice with alarm a tendency on the part 
of Mr. ArcuER to become ‘‘stagey,” and, in one or two scenes, to over- 
act the character. The proprietors of the pretty new theatre at Camden 
Town—I beg pardon, ‘‘ Regent's Park”’—are, it is said, about to produce 
a new and original burlesque by Burnanp. : 


THE SHAH OF PERSIA. 
A GREAT many unfounded reports being in circulation about the 
intentions of the distinguished personage now amongst us, and 
feeling that there ought to be no doubtfulness as to such matters, 
Jupy begs to state, on the best possible authority (her own), 
that— 

The Shah has not been subpoenaed to give evidence in the 
TicHBoRNE case, nor has he ever declared that in his early days 
he used to play leap-frog with ‘“‘ Bullocky” Orton at Wapping. 

The Shah has not expressed a desire to receive lessons in 
behaviour from the First Commissioner of Works. 

The Shah did not, when he got safe ashore at Dover, make a 
bad pun in French about a Shah a Douvres, and then explain 
that he meant a Chef d'euvre. He makes all his puns in his 
native Persian. 

The Shah has not challenged Mr. Lowe to a bicycle match 
from London to Brighton for two ounces of sherbet. ; 

He does not play the “ tom-tom” like an angel—nor pick his 
teeth with a fork—nor carry loose diamonds in his pockets—nor ~ 
sleep in his boots. These are not facts—pray let them be con- 
tradicted everywhere. 
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THE UNDECIDED GENTLEMAN 


Done for at Last. 
Ir is, then, really AL Ovgn. 

I have (or Fiona has, if you come to that) at last Dowz It. ~""" 

When, after getting up from the little bench a regular Doomed One— 
I mean an Engaged Man—my Fiona suggesta, in a deeply thrilling thing 
in whispers, that we should take a tarn on the lawn, and ‘“‘ see the lovely 
beautiful moon, dear Avucustus,” what can I do but ‘‘take my turn.’ 

Hem. (whilst meandering amongst and stumbling over confounded 
croquet hoops on the beastly damp grass).— What « very different thing it 
is doing this sort of thing—the romantic-moon-spoon-business— when 
one does it of one’s own free will and pleasure, to when one does it 
because it’s ‘‘expected” from one! I don’t think, really, I ever knew 
the moon come off so doosid flat before. | 

Rehection.—Yet—such is life ! te : 

In the meantime, however, ed Girl of my Heart—Fuora, in fact— 
seems to be enjoying it like anything. ) 

At the same time I am pt my patent leathers wet through, and, if 
there is one thing more than another thing I do hate, it is damp feet. 

I put the danger of this to dear Frora: strongly, substituting, of 
course, her tootsies and her danger for mine. |: ; 

The dear girl, however, says she’s ‘“‘not a bié afraid, thanke—her feet 
are qutte dry and warm.” i 

Reflection.—Yes, for no doubt she put on goloshes beforehand with 
a view to this little arrangement. : 

Mem.—Sweet girlish artlesgness of the Period! Also, charming and 
ingenuous Child of Nature! : . ° 7 ; 

We have been doing this sort of -thing—the romantic-moon-spoon-busi- 
ness—for a considerable period, when FLor& suddenly stops, turns round, 
tries hard for a blush, and then—actually goes off in a sweet-seventeenish 
sort of gentle thing in giggles. , 

Reflection.—What an extraordinary notion this is now! Just because 
a girl is proposed to (or even proposes herself), she gives herself such 
doosid absurd airs right off at once. I declare I never heard Frora 
giggle before this, whatever else she might have done. : 

**O 1!” cries the sweet artless Child of Nature; ‘‘O, Avausrus, what 
will they think inside }” | : 

By ‘‘inside” she means the drawing-room, where all the female element 
is assembled, at full souchong-and-scandal boiling point. 3 
Reflection. —This is pleasant, Fiona evidently expects me to go in with 
her arm-in-arm, and trot me meekly round as engaged before all that 
female element. Mem.—Not if I know it. ; i, 

“Don’t you think,” I say to Fiona, ‘‘you had better just slip quietly 
in and break it to ’em gently, one by one, you know, while I just pop up 
to my room and into some dry boots!” . 

Fioxa don’t seem to see this at all...... After something very trying in 
coaxings, however, the dear girl relents just a little; still, I am not 
relinquished yet. P 

Reflection. —By Jove! now I come to think of it, though, it’s all regu- 
larly settled—that is, you know, though Fiora’s accepted Yours truly, I 
really have not yet been through the osculatory process proper, I believe, 
to the peculiar and interesting occasion. 

The sweet ingenuous Child of Nature—Fiora, you know—proves herself 
quite equal to the melancholy—I mean, occasion. 

Somehow or other, with your leave or without the same, and before 
you could say Jack Rosinson, the dear girl has had it like anything—the 
osculatory process, you know. 

After this little episode and the little interlude, also proper to that 
occasion, Fiona appears in a much more comfortable, not to say, rea- 
sonable frame of mind. Se aa 

She even goes so far as to say she shouldn't ‘‘mind a cup of tea.” 

Reflection. —Capital ! If she does mind her cup’of tea she can’t, very 
well, mind me at the same time. 

And she doesn’t. 

The little interesting interlude having elapsed, and the Curtain, to put 
it with proper dramatic force, having gone up on the second scene, my 
Affianced, after pocketing her handkerchief with due effect, and asking 
me (quite needlessly) ‘‘if her hair was straight,” with a repetition of 
the giggle, says, — 

“* Yes, and do change those wet boots, Auausrus, dear, for my sake.” 

Reflection. —Quite so ; and for my own sake, too, though. 

Then, with a plaintive appeal to my newly-awakened nature—my new 
Engaged One, you know—and the comforting assurance that she would 
‘*go and look at the dear moon again presently with her Aucustus,” 
FLonra pops in through the drawing-room windows. 

Reflection (gallantly and impromptu).—‘‘ Though lost to ‘sight, to 
memory dear.” 

N.B.— Quite so. But there won’t be any error about the ‘‘ dearness”’; 
dear Frora’s notions in milliners and dresemakers are but too well 
known. In the meantime I'll change my boots. 

N TICE.—The week after next will commence a New Series 
of Lire Sxetcnes of Things in General, and of Society in Particular, by 


the Hon. Mrs, —— (late of Berkeley Square). N.B.—These will be Private and 
Confidential. . 
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the Appropriation Act, and—appeal to an indignant race 
@ 


“The Top o’ the Morning.” They say it’s a roarer. 


THE LITTLE BIRD’S NOTES. 


Wuen, on Thursday the 12th inst., I sent you the single line 
‘‘ Conservatives, Prepare for the Dissolution,” I had good reason 
for doing so.. I knew that Ministers expected to be beaten that 
night about the Zanzibar Mail Contract, and I also knew that, 
if beaten, they had resolved upon an immediate Dissolution. 
They were to hurry through the few remaining Estimates, pass 


But the culprits obtained a short reprieve under very remarkab 
circumstances. Mr. Hoxms, the Radical Member for Hackney, 
while exposing the suspicious circumstances’ connected with the 
Contract, quoted a despatch written by Lord Kimsertey, which 
showed he was aware that the country could get the Mails carried 
for considerably less money than Mr. Lows proposed to give to 
the favoured Company. Although this despatch fad actually 
been published in a colonial ‘newspaper, Mr. Lowe declared that 
neither himself nor the Posttnaster-General knew anything about 
it. Now, seeing that Lord Kimpercey’s office is only a few yards _, 
distant from Mr. Lowsz’s, the readers of Jupy ¢an form an opinion . 
as to the incompetence of thé men into whose handg the business 
of the nation has fallen. After this surprising announcement on 
the part of his Chancellor-of the Exchequer, Mr. GLapsTonE 
had nothing for it but to adjourn further proceedings in the 
matter. ae tk 

The question was to have coms on again on Monday last (the 
16th), but Mr. Bouvenrie pointed out another suspicious blunder 
on the part of the Incapables—they had not complied with the 
standing order which requires that a Treasury Minute should 
be laid before the House along with the Contract. Thereupon 
the Speaker declared that the Siovarnment must commence pro- ‘ 
ceedings in the House afresh. —j bi 

To-night, then, Mr. Lowe will again call upon the House to 
approve of the Contract, and the motion will be met by Mr. 
Bouverir, by @ proposal to have the whole affair inquired into 
by a Select Committee. The Zimes, writing on the subject a 
few days since, was inclined to think that Mr. Bouveniz’s amend- 
ment is intended to save the Government. I am not of that 
opinion. Of course, if the Ministers were mean enough to sub- 
mit to the degradation of having their administrative conduct 
referred to the judgment and decision of a Committee, they 
would avoid an immediate smash at the cost of an infinite loss 
of honour. But, bad as Ministers are, there are some of them— 
and GrapsTonE is one—who cannot submit to this extremity of 
humiliation. No, no, it cannot. be, and therefore : 
again I say— 
CONSERVATIVES, BE PREPARED FOR THE DISSOLUTION. 

Thursday, June 19, Noon. 


| SPUTTERINGS FROM JUDY’S PEN. 
Sportine,—An Irish horse-trainer has just christened one of his stud 


Way didn’t a dog want a place in the ark [—Because he had a barque 
of his own. 

‘*WurcH is the plainest, you, I, or So-and-s0?” asked a young lady. 
‘Well, I don’t know,” replied her friend. ‘‘ Anyhow, you are the querist.” 

W2HY is a swerd like beer {—Because it is no use till it is drawn. 

War is the root of the tongue like a dejected man?!—Because it is 
down, in the mouth. 

A Companion Game to Parlour Croquet— Cricket on the hearth. 

JUVENILE Negroes—Black kids, to be sure. 

Let us hope that the weather the Saan experienced on his arrival in 
London will not continue, otherwise, instead of ‘‘Queen’s weather,” the 
saying, it'is ‘‘SHan-ery’’ weather may become proverbial. Had the 
“¢ August ”’ monarch not come so early as ‘‘ June,” we might have given 
him a ‘‘warmer”’ reception ; anyhow, we trust the SHau’s visit to our 
‘‘ shores’? may prove a happy one— Weather or no. 

On dit the Suan has been asked to stay a week longer than he at first 
proposed, but he says he SHaun’t. 


THE 12TH VOLUME OF “JUDY” NOW- READY, 


Price Eight Shillings, handsom bound in Red Cloth, with Gilt Edges, ‘ 
Qases for Bind oy a XII., Two ' 
Also can be had, Vols. I. to XL, Eight Shillings each. 


One Shilling; post free, 1s. 2}d., 


JUDY'S BOOK OF COMICALITIES. 


500 Humornovs PIcrures. 
PustisneD at 78, Fixer Sraget, axp, Soup ( RvERYWHERE, 


get tho oil for the castors ? 
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A PACK OF NONSENSE. 
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Old Gentlemanw. Betsy, where the deuce did you ‘bus Conductor. "Ighbury! "Ighbury ! 


Foot Passenger. Hi! you've dro >ped somethinz. 
B.C. What? 

F.P. The letter H. 

’B. C. Allright, Guv’nor; I'll pic’: it up at Hislington. 


YY 
War 


Betsy. At the chemist’s, sir. 
Old Gent. What the deuce and all did you ask for? ] 
Betsy. Castor oil, sir. [Old Gent. is taken worse. 
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HIsTORICAL. 


‘He retired behind a sapling to conceal his emo- . WOMAN'S RIGHTS, Tue SLeepixo Beauty. 


w«; tions. Damages for Breach of Promise. Where's Prince Whatshisname? 


THE TRUE HISTORY OF THE PRO-RATA PETITION.—Communicated in Strict Secrecy. 
(N.B.—It will be observed that great care has been taken {to preserve their Lordships’ Portraits.) 


VALLE 


FG 


The Powers that be as they appeared just The Powersastheyappeared when the The Powers are wildly excited, but re/O| | And res\ime.teir ordinary official 
before the arrival of the Petition. head messenger brought it in cover partially by the use of stimulants ; duties. 
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A PROMISING STATESMAN. 
Writ, Giuks, WHAT Do you say TO GuapstonE Now? He's a Man oF HIs WORD, ISN'T HE? 
Hg SAID HE'D PUT US FARMBRS ON OUR LEGS, AND HR’S DONE 80 TOO. 
TIME I au’Ays HAD A Naa TO RIDE ON, AND NOW—WELL, NOW——I HAVE TO Foor 17. 


Radical Squire. 
Gile. An! THAT HE BE SO, SuR, SURB ENOUGH. 


ROSE ANNA: REGINA. 
The Fullaloves Once More ‘‘ At Home.” 
I gave broken this affair of the letters to Rose ANNA. 


* 

It has been awful, and it now remains for us to somehow delicately 
break it to Josson, our butler. 

Or, shall we resort to subterfuge? Rose Anna thinks the latter, and I 
think it will perhaps be better to leave it to Rosz ANNA. 
» e * * * * * 

I have left it to Ross Anna. Goodness only knows how she has got 
through it, but it has been got through, and we are now supping heartily 
on a portion of the jellies and pastry ordered for the élite. 

Whilst so engaged, we are considering when we ought to be ‘‘ At 
Home” again. 7 a . * - 

We bave made our minds up, and are going to be *“‘ At Home” a week 
hence—next Thursday. 

We get our cards printed again, and this time Rosz Anna herself writes 
the addresses. The part of the work allotted to me is to soak and pull 
off the old stamps, so that they can be used again. Josson coming in 
whilst some delicate manipulation is in progress, seems to me to smile 
sarcastically, but I scorn to notice him. 

Roser Anna herself posts the letters. 

* i] * a @ * ® 

The stars above are supposed to represent a lapse of time. Days are 
supposed to have rolled away. Five days, in fact, since the issue of the 
cards. The élste will be pleased to come—at least, they say so. 

I have misgivings about some of them—principally about Sir DuLBoRE 
DrEpwayte, who is to be the bandle to our entertainment, asit were. I 
feel that Sir Du.sore will sit upon me if I don't mind what I am about. 

I must put space between myself and Sir Dutpore after the opening 
ceremony is got through. 

I have some qualms, too, regarding Mrs. FirzCLaRENce SACKVILLE 
ALBANY, and the Misses FrrzCLanence SACKVILLE ALBANY. I hope they 
won't swoop down on me all at once. | 

* a * * * 


Anyhow, here’s the evening, and it is eight o'clock. We're going to be 


\ 


I MIND THE 


‘* At Home” at half-past. So, as Rosgz Anna is not quite ready yet, I am 
throwing a coup daw over things generally, and am, in fact, standing on 
a chair setting a candle straight in one of the candelabras, when the 
drawing-room door opens suddenly. 

Fortunately it is not—as I feared—the Firzss, if I may be permitted 
so familiar an abbreviation, but a venerable gentleman with a rubicund 
countenance—Sir DygLBorg, probably—but why wasn’t he announced ? 

‘‘ Beg pardon, sir—but was I to wait on the landing to take the names 
hup, or look to the ‘ats an’ things in the lobby below? ” 

I feel as though I had pulled up short on the brink of a precipice over 
a yawning chasm ; it’s the person of the greengrocery persuasion who has 
come to help Mr. Josson. 

I tell him he had better take his orders from Jonson. Secretly, I 
rather think JoBson knows more about these things than I do, and it will 
be safer. 

Meanwhile, having set the candle straight, I prepare for the élite. 

I wish Rose Anna would be quick, though. I didn’t quite bargain for 
this sort of thing ; besides, it is Rose Anna who is ‘‘ At Home” officially. 
If Iam ‘‘ At Home” at all, I suppose it is by courtesy—a kind of honorary 
deputy, that ought to be kept in the background. 

On reflection, ought I to stay here? I do wish to goodness Ross ANNA 
would make haste. 

Rat-tat-a-tat-tat ! . 

That's what I expected. Would it be mean of me to run away and 
hide somewhere in an upstairs room ? 

Perhaps it would. But what ought I to do, then? 

Shall I run and call Rose Anna ? 

* * ® * * a * 

It is too late. Some one in creaking boots is coming upstairs, Jonson 
announces him, — 

‘¢ Sir DutBorE DEeDWAYTE.” 

This is too terrible. 

I had dreaded Sir Dutzore, but I hadn't an idea he was half as awful, 
and I salute him with fear and trembling. 

He seems surprised to see me at first, until I have explained apolo- 
getically what I mean by it. He also seems surprised that he is the only 
one present. I, myself, think it is rather awkward, and hope he won't 
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A PACK OF NONSENSE. 


NANA RAN 


. 
- 
Z 
ul 
Z 
7 
“7 
j 
V 
if 


s 
7 


ea 


> fi = 
AN 
Min | 
me HE. 


Old Gentleman. Bersy, where the deuce did you 
get the oilforthe castors? , 

Betsy. At the chemist’s, sir. 

Old Gent. What the deuce and all did you ask for? ] < 

Betsy. Castor oil, sir. [Old Gent. is taken worse. VN 


*Bus Conductor. ‘Ighbury! "Igh‘ury! 

Foot Passenger, Hi! you've dro >ped something. 
B.C. . What? 

F.P. The letter H. 

"B.C. Allright, Guv’nor; I'll pic’: it up at Hislington. 
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HisToricat. edt 
‘He retired behind a sapling to conceal his emo- . WOMAN'S RIGHTS, Tue SLEePixc Beauty. 
«4 tions.” Damages for Breach of Pron.ise. Where's Prince Whatshisname? 


THE TRUE HISTORY OF THE PRO-RATA PETITION.—Communicated in Strict Secrecy. 
(N.B.—It will be observed that great care has been taken {to preserve their Lordships’ Portraits.) 
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meets 


The Powers that be as they appeared just The Powers as they appeared when the The Powers are wildly excited, but re- ~ And resiume t! Srila ath 
hhafama tha arrival of the Petition. head messenger brought it in. cover partially by the use of stimulants ; duties. 
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A PROMISING STATESMAN. 
Radical Squire. Writ, GrLEs, WHAT DO You saY TO GLADsToNE Now? He's a Man or His Worp, Isn’r HE? 
Giles. An! rHat HE BR 50, SuR, SURE ENOUGH. HE SAID HE'D PUT US FARMERS ON OUR LEGS, AND HR’S DONE 80 TOO. I MIND THE 
TIME I au’ays HAD A Naa TO RIDE ON, AND NOW—WELL, NOW——I HAVE TO Foor IT. 


ROSE ANNA: REGINA. 
The Fullaloves Once More ‘‘ At Home.” 
I gave broken this affair of the letters to Rose Anna. 
e * % * * * 

It has been awful, and it now remains for us to somehow delicately 
break it to Jopsox, our butler. 

Or, shall we resort to subterfuge? Rose Anna thinks the latter, and I 
think it will perhaps be better to leave it to Rosz ANNA. 

* e * * * * * 

I have left it to Ross Anna. Goodness only knows how she has got 
through it, but it has been got through, and we are now supping heartily 
on a portion of the jellies and pastry ordered for the élite. 

Whilst so engaged, we are considering when we ought to be ‘‘ At 
Home” again. - . : i 5 

We bave made our minds up, and are going to be ‘‘ At Home” a week 
hence—next Thursday. 

We get our cards printed again, and this time Ross Anna herself writes 
the addresses. The part of the work allotted to me is to soak and pull 
off the old stamps, so that they can be used again. JoBson coming in 
whilst some delicate manipulation is in progress, seems to me to smile 
sarcastically, but I scorn to notice him. 

Ross Anna herself posts the letters. 

* e * a @ * ® 

The stars above are supposed to represent a lapse of time. Days are 
supposed to have rolled away. Five days, in fact, since the issue of the 
cards. The élste will be pleased to come—at least, they say so. 

I have misgivings about some of them—principally about Sir DuLBorE 
Drpwarrts, who is to be the handle to our entertainment, asit were. I 
feel that Sir DunBors will sit upon me if I don't mind what I am about. 

I must put space between myself and Sir Dunsore after the opening 
ceremony is got through. 

have some qualms, too, regarding Mrs. FrrzCuarence SackKvi.Le 
ALBAny, and the Misses FrrzCLarence SACKVILLE ALBANY. I hope they 
won't swoop down on me all at once. 
* e * * * 


Anyhow, here’s the evening, and it is eight o'clock. We're going to be 


‘‘ At Home”’ at half-past. So, as Rosgz Anna is not quite ready yet, I am 
throwing a coup d'ail over things generally, and am, in fact, standing on 
a chair setting a candle straight in one of the candelabras, when the 
drawing-room door opens suddenly. 

Fortunately it is not—as I feared—the Fitzes, if I may be permitted 
so familiar an abbreviation, but a venerable gentleman with a rubicund 
countenance—Sir DyLBorE, probably—but why wasn’t he announced ? 

‘* Beg pardon, sir—but was I to wait on the landing to take the names 
hup, or look to the ’ats an’ things in the lobby below? ” 

I feel as though I had pulled up short on the brink of a precipice over 
a yawning chasm ; it’s the person of the greengrocery persuasion who has 
come to help Mr. Josson. 

I tell him he had better take his orders from Jonson. Secretly, I 
rather think JoBson knows more about these things than I do, and it will 
be safer. 

Meanwhile, having set the candle straight, I prepare for the élite. 

I wish Rosz Anna would be quick, though. I didn’t quite bargain for 
this sort of thing ; besides, it is Rose Anna who ia ‘‘ At Home” officially. 
If Iam ‘‘ At Home” at all, I sappose it is by courtesy—a kind of honorary 
deputy, that ought to be kept in the background. 

On reflection, ought I to stay here? I do wish to goodness Rosk ANNA 
would make haste. 

Rat-tat-a-tat-tat ! . 

That's what I expected. Would it be mean of me to run away and 
hide somewhere in an upstairs room ? 

Perhaps it would, But what ought I to do, then? 

Shall I run and call Ros— Anna ? 

* * ® * * a Sd 

It is too late. Some one in creaking boots is coming upstairs, Josson 
announces him,— 

‘¢ Sir DuLBoRE DEDWAYTE.” 

This is too terrible. 

I had dreaded Sir Dotbore, but I hadn't an idea he was half as awful, 
and I salute him with fear and trembling. 

He seems surprised to see me at first, until I have explained apolo- 
getically what I mean byit. He also seems surprised that he is the only 
one present. I, myself, think it is rather awkward, and hope he won't 
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cation, relying on her natural powers to represent 


take offence and go away again. We rather wanted to trot him round | actress, without stage edu 
when the other élite arrived. one of the most difficult of SHAKSPRARE'S characters ; well, Ma’am, they 
Perhaps, if I engage him in conversation, it might smooth him down a | saw a graceful and very intelligent lady, earnest in her endeavours, and 
little, The only difficulty, though, is what I ought to say. Happily he unquestionably talented, who some day may be a great actress, but at 
begins first, and helps me out of the difficulty. present has much to learn. And, Ma’am, I am sorry, I confess it, to 
% You are not in the House, I believe, Mr. FULLALOVE ?,” he says. find Miss Lrrron had not scored a success ; put I look forward to seeing 
What does he mean? I’m not ‘* At Home,” perhaps, officially speaking, Miss Cutve shortly in some other piece, in which she will not so directly 
but surely I’m under the roof, as it were, and visible to the naked eye. | challenge comparison with the greatest artistes who have trod the boards. 
I’ll say I am, anyhow. 4 
‘“Oh, yes,” I reply. ‘Oh, yes—certainly—very much 80.” has been done ; though I cannot join in the lavish 
‘‘ Indeed !” says Sir DuLBORE, elevating his eyebrows, ¢JT have not i 
had the honour of observing you there. Let me see, you stand for—for— 
I forget at the moment.” By 
I’ve done it this time, I am afraid. He must have meant the House of 
Commons ; but why the deuce couldn’t he have spoken plainly? 


can no more accept her stage tricks as good acting than I can the far less 
artificial attitudes of the débutante. Messrs, CRESWICE and RyDER are, 
of course, good. ; 


Thank Heaven, however, I hear RosE ANNA rustling. (Rosk ANNA, y | Iam happy to say The Wonderful Duck, at the Opera Comique, has 
must own, is one of those women who rustle a good deal. She also bumps | been wonderfully improved since the first night, and gives signs now of 
Har 


a little and upsets knickknack tables in turning. ) quacking vigorously for some time to come. Miss RIET COoVENEY is 


Rosz Anna will save me at —— 
this crisis. She will tackle Sir 
Dvutpore—to use # vulgar term | 
—and give him as good as he alt 
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brings. 

Unfortunately, however, Rosz it 

Anna is unprepared for company 

just yet, doesn’t know we 

ly already landed our largest 
on. 

On the contrary, she comes 
upon the scene in some excite- 
ment, annoyed by & trivial do- 
mestic incident, of which she 
speaks as she enters. . 

‘‘Henry, how many more 
times am I to tell you to put 
away those nasty shabby slippers 
when you take them off, and not 
leave them about all over the | 
house?” | 

I dry up. | 

Sir Dutgors looks surprised. | 


Lam afraid to look at Ros } ANANSI TE NC eo aE Ae i 


ANNA. | 
(To be continued. ) 


THE ONLY JONES. 
I AM a highly-respectable, vir- 
tuous, elderly male person—I 
hope you will allow as much, 
Hon’r'd Ma’am—and wouldn't 
for a moment dream of going to 
see any wicked piece the Lord 
Chamberlain did not “perfectly 
approve of. As he approves of 
the Cent Vierges at the St. 
James’s, and has graciously given 
his permission for it to be played, 
I feel the greatest possible con- 
fidence in recommending it to 
the notice of even the most 
serious families, in spite of those 
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very unkind things the gentle- Prey, Suan) 
men on the Telegr aph said about Teacher. XES—YES—TO BE SURE. 


it. In my guileless innocence, 
and with the unbounded faith I | 
have in his lordship’s judgment, — 
I had not a notion it was h 

so naughty, and laughed like anything. I hope none of my lady ac- 
quaintances (who were there also, laughing like anything) saw me, or I 
shall lose my character. 

I can’t think who the people are who write plays for morning perform- 
ances, and why in the name of Thingembob they do it. I went a little 
while ago to see a piece at the Olympic, called’ Twizxt Cup and Lip. The 
plot was sadly wanting in originality, but the dialogue, on the other hand, 
was in parts easy and polished, and some of the repartee nearly approached 
brilliancy. Mr. De LA Piume, the author, was to be commiserated on the 
score of the cast, which was very poor. Miss Emma CHAMBERS alone 
kept them together, and by her intelligent acting secured for 'Twixt Cup 
and Lip a succes d’estime ;—yet with some small alterations the piece 
would have been a very fair one. F 

If the management of the Queen’s had been content to tune their 
trumpets to a lower key, and to bang their drums with a little less 
vehemence, Miss CLIVE would have stood a better chance of making an 
impression as & tragic actress. The public went to see a wonder—an 
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INFORMATION. 
Teacher (who has been commenting on the Visit of the Shah to 
England). AND NOW, CAN yoU TELL ME OF ANYTHING WE HAVE FROM 


Next Boy,—WHAT IS IT WE GET rRoM PERSIA ? 
I xnow, Sin—GutTTa Persua ! 


in both those cases the Conservatives were in opposition when 
the Committees were appointed : had they been in office when 
either of those Committees was appointed, they would have 
resigned immediately. 

Ministerial submission is grievous loss of character and the 
Dissolution in November instead of the middle of July, as 
intended a fortnight ago. 
do it? 


ness the other day by remarking that the Chancellor of the Bx- 
chequer had succeeded in finding in the Lowest deep 4 Lower 
deep still. 


very funny—indeed, her spirit 
does a great deal for the piece ; 
Miss Rosz Brut looks and sings 
admirably ; while Mr. Honey 
has made himself far more at 
home in his The Wonder- 
in its revised form, 
must certainly be numbered in 
the list ef ‘‘ things to be seen.” 

‘At the Alhambra, The Black 
Crook is as popular as ever. 
The music is admirable, while 
the ballets and costumes fully 
maintain the reputation of the 
house. 
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THE 
LITTLE BIRD'S NOTES. 


Tr seems that when I wrote 
my last notes I formed a 
better opinion 0 the dis- 
credited Ministry than it de- 
served. I gave its members 
credit for a higher sense of 
political honour than they 
actually possess. They sub- 
missively accepted Mr. Bov- 
veriE’s amendment for a 
Committee to inquire into 
the Zanzibar Contract, in- 
stead of dividing on their 
own motion for confirming 
the Contract. They have 
secured the retention of office 
for two or three months 
longer; but at what a sacri- 
fice of character! The Un- 
der Secretaries, and such 
small deer, in ing over 
the shabby business to the 
men below the gangway, at- 
tempt to justify the conduct 
of their chiefs by referring 
to the Parliamentary in- 
quiries which took place with 

respect to the CHURCHWARD 
——* and Cunarp Contracts, but 


THAT IS TO SAY—NONSENSE. 


6 —E ee 


The result of the present instance of 


Oh! Mr. BovveERig, why did you 


A man below the gangway expressed his opinion of the busi- 


Thursday, June 26, Noon. 
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Although I am only a humble dependent’s respectable ma’, 

And I feel that my gratitood, Ma'am, will be surely eternal, ae 

Now that you've made me a reg’lar contributor to your much- esteemed, 

' excellent, and largely-circulated journal. 

Lor’, to think now, that beautiful palace as was after our sweet Princess 
christen’t {isn't ; 

Is gone to ashes, and as a body may say, three weeks ago was and now 

And little I thought, when I wrote of its opening day, 

As how all flesh is grass, and how all grass is hay. 

Or, to put it in simpler words, from the poets the sweet phrases I barrow: 

We're most of us all here to-day and the rest of us isn’t to-morrow. 

But there ! ’tain’t no manner of use to go talking and talking of that, 

For weeping’s a error, I says, and Care, Ma’am, you've heard, killed a cat. 

Besides, you're a-waiting to hear my praises, my blames, and my strictures 

On the Burlington House exhibition, the Royal Academy pictures. 

Well, Ma’am, bow would you like it yourself, if a great big hulking feller 

Made you hand over to him your well-worn-but-constant-companion-sleep- 
ing-and-waking family umbreller ? 

Not that I wish to grumble, being a thing I never by any chance do, 

And I hope I know my duty, Madam Jupy, to your wonderfully clever 
paper and to you ; 

And as a poetic reporter I endure, without murmuring, squeezing, and 
equashing, and pain ; 

But lor Mum, you pay me handeome, so my labour isn’t altogether in vain. 

‘ As to the pictures—well, Mum, I won't say as there ain’t 
A great deal of canvas and frame, and a great deal of splotches of paint ; 
But as Boe the subjects !—there now—and, please, I should just like to 


That I don't think my salary includes gazing at such designs as are visible 
to the naked eye in No. 88. 
Which they call it the ‘‘ Bathers ;” but, mercy on me! why, good lack ! 


raps. 
Official. 
Ir is stated, upon good authority, that the Suan will select and take back 


with him a new Ministry. He has already made his choice as follows :— 


Prime Minister : BRADLAUGH, 
Minister of Public Works ) 
and AYRTON. 


Master of the Ceremonies 
Minister of Justice 

Lord Chamberlain 

Keeper of the Privy Purse 
Butcher to the Court 
Shoemaker . . 


| : ; Onstow or WHALLEY. 
Sir CuHartes DILEE. 
ALLY SLOPER. 
ORTON, 

ODGER. 


ies 


_ Worray Mapam,—I'm giad that my efiorts have ERE you so fary. + | 
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One young retiase with nothing on but a pocket ‘handkerchief, he 
seems to be scratching his back ; 

Now One-ninety-four, ‘*The Protector,” is a lady along with a hound, | 

And she’s skeer’d of the flowers or something or other she sees on the 
ground. 

But as for a plant making love, why, I’ve rat by’ em hours and hours, 

But ne’er heard ‘em speak, though be sure I’ve heard tell of the 
‘S Language of Flowers.” 

Well, fighting my way with my arms, which I used like a steam-engine’s 

pistons, 

I saw One- ought- oe tis ‘* Loch Awe,” with Ben Cruachan right in 
the 

The man ” the banks as you see, him as stands with a gun ’mongst the 

boulders, 

Has banged at Ben Cruachan there and blown off his head from his shoulders. 

Andif these are the sights in the Highlands the painter Sir G. Harvuy saw, 

No wonder he called such a scene by the terrible name of Loch Awe. 

Number Ten-sixty-two is ‘‘ The Heir,” and I tell you I gave a good stare, 

For I couldn't make out what had lifted their hats—their hair with a h or 
the air. 

Two-hundred-and- forty-and- two shows the querést of monsters e’er seen, 

And Mister Wy ture (he's the artis) drew them, he says, from the stores 
called marine. 

Ninety-eight is a painting by Yxames—of the subject I’ve got a grave doubt; 

I’ve studied, and studied, and stared, and yet I can't rightly make out 

What ‘‘ Pleading the Old Cause’ can mean, unless it’s a new way to style 

That affair that we read in the paper} mean, Ma’am, the great TIcu- 
BORNE trial. 

But there ! I’ve got no more to.say about this, or that, or the other, 

But remain, with every token of esteem and respect, and the best of 

Wishes for your bealth and happiness, your obedient and obliged, 

Orrick Bor’s MorHer. 
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TO MY WIFE. 
I pip not love your yellow hair, 
Or skin of tawny hue ; 
I never said your hand was fair, 
| Or that your eyes were blue. 
I did not call your figure fine, 
Or praise your tiny feet ;) 
Nor, when to song you did incline, 
Declare your voice was sweet. 
I did not woo as others woo, 
With vows both weak and rash ; 
For every charm I saw in you, 
Was told in one word— Cash ! 
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—The Bed !—The 
END!!! 


I have locked my own door. 
I have changed my wet boots for 


and have told Bixys to bring me 
forting as he can make it.” 
‘ n * 


Binns, who seems to take the " 


a little silver sugar-basin, two 
lovely-looking lemons, @ knife, a 
spoon, and—the Irish. 

I take up the worthy Brmns’s 


my unfortunate ones, you know), 
and take down a good stiff one 
(with lemon and sugar). 

Reflection (while taking it 
down).—Nothing like lemon and 
sugar for damp feet. 

N.B.—I believe you, my boy. 

Subsequently I have another 
stiff dose. 

Afterwards I feel not quite s0 
miserable. 

* * * « * 

I think I must have put too 
much lemon in that last one. 

Anyhow, I feel the miserable- 


so than ever. 

This is not, though, what it 
ought to be—under the eircum- 
stances. Let me go into—thut is, 
let me analyze the circumstances. 

They are just in this way :— 

1. [have popped to dear FLorRA. 

2. Dear F. has accepted me— 
very much s0. 

3, Consequence, arising from 
above combination, I have got to 
marry dear FLoRA. 

4, Result, the Doose and All! 

* * * * * 


the question. 
may come tapping at me outside, 


and require my person “Sto look 


much of her the last time. 
Every moment 


this. 


N.B,—No, nor 80 much water. 


last. 


A long Farewell to 
more—but. weene ! 
Surely FLora wouldn’t already 


No, it’s only my nervousness. 
Yet I oughtn’t to be nervous at 
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JUDY, 


THE UNDECIDED GENTLEMAN 
Completely Settled. 
‘eve |—The Comfort !—The Meditation !—The Lemons !—The 
Hot Water /—The Sugar J—The Spoon '—Much more Meditation ! 
Dream !—The Waking !—The Letter /—THE 


ness coming back now, even more | 


No, it’s no good trying to shirk | 


Every moment the dear Girl 


at the dear Moon” again, just as 
if I didn’t have a doosid lot too 


OR THE LONDON 


I ax in the privacy of my own chamber. 


pomething cosy and snug in slippers. 


I have put a match to the fire, have got into my easiest thing in chairs, 


‘6 something very warm, and as com- 


» * * * 
situation” in at a glance, and who first 


coughs gently behind his hand, and then smiles over at me in the most 
ee [-knows-all-about-i 


t-and-wishes-you-joy- 


Mamma (finding the Children 
| Algy. YS, Ma! 
Mamma, Wat ARE you AN 
Algy (readily). 
MAKER, AND 


I feel myself 
becomiag more and more & Doomed One. 
Every moment—but I shall break down and weep if I go on like 


Mem.—the Irish, with not so much lemon this time. 


* 


* * * cos * * 
I feel just a little bit (or perhaps, drop) better, but I don’t think it’ll 


Every moment the summons—for the Moon-business—may come. 
Every moment may be my last (of my Happy Days of Single Bliss). 
Farewell, then, the Solace of Other Days—need I mention Dooptxs?... 
all my—DooDLERS !.°...No more the little dinners 


at ‘‘The Castle,” ‘‘ for two + no more the small suppers for ditto ; no 


Gracious ! was that a tip-tap at the door 2 


have the—— Eh? 
the approach of the Beloved One. 


tend” for ever and ever. 
* * 


voice! What—— Ah, 
train at Scarborough last season, did go to? 
idiot caught her ?....-- 


hair all this time ! 


unnaturally quiet). 


p TRIXY PLAYING AT ? 
Ou, 11's A NEw Game, Ma. I'm A CABINET- 
I’u Driving A Natu INTO SiseRa’s HEAD. 

[Rush of fond Mamma to the rescue—J 


| 
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Certainly not; I ought to thrill with bliss, 
In the meantime, let me see if the door’s properly locked. J¢ ts/....-. 
And, if the tip-tap”’ for the Moon does come, I'll pretend nut 


tion.—When I’m a regular Married One, I shall have to ‘‘ pre- 
* * + * 


Ah, dear me ! Ah, bless me!....-. 

I wonder, now, what has become of poor little WHATSHERNAME ! 

What pretty little hands she had! hadn't she? What a sweet, low 
dear me ! 
I wonder where that Charming Creature, too, I left going to catch her 


I wonder whether she did catch it, or whether that gawky red-whiskered 


Why, | thought—— why, I didn’t know I’d kept this poor little lock of 


Wh but what's the good 
ofall this? Perhaps I had better 
go to bed. 

* * 


* * * 
a s * = * 
Eh?.....- Hallo !....-- Why, bless 


Why, I’m in my own bed after 
1 eee Why, 
doose of a nightmare after all. 

Phew ! I declare ’m quite wet 
through with terror. 

For I’ve actually been dreaming 
that I was being tied up in a hard- 
and-fast knot in a church—mar- 
ried right off, in fact. 

And, all the time, here I was, 
| and am, as cosy and 
Eh ?...What !...No, and yet-—— 
| Ku ee ; 
| Gracious goodness me, I sup- 
pose I must believe my OWN eyes, 
though ! 
| A note—a little mysterious- 
| looking three-cornered note on @ 
little salver-affair on the top of 
my—— ahem ! well, pantaloons, 
on my bedside Windsor. 

Eh 2.....++6: 

? 


Where’s my ticker—my watch, 


that is ?....-- In its proper place— 
under my pillow...... and ticking 


too! 
| Why, then I couldn’t have been 
| go very bad; if I were a little bit 
wound-up myself, at all events my 
watch was ditto. 

But let me read the note. 

J will......I take it Up...seelt is 
scented with the sweet creature's 
own particular scent...... I open 


(Please note. ) 
Aucy ! 


‘ust in time. 


“My Ownest”—Ek? Why, that’s 
me, L suppo .—My Ever and for 
Ever Aucustus,”—Gracious, there’s no help for it, it ig me !—‘‘I can no 
longer restrain the promptings of my little foolish flutterer,”—she refers 
to her heart there, evidently —‘‘ and so, at last I have summoned up 
courage to do it,’ —Goodness me ! why, she can’t surely have jumped into 
the water-butt ; surely no such g— E 
LetTtER to my Avaustus,’’—ob, that’s all, then! 
anxiety of a faithful bosom can no longer be kept stifled ; 30 how, my 
Avaustus, how are your poor feet by . 
hope and trust you changed” —yes, but that’s more than she has done. 
I don’t think I need go on with it. 

Reflection (on ringing for my shaving-water).—Then my dream was 
true. I go down to breakfast a Doomed, @ Done-for, a Settled, a Bashful, 
put yet a regular DrciDep Max. !' 

* * a 


* B * * 
Tus END. 


NOTICE New week (positively), The Hon. Mrs. ——— 
(late of Berkeley Square) in a New Series of Lire SKETCHES. Highly 


“ Conjidential ” and Strictly ‘‘ Private.” 
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THE SHAH FEVER. 
Tus epidemic is raging with great severity in London and many 
of the provincial towns. The Royal Family are suffering very 
severely, and can get no rest day nor night. The Suan himself 
is much affected, and has already wished himself up to his neck 
in the Red Sea. Many thousands of Londoners have gone quite 
off their heads, and one individual, lunatic but perfectly harmless, 
was found promenading the Thames Embankment the other 
evening with an Arabic dictionary under one arm, and a box of 
Persian insect-destroying powder under the other. If the Suaw 
doesn't go back speedily to Persia, it is anticipated that there 
won't be one man, woman, or child of sound mind left in London. 


+ & 
Amono the innumerable stories told about the Sau, is one to 
this effect. According to the Koran, His Majesty is forbidden to 
tread on any other soil than that trodden by Mussulmans. To 
remedy this little drawback, the Sau has ingeniously placed a 
lininy of earth of his own country between the soles of his boots! 
This probably accounts for the dust which is kicked up wherever 
he goes—just as the quantity of diamonds he wears results in his 
constantly making such a shine | 


* * 

At the close of the review at Woolwich on Saturday, at which 
the Suan was present, the choice of any one of 36 guns, which 
were mauceuvred by the Horse Artillery, was offered tothe Suau, 
and he selected one of the ¥-pounders, which, with all its 
belongings, will return with His Majesty to Teheran. But the 
biggest gun of all was the Sua himself, and decidedly he goes 
off well. nx 


“Tr is not generally known,” remarks the Daily Telegraph, “that 
the SHau is an author, and that, at considerable personal trouble, 
he wrote and published a book for private circulation, in which 
he gave a full account of the only journey he ever undertook 
before the present qne, to Kerbela and Nejjef, near Bagdad, when 
he made a pilgrimage to the sacred places.” A work by so dis- 
tinguished a writer is sure to find readers. As a sample of the 
interest attaching to the literary performances of the Suau, it 
may be mentioned that not only is His Majesty's history very 
popular, but even his horse's tail is red! 
ax 

Turovecn Mr. Revter’s agency, it has just been made known 
that, since his departure from his native country, His Majesty 
the Sua has instituted a new order, called the ‘“‘ Order of the 
Sun,” which is for ladies only. The recipients of this order are, 
up to the present, the QuzEN or ENGLanp, the Princess oF 
Wa es, the Empress oF Germany, the Princess ImMpERIAL OF 
GERMANY, and the CesargvnA. (N.B.—It is “not generally 
known” that this idea first occurred to the SHags on the evening 
when, going down Fleet Street, he passed the office of the incom- 
parable and ever-charming Jupy—who also was the very first lady 
to—— but it would be a breach of confidence to say any more.) 


“* 

| Jupy has another to add to. her list of contradictions. When the 
SHa# was introduced to the QueEN at Windsor, His Majesty did 
not put up his eyeglasses and say, “ Very pleased, I'm shaw |” 
The Sx. does not speak English. 


: ROUNDABOUT. BY THE SQUARE MAN. 


Mrs. Henry Woon's Argosy contains only five articles, of which ‘‘ The 
Master of Greylands,’’ by the author of ‘‘ East Lynne,” occupies nearly half 
the number. It is an interesting story, although old novel readers have 
been long familiar with most of its incidents, and are not likely to be 
mystified by its mysteries. ‘* Johnny Ludlow” is absent this month. 

In Once a Week we are promised a new story by “a highly popular 
author,” to replace the charming and original tale of ‘‘ My Little Girl.” 
The varied contents of Once a Week are always pleasant and readable. 

The Transatlantic, which gives us the cream of the American magazines, 

is unusually good this month. ‘‘The Elder’s Wife” is a capital story. 
Two short pieces of poetry should be read, ‘‘St. Paul’s,” by Joaquin 
MILLER, and ‘‘ Guild’s Signal,” by Brer Harts, though this latter is 
hardly equal to its author's reputation. 
w I am sorry to say that I cannot admire either the style or the matter of 
Mr. Harron’s novel, ‘‘ Clytie,” in the Gentleman's Magazine—indeed, one 
scene in the present number is in the worst taste ; nor do the opening 
chapters of another serial tale, with the good title of ‘‘ Making the Worst 
of It,” promise to raise the character of the magazine for fiction. The 
other contents of the number are particularly good. 

Messrs. Bhack and BuRNAND supply, as usual, the light element to 
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Macmillan. ‘‘ My Time, and What I’ve Done with It,” by the author of 
‘Happy Thoughts,” improves on acquaintance, while Mr. Buacx’s 
** Princess of Thule” fully realizes the promise of its firet numbers to be 
an admirable novel. ‘‘ The Traveller's Calendar”’ will be useful to many 
at this season of the year. 

London Society is chiefly remarkable this month for an article entitled 
‘A First Night,” which, with unparalleled impertinence and execrable 
taste, describes the personal appearance and peculiarities of the news- 
paper critics who habitually attend theatres on the production of novelties. 
This ungentlemanly article is American in its tone, and is the first step 
towards that ‘‘ personal criticism ” which up till now the English press has 
avoided. Mr. Reapr’s ‘‘Simpleton ” is more and more wonderful. 

Miss Brappon with ‘‘Strangers and Pilgrims,” and Mr. Sa.a with 
‘* Imaginary London,” make Selgravia jone of the best of the shilling 
magazines. This month, however, special reference must be made to a 
story called ‘‘ Dumberdene,” in which horror is piled upon horror, and 
agony upon agony; it is a hair-lifting narration, in which ghosts are 
plentiful as blackberries, and corpses start up on every page. I can con- 
tidently recommend it to the perusal of those who want ‘‘ to make their 
flesh creep.” 

‘*Home, Sweet Home,” comes to a conclusion in the June number of 
Tinsley’s. ‘‘ Poor John,” @ new story in two parts, with a startling illus- 
tration, is commenced, ‘‘A Pair of Blue Eyes” is interesting, though 
rather disappointing. 

Temple Bar is fully up to its usual standard, ‘‘ A Vagabond Heroine ” 
being delightful. ‘*‘ Macready,” and ‘‘ Life in the Nineteenth Century,”’ 
are both pleasantly written articles. 


HINTS TO YACHTSMEN, 
Szs that your rudder is made of h-elm; and it will be well to have a 
ploughman on board ; as, in the event of your losing your wheel, you may 
use him as a tiller. 

It is not well to have your oars tarred, as they may become feathered 
as well, which will be unpleasant. 

In cruising off the Isle of Wight, do not go too near the Needles, as you 
may run on the points ; tack often and set every stitch of canvas. 

If your boat's crew will sing as they pull, then the seats may be 
described as merry thwarts. 

If your vessel springs a leak, and you wish to examine the bottom, do 
not expect to find a gridiron because you are off the chops of the 
Channel. . 

In a duck-hunt, if the bouts happen to come into collision, then of 
course it is a fowl-hunt ; the cock-swain may make this little joke. 

In a man-of-war, the fowls are not kept in the cockpit. 

Cats-paws are generally found off the Mouse (lightship). 

Do not hail a friend’s yacht as ship-a-Hoy, unless you wish to insult 
him, as he may not like his vessel taken for a coaster. 

There is no necessity to have a light on the cabin stairs at night, as 
you will always have a companion to guide you down. 

Wine is not kept in the binnacle ; but keep it on the larboard side of 
the ship, especially the port wine. 

When your ship rides at her anchor it is not always with: a horse, sir 
(hawser) ; neither is the gig attached to one either. 


SPUTTERINGS FROM JUDY’S PEN. 


A TaorovaHraRE which does not run in any direction—Lambeth Walk. 

MILDRED’s WRLL at the Gallery of Illustration, and Jupy is glad to hear 
she is as well as can be expected. 

Now the hot weather is coming, it will be pleasant to know it’s School 
at the Prince of Wales’s. 

A qLazier Jupy knows can’t make out why it goes on raining, for his 
glase is always going up. 

Taat’s awfully stunning, as the man said when he pitched on his head 
from the top of the Monument. 

A GENTLEMAN with a good falsetto voice wishes to exchange with any- 
body possessing a good false set o’ teeth. 

A ‘**SHock’’ ina Affair—Hair-cutting in prison. 

Can a butcher's be said to be a joint-stock business ! 

Every dog has his day : now's the time—these are days. 

A FIns-1mposine Personage—A magistrate (how's that spelt ?). 

Waar ought Rocer to do if he wears his clothes out before his trial 
is ended {—Why, seek for a new suit ! 

A member of the School Board ought to know a deal more than other 
people. 


THE 12TH VOLUME OF “JUDY” NOW READY, 


Price, Eight Shillings, handsomely bound in Red Cloth, with Gilt Edges. 
Cases for Binding Vol. XII., Two Shillings. 
Also ean be had, Vols. I. to XI., Eight Shillings each. 


One Shilling; p«st free, 1s, 2)d., 


JUDY’S BOOK OF COMICALITIES. 


500 Humorous Picrvk. a 
Puptisoep at 78, Fixet Sreamt, an» S*LD’ EVERYWHERE. 
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y) He thought he'd try the crossing-sweeping 

When first Storer proposed that he should make dodge, to begin with. The above represents 
himself up as an ‘‘ Unprofessional Vagabond,” Jupy A. Storer (Jupy’s ‘‘ Unprofessional”) proudly 
observed, in her quiet way, that he would not want Soper as he appeared when artfully disguised. The taking his stand, at early dawn, at the Regent 
much making up. (This hurt his feelings.) wig and beard were particularly artful. Circus, 
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-—_S : = The provincial stranger turns upon 
This is A, SLopeRr aguin, only a. A.ty Storer gives up crossings, and The provincial stranger heeds him not. our ALLY with almost unnecessary 
little later on, when the leyiti- trices it on with a balfpenny box of ALLY gently but firmly -forces his hat severity, and takes advantage of 
mate proprietor of the crossing § Lowe-comotives, A provincial stranger upon. his notice., This annoys the pro- having thick boots to act with some 
put in an appearance, approaches. cial stranger. degree of unkindness to A. SLopErR, 


SLOPER in the hands of a meddlesome member of the Atty in the dock, endeavouring to explain to the Sad end of A. alpur who only bi 


pes 
Police Force, Another nasty interfering fellow says the pig-headed magistrate, who wanted to make out he =a month's hard labour b i hitne 
Lowr-comotives are a swindle, because they don't happen was a ‘professional vagabond,” that lots of other a Labo} eenisy. CARS| 


to light either on their own box or any other. literary gentlemen have done the same thing before. *' till further notice. 
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The Darwinian Progression of the Species, with Missing Link supplied. 


ONLY JONES. 


favour with one bound. It 
has taken Mr. GeorcE 
ConquEst some thousands 
to get up as high as he is, 
but he is up now, and is 
very sure indeed upon his 
legs. I should have liked 
to have welcomed him 
West a little sooner—say in 
the spring-time, but I dare- 
say many hundreds, to 
whom the ‘‘ Eagle” home of 
this agile actor is a terra 
incognita, will as gladly 
jump at achance of seeing 
him in the Strand, as he 
will be to jump for their 
amusement. The idea of 
catching this popular fa- 
vourite upon the hop was 
really very clever of Mr. 
HouiinGsHEaD, and ought 
to fill his theatre, even in 
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the dog days. 
To tell you, who know 
everything, that Mr. 


George Conquest is a 
clever actor and an ad- 
mirable gymnast, is to 

inform you of facts with 
which you have been for years well acquainted ; but there are many of 
your respected employer, who have not your universal knowledge, 
and who, if they have heard of Mr. Conquest at all, only connect him 
vaguely with a certain obscure place of amusement in the City Road, whence 
his fame has trickled through Pentonville and Bloomsbury to the west-end. 
At last, at the enterprising ‘‘ Gaiety,’’ London has the opportunity of see- 
ing Mr. Grorcz Conqugst. It is to be sincerely lamented that the piece 
entitled Snae Fell, which is the medium of his introduction to a west-end 
audience, should be completely devoid of interest and humour, but such is 


Some people come into 


the case. It is an open question whether Snae Fell has any plot, but it can 
boast of having its chief part played by Mr. GgorcEe Conquest, who in 
the first scene proves himself an actor of no mean ability—although 
drunkenness, however carefully represented, can never fail to be repulsive— 
and in the concluding portions of this traly ‘‘ fantastic drama’ shows to 
great advantage as a pantomimist and an acrobat. Miss Constance 
LosgsBy makes the best of a small part, and sings of course well, as does 
Miss Auausta THomson. Hon’r'd Ma’am and respected Public, it is a 
duty you owe to yourselves to see Mr. Georce ConquEst, and to wish, as I 
do, that he may shortly appear in a drama worthy of his unquestionably 
great powers, 

I am sorry to see that lively little comedy, About Town, is to be with- 
drawn at the Court Theatre. ; 

The enterprising manager of the St. James’s Theatre works very hard 
to supply his public with a succession of attractive performances. Les 
Brigands is the latest addition, and is very cleverly performed. The 
dreadfully naughty Cent Vierges still keep the bills ‘‘ by special desire.”’ 
Dreadfully naughty people, please note ! 

Hon’r’d Ma’am, you usually send your other young man to the Poly- 
technic, but the other day he passed me his ticket. They have got the 
Suan there just now—that is to say, a lecture about him, ‘‘ illustrated 
by original Persian music.” I was erroneously led to believe that sherbet 
would be handed round between the parts, but this was not so, and I 
therefore took my bottled ale and bath bun afterwards, at my own ex- 
pense. A new illusion by Dr. Crort, called An Arabian Night, is very 
good indeed, and well worth seeing; and so, indeed, are several other 
things I should have liked to stop for, but a man wanted to galvanize me, 
and I came away frightened. 

Look out for Kissi-Kissi at the Opera Comique. 
NAND has been very happy in it. 


ROSE ANNA: REGINA. 
The Festivities Continued. 

RevERTING to my giddy childhood, when I was innocent and happy— 
long, long before I knew Rosk Anna (not that I intend anything invidious 
by that remark)—I sometimes, upon the Fifth of November, summoned as 
many of my family as would put up with it, to the back-parlour window, 
through which in the back-yard they could look on at me letting off 
squibs. The family found the money and I let off the squibs, and they 

were thus privileged to see the exhibition without extra charge. 
I remember, however, there were occasionally objections as to the 


They say Mr. Bur- 
Tae Onty JONES. 


h 


» 


“and exclaim, ‘‘ This isn’t half as 
- bad as it was the other night, 
‘when no one came at all.” 
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manner of letting off, and fault was found with the arrangements generally, 
upon account of my going in too tremendously at first with the Roman 
candles and large-sized catherine wheels, and having to come down sud- 
denly to penny crackers, and wind up ignominiously with, perhaps, a 
melancholy squib, which, ten to one, wouldn't go off at all. 

The above reminiscence is not irrelevant, as might at firat be supposed, 
but rather allegorical, as, at Rose Anna's ‘‘ At Home,” we may be said to 
be letting off our Roman candles—Sir DunBore and the FirzCuaREnce 
SACKVILLE ALBANys, a good deal too early in the evening, instead of 
the penny-cracker Suitas, Browns, Rosinsons, and Jongses, who ought 
to have come first and pave the way for the lions. 

As it is, the lions alone have arrived, and seem to look about them for 
the busy throng at present absent. I feel certain, indeed, by Sir Dut- 
BORE’S expression, he is asking 
himself whether any one else is 
expected, and an almost irresis- 
tible desire takes possession of me 
to dig bit in his white waistcoat, 


With a superhuman effort, how- 
ever, I resist the temptation. 

Fortunately some one does turn 
up at this moment— another lion 
of a smaller breed, Mr. Por- 
CHESTER Suite. (The greengrocer 
calls him poached eggs. ) 

I'make a dash at him as a 
thirsty traveller upon a desert 
might do at water, and shake him Sh 
warmly by the hand. He smiles SN 
faintly, and looks to see whether “Say 
the button has come off his glove. ‘ if 

A kind of rush follows Suitu Bate? ee 
up, who are graciously received ; 3 
by Rosz Anna, she having signi- 
fied to me ia a stage whisper that 
I need not go out of my way to 
dismember her guests. I therefore 
stand by, and get in a bow ora 
shake of the hand sideways when 
there is a chance. 

Presently, finding this rather 
dull, I takea ramble round, more, 
as it were, to find a resting-place 
than companionship. 

Thus rambling, and occasion- 
ally getting bumped, I involun- 
tarily compare myself to some 
deserted fragment of a wreck, 
cast adrift upon the trackless 
ocean, knocking up against things. 

The thought is poetical, it seems 
to me, and I feel sad at heart. 
Therefore, seeking rest and finding 
none amongst the giddy throng, 
I take a turn at the landing out- 
side, and rest my weary frame 
upon the stairs. Here I find a 
pale young man, also resting his 
weary frame. He sighs as I ap- 
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proach, and opens his heart to aailird | 
me. rl ; A : 4 
‘*TIt’s awful hot here,” he says. tf ig <4) Be 


I say it is. Eire none oan 

‘* It’s awful slow, too,” he says. 

I agree with him. 

‘*Qaeer hugger-mugger set of 
people,” he says. ‘* Rather like 
the Chamber of Horrors, eh ?”’ 

I coincide with his opinion. 

‘‘ Who are these FuLLALoves? —~ 3 
Do you know them?” he says. ‘7 never heard of them.” 

I humour this gentle stranger, and tell him ‘‘I don’t know much 
about them, but believe they are comparatively harmless.” 

He goes on : ‘‘ The wife’s a fine woman,” he says, ‘‘ but wants style, I 
think. They say the husband’s nothing.” 

This interests me somewhat, and I ask for further information. 

‘*T mean,” says my young man friend, ‘‘ he’s an ass!” 

Shall I disclose myself to this misguided creature, and confound him 
by the truth? Will it confound him, though? Upon second thoughts, I 
will drift onwards. 

I don't feel happy, however. 

This, then, is society, and these the élite. 


PROUF 


LOOK AT ME!” 
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Fonsisors, being the only person left in the ‘bus, amuses himself 
by filling up the Conductor's Way-bill. 


c© Here's A FOOL WRITING TO THE PAPER TO SAY TOBACCO STOPS 
Oxt’s GROWTH IF INDULGED IN AT TOO EARLY AN AGE, 
Iprot! why, I’vE BEEN AT IT EVER SINCE I was 4 Boy, AnD 


[Juxy 9, 1873. | 
Oh, hollow, hollow world ! 
And we are cultivating the élite, and Rose Amma finds pleasure in their 
society. 
I dont. 
I should rather like to go to bed and have a geod cry. 
(To be continued. ) 


THE SHAH FEVER. 

TuoucH a trifle abated since His Majesty's departure, the Sian 
fever is still rather prevalent in places. The latest phase of 
the disease is the Suaun’s talismans, of which he has over two 
hundred, and they are, it appears, “ most curious.” One is a 
gold star of five points, which . 
is called Merzoum, and has 
the reputation of making con- 
spirators immediately confess. 
When the. S#an’s brother was 
accused of treason some time 
since, this star was shown him, 
and overcome: by remorse, ho 
' avowed his iniquities. His 
_ confession was of course attri- 
| buted to its efficacy; and, 
doubtless, the Suan regards 
this jewel as one of his lucky 
stars—if he does not, he 
oughtto. The next important 
Wi talisman is a caobe of amber, 
Y which fell from heaven in 
WW/jy, | Manomerr'stime. Being sup- 
Vij posed to render the Suan in- 
| Y, vulnerable, he wears it about 
his neck, and he must find ita 
great bother tohim. Another 
is a diamond set in one of 
his scimitars, which renders 
its possessor invincible; and 
there is also a dagger with the 
same property, but it is or- 
dained that those who use it 
should perish by it, and so it 
is not safe property to go in 
for. It is, therefore, carefully 
kept shut up ina sandal-wood 
box, on which is engraved a 
verse of the Koran. But the 
Mien most interesting of all is a 
“ileal little box of gold set in eme- 
ralds, and blessed by the Pro- 
phet. It renders the royal 
family invisible as long as they 
are celibates. The Span 
had, however, numerous wives 
before it came into his pos- 
session—which accounts 'pro- 
bably for our good fortune in 
having seen so much of him 
—or perhaps he has left this 

box at home. 
Another interesting item is 
the report that the Span is a 
very bashful man. It appears 
that when a lady is presented 
to His Majesty, he first looks 
on the ground at her feet, then 
| at his own feet, generally on 
=" one side and rather over his 
shoulder, then again at hers, and at last gradually raises his 
eyes to her face, when he assures her in French that he 
is extremely happy to make her acquaintance. It is then 
the turn of the next lady, and the ceremony is repeated in the 
same manner, but of conversation there is none. One of the 
gentlemen of the Court, who had watched the Suu very closely, 
explained this peculiarity of manner as arising from his never 
having been accustomed to see ladies unveiled in society, and 
thus feels shy and somewhat shocked. Poor Suau! If his 
feelings are so much hurt by the appearance of one lady, how 
will he face the sixty-five Mrs. Saau’s when he gets home again! 
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RATTLETRAP RHYMES.—No. 15. Jones the Martyr. 


JoNES was a sailor, stanch and true, 
His Christian name was MIKE, 
He was an able seaman in 
The schooner Marlingspike. 


He sail’d upon the foaming sea, 
He drifted on the river, 

And oft the mainbrace he would splice, 
And oft his timbers shiver. 


But, oh! alas! the Marlingspike, 
Deep laden and spar-deck‘d, 
Was very, very well insured, 
And so one night got wreck’d. 


The crew were happily all saved, 
Some rescued by a brig, 
Some crowding in the jolly boat, 
And some in Captain’s gig; 
Except Mrxs Jones, who tried in vain | 
To reach a friendly boat, 
But grasp’d a hen-coop just in time 
To keep himself afloat. 


A king’s 


He swam about for seven days, 
In hopes the shore to reach, | 

And then was thrown up, high and dry, 
Upon a shingly beach. 


A savage Queen, of swarthy mien, 
Survey'd him as he lay, 

And mutter’d these uncanny words, 
Which filled him with dismay :— 


‘*The Ruggleswitch and Warthy Rum 
Are dingling on their Dones ; 
Betura-minx and Howlin-Katz, 
Bob-contra, Mister Jones.” 


She pinch’d his arm with playful zeal, 
They were but bone and skin ; 

For poor Mike Jones had starved a week— 
In consequence was thin. 


She shook her head and then she grinn’d, 
Much like a Cheshire cat, 


‘6 
PRIVATE ''] AND 
From the Hon. Mrs. 
— Victoria Street, S. W., July 3, 1873. 

‘6 THANK Gooprass ! !” 

I suppose there do exiat, amawher or other, certain oddly-constituted 
and generally crooked young people of the female gender, who don’t 
thank their Goodnesses after emerging safe and sound from the terrible 
ordeal I have just get through, with real/y— under the naturally depress- 
ing circaumstances—great éclat to myself; but, all this child can Bay 
is, she don’t and won’t believe it, if only for "the credit of the sex in 
general, Bat perbaps I ought -to explain? 

The fact is, then, as you clever ones may have guessed by this time, 
I have just returned from My HonkyrMoor. 

Yes, I have just finished three whole weeks of it. I was intended to 
have done a complete calendar month, but even the abnormal patience of 
a Newly Married one will reach the end of its tether at last. 

Heighho !...... Also, as the muscular heroes in my dear GEORGE 
LAWRENCE'S tremendous ‘romances of real life,” say in their softer 
moods—curacoa and coffee on the top of a well- wined dinner, probably— 
‘‘ Ah me !"’ 

. Poor old Atay, too, I am sure, suffered awfully, though he really 
behaved a lot better under the trying circumstances—during the before- 


c's CONFIDENTIAL ! qn 
’s Diary. 


And murmur’d low, ‘I'd bave you know, 
I love a white man’s fat.” 

And then she glanced, with witching looks, 
And heaved a brace of sighs, 

Then pinch’d his arm a second time, 
And languish’d with her eyes. 


Thought Jongs, ‘‘ Hallo! this isa go! ‘ 
‘Tis hardly quite the thing ; u 
But it would be uncommon nice, 
To find one’s self a King. 
‘€ She is, ‘tis true, of swarthy hue, 
Her hair is like a door-mat ; 
Her subjects all are niggers, but— 
a king for a’ that. 


‘* No, hang it all !’”’ he cried, ‘‘ the pangs 
Of sharp remorse I feel; | 
Be false to MAnrHa and her babes— 
To Mantua Jones of Deal ! 


** No, no, I cannot do the thing, | 
No bigamy for Mrkk ; 
Faithful and true is MicHag. Jongs, 
Late of the Marlingspike.” 


| For weeks and weeks the savage Queen | 
Taught Jones what to obey meant ; 

She fed him, cramm’'d hin, stuff’d him, till— 
He swell'd out like the Claimant. 


Then, when in size she thought him fit, 
She wheel’d him in a carriage 

To where a long white-bearded priest 
Would celebrate the marriage. - 


She took his hand, He upped and spoke, 
In firm and manly tones,— 
‘¢ Shiver my timbers, mum, you can’t 
Be Mrs, Micnak, Jonxs! | 
‘‘T have a Mantua, fittm, at home, - 
And she the vict’ry wins ; 
I have eight childred} mam, as well, 
And two of them afe twins.” 


The eavage Queen, though dark, look’d black, 
Her wrath rose up and upper ; 
- €*]f husband, wretcb, you will not be, 1+: 
You'll have to be my supper ! : 


** Seize him, ‘ye elaves 4 I'll teach him what 
It is a Queen to balk ; 
Carve him, and slice him—take the bits 
And toast them on the fork!” 


cae as ee te oS, 


So said, so done, his fatten’d legs 
Were straightway scraped and toasted ; 
While those plump arms she'd loved to pinch 
Were exquisitely roasted. 


| Thus ended virtuous MicHaEL Jongs, 
| A victim to his folly ; 
But as the Queen enjoyed his bits, 
A shade of melancholy 


Diffused itself across ber brow ; 
It was not indigestion, 

But bitter grief, which call’d from her - 
This bheart-breaking reflection, — 


‘* He is so good,” she sobbed, ‘‘ so good, 
He is so good to eat, 
I never yet, in all my life, ¢ 
Have had as great a treat. 


‘* Ob, what a husband he'd have made ! 
Alas, how nice he look’d ! 
I might have been his wife six weeks, 
And then have had him cooked !” 


mentioned ordeal I mean—than I could possibly have given him credit 
for before—that is to say, don’t you know, before the hymeneal altar. 

Dear Atay !...... How nice, and how good, and oh, how thoughtful he 
was !...... I feel quite certain—and how comfortable such an assurance 
makes one !|—that for the whole tteme—the three weeks, you know—I-—/ 
was the one, and the only one. 

And thts, not aly as regards young men, but furthermore, though I 
say it, with reference to young women, is—well, is, really, a point 80 
strong that I’m very sure I need not go very far out of my way for an 
endorsement. * 

Well, then, sitting i as IT am now, in my own sasiiilae sanctum, 
on the darlingest and the cosicst thing in dainty lounge-chairs (his own 
sélection, dear old Atcy!) before his very own idea in boudoir tables (poor 
dear bey !) and before, also, my own particular notion in the very bdlackest, 
dashed with a little of the extremest greenest thing in cups of ‘‘ souchong,”’ 
and just touched up with the smallest spoonful of well, call it sal volatele, 
for our long journey fagged me awfully, I begin to view (good word, that) 
things in their own proper light. 


Well, you see, I—that is, We—how strange that little word stv/2 sounds ! ° 


—have, some twenty minutes ago, finished our first little dinner (for 
two) in our first little attempt at a town ‘‘ establishment.’’ 
This, the first abiding place of our Penates, is a top ‘‘ flat” in Victoria 


‘VI9- 
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THE SEA! 


A SEASONABLE SONG. 


‘*Of course it’s not as easy to some people to row on the sea as i: fresh water, but when you're used to 11 ———” And those were the very words 
he was saying at the very moment. 


\) 
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**You ain’t the first gent as hasn’t caught uothink, by a long way. I shouldn’t take on, sir, if I was you.” ‘*Confound you !” said old Boparr, 


——— 


‘“xeep, your confoundedgconsolation to your confounded self.” 


Street, and it is really very jolly when one does arrive at it, but, O dear, 
.it is ‘‘ such a getting upstairs’ when one is a bit fagged. 

Of course, don’t you know? my idea of ‘‘a little establishment ” is, as 
I have always said, one of the pretty-looking bijousx in ‘‘ the Lane”; but 
then, as ALay says, they’re so absurdly dear, and, though so ‘‘ pretty- 
looking” outside, you don’t get half the number of good-sized rooms as 
we do in our ** flat.” 

Poor mamma—I’m the only girl, you know, left—wanted us to come 
and live with her in the old house in Berkeley Square—and that, of course, 
would be very nice for many things—but, you know, when you get 
married, you expect a regular turn-out and change in everything, don’t you ? 

In the meantime, then, until Aucy’s ship comes home, that is, until 
his ‘‘expectations”’ are ‘‘ realized ’—Uncle Gores, you understand, and 
the Oxfordshire property, and the poor old fellow is very shaky—I suppose 

*we must do the economical in the way of house-rent. 

However, more of this anon, but let me now return to my muttons, 
that is, My Diary, you know. 

Ah, dear me, how funny, and, really, how flat one’s Honzrmoon does 
look on paper, and after it’s all over. 


Just read this single page of my diary, opened at random—not a bad 
sari either, I daresay, of other people’s Honeymoon Bliss and 

pture. 

‘Tuesday. Pavilion Hotel, Folkestone. 

‘¢ Just arrived from Paris, vid Boulogne and boat. Rough. Sea-sickness. 
Poor Auer ditto—that is, as regards the mal de mer. No appetite at all. 
Biscuits, brandy-and-soda, and bed. : 

‘* Wednesday.—Better. Good night. Good breakfast. Poor A. quite 
queer still. Lunch. Poor A. queerer still...... Stroll on beach. Stupid. 
AueY more queer. Doctor. Pill and dieting. Dinner. Early bed. 

‘* Thursday.—Better still. Poor A. still poorly, really quite irritable. 
svaave My own temper, sometimes, I confess, might be improved upon, but 
I really do not lose it over a common chop, and before common waiters, 
See Really, Atay should be a little more considerate...... Drive out. 
Dall...... Back again...... Bed. 

‘* Friday.—Tremendous row between Atay and doctor. Prescription 
torn up, doctor ordered out, and dry champagne ordered up instead...... 
Extraordinary and rapid improvement in the poor dear fellow...... After a 
capital lunch we drove over to Deal, where my old chum Jack has his 
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yacht now. Dined on board and had a jolly dinner. Back again in 
positively good sptrits...... Why ? 

‘* Saturday. — Raining...... Newspapers...... Dull...... Lunch. Why can’t 
they vary one’s food a little sometemes?...... More newspapers...... Stupid...... 
Rain worse than ever...... Nothing todo. Dinner. A little better spirits, 
but nothing to do. Arrival of package of books from Munprsg's. Three 
stupid novels, in three volumes, of would-be ‘ Fashionable Life.’ 
Pshaw! At the bottom of this rubbish, a single volume, with funny 
catching title, ‘Shuttlecock Papers,’ really quite a treat to a dull ene, 
and I sat up till ever so late reading it. Very late to bed. 

‘¢ Sunday.—Poor Atay queer again. ‘ Low, doosid,’ he calls it. J, 
in lieu of the ‘ faculty,’ prescribe the best claret the landlord can give, 
instead of tea for breakfast...... He takes my advice—very much 890, also 
an underdone steak. We go to church and feel all the better for it—the 
claret, that is...... Capital thing in lunches, and then, toes up, and more of 
the ‘Shuttlecock ’ book. 

‘* Monday.—Raining all day. Dreadful! 
Awful!! Wednesday.—Do. do. Bored to annihilation ! 
Cleared up, but I can’t stand this any longer.” 

And yet, I appeal to all girls who have got married, ard would like to 
ask them if this page of my Honeymoon experiences is not a fair sample 
of the general sort of thing. 

How full Town is even now, and what a lot of adventures and scandal 
there seems to have been going on since my—I was really going to say— 
apotheosis / But more of that presently. 


ROUNDABOUT. 
By the Square Man. 

For a very long while I have not read a more pleasant book than 
Mr. Bagry’s ‘‘ Sporting Rambles and Holiday Papers” (Rouriepar). Its 
pages seem to exhale a fresh and soothing perfume of green fields, wild 
flowers, and shady nooks on the rivers’ bank on drowsy summer days. 

‘“The Book of American Anecdotes” (RovurLepag), is a selection of 
good things, by Mr. Howarp Pavn. Many of them are new to me. 

“6500 Abbreviations made Intelligible,” is a little volame professing to 
contain ‘‘an explanation of the initial letters commonly used to denote 
titles, orders, and degrees ; fellowship and membership with Royal and 
Learned Societies ; offices of the Masons and Foresters ; dates, numerals, 
&e., &c., It certainly gives a lot of information, some of it rather 
unlooked-for, as for instance, ‘‘M. D. R., Metropolitan District Railway;"’ 
while at the same time I find no mention of ‘‘ F. P., Fire-plug.” J. for 
Jupy I observethas also been omitted, andC. H. R., the initials of a young, 
handsome, and brilliant author, intimately connected with an enormously 
popular comic journal, which extreme modesty alone prevents the writer 
from here mentioning. 

The Saan has included in bis round of pleasures in England, the 
Crystal Palace and Madame Tussaup’s waxworks, and I really think 
these two sights are as great in their way as any we could show him. Of 
the dear old Sydenham Palace, with its lovely gardens now in the full 
glory of their summer beauty, one cannot speak too highly ; while a visit 
I paid, country cousining, the other day, to the Baker Street waxworks 
interested me far more than I ever imagined it possible such an exhibition 
could. The SHau had the cords removed, in order that he might more 
closely inspect Mr. Guapstone’s effigy—at least, so the papers say—at 


Tuesday.— Ditto, ditto. 
Thursday.— 


Madame Tussavp’s, and there only the present First Lord of the Treasury 


is a model Minister. 

Another sight, and then I can turn to the July magazines. A few 
nights since I went to the Surrey Gardens; it was late, and I only saw 
the fireworks, which were remarkably good. The amusements appear to 
be altogether managed with a liberal and enterprising spirit. I shall hope 
to report more fully concerning them shortly. 

Tinsley’s Magazine for the present month is pleasant reading ; but a 
story to supply the place of ‘‘ London's Heart” is sadly wanting. ‘‘A 
Female Cynic” writes respecting ‘The Husband.” Her feelings so far 
run away with her that she halts and limps in rhyme and rhythm ina 
feeble attempt to scatter wedded man with her satire. 

Macmillan for July has but a short table of contents, but the quality 
of both stories and articles is very good. Mr. Brack in ‘‘ A Princess of 
Thule,” and Mr. Burranp in ‘‘My Time, and What I’ve Done with It,” 
represent the department of fiction. ‘* Traditions of Sterne and Buon- 
YAN,’ a strange couple to link together, is a very pleasant and interesting 
paper, as is another by Miss Paitiimore on ‘‘ MANZONI.” 


Mr. Bovverie is at present the observed of all observers in the 
political world. GrapsToneE is nominally “ Leader of the House,” 
and takes his salary as First Minister, but Bouvenisg is, practi- 
cally, the director of public affairs. We saw, the other day, how 
he dictated the appointment of a Committee on the Zanzibar 
Contract scandal, and how Ministers ingloriously submitted to the 
proposal. Now he has subjected them to a still greater humilia- 
tion. Out of a long list of bungling attempts at legislation 
during the present session, the Supreme Court of Judicature 
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Bill was the only one which was likely to obtain any credit 
for its authors. Its object was to provide a new Court of Appeal 
for England, leaving the present Court of Appeal—the House of 
Lords—for Scotland and Ireland. On Thursday last, I think it 
was, Mr. Bouverre gave notice that when the Government 
should propose to go into Committee on the Bill, he would move, 
as an amendment, that there should be one Court of Appeal 
only for England, Scotland, and Ireland. The preparation of 
the Bill occupied the Lord Chancellor and his sollaagise during 
the Parliamentary recess—it was brought into ‘the House of 
Lords about four months ago—it has been before the Commons 
about two months, making six months in all, and during the 
whole of that time the Government called upon Parliament to 
give the measure support, because it retained the House of Lords 
as the Court of Appeal for Scotland and Ireland, in deference, 
as they declared, to the strongly-expressed wish of the people of 
those two countries. But as soon as Mr. Bouveris gave his 
notice of amendment, terror reigned in the Ministerial camp. A 
Cabinet meeting was held on Saturday. The faithful whip made 
the case clear at once. The Scotch and Irish members would 
support the amendment. There could be no doubt as to what 
the Constitutional party would do, and therefore the result was 
clear—a large majority for Mr. Bouveriz. Ministers did not 
hesitate a moment as to what they should do. The dear, patriotic 
men having during ten months held it necessary to maintain the 
appellate jurisdiction of the Lords, because the Scotch and Irish 
people wanted it, now—in a single day, between Thursday night 
and Saturday morning—ascertained “ by inquiries" that, up to 
that moment, they had completely mistaken the wishes of the 
people of Scotland, and that what they wanted was not to have 
their appeals heard in the House of Lords !! 

Accordingly, on Monday evening, before Mr. Bouverte could 
rise, Mr. GLaDSTONE announced the surrender of the Govern- 
ment, which the member for Kilmarnock received with dignified 
approval. 


‘¢ Turn about and wheel about, do just s0, 
Eb’ry time we wheel about, jump Jim Crow.” 
I told Jupy’s readers, some time ago, that there were many 
humiliations awaiting Ministers; they are coming 
thick and fast now. 


: Thursday, July 3, Noon. 


Does a pauper really think a great honour is conferred upon him when 
he receives the Order of the Bath? 


AN unsuccessful beggar in Brompton has now taken to sell oranges, 
and has got a coster's barrow mercly for a ‘‘stall.” 

‘Marry, come up,” is an old saying, but one of Jupy’s bachelor 
friends says that ‘‘ Marry, come down,” will be more appropriate, unless 
prices come down a little. 

A Youre BEGINNER is informed that Youne’s Corn Plaisters don’t pro- 
duce crops. That boy must be a corn goon—we mean a gone coon. 

A Gru oF Scents says to her dilly-dallying young man, ‘*O pop an’ ax 
mamma's consent. She’s sure to give it.” Presse anp Lunrn want half- 
a-crown 8 bottle, though. (Something wrong somewhere. Perhaps it 
ought to be read backwards.—Jupy.) 

AGRICULTURAL.—A mower who can't mow might as well be no mower. 

Tue next worst thing to raining pitchforks must be hailing omnibuses. 

A LittLE while ago they had the Quakers at the Gaiety; now they 
have got the Jumpers. 

Tux gentleman who asserted that his friend never opened bis mouth 
without putting his foot in it, being called upon to apologize, said he was 
very sorry, but when he made the assertion he did not see the size of his 
friend's foot. 

An Irishman’s Brogue—Pat-ois. 

SomeTHna above a hall porter—A stout butler ! 

Sir Heres pe Courser complains that his greyhounds are in such 


high training that they are useless, for they will run for miles without 
turning a hare. 


Nearly Ready, One Shilling. New Book for the Road, the River, and the Rail, 


JUDY’S HIGH JINKS; 
BEING 
FIVE HUNDRED HUMOROUS PICTURES 
WITH DESCRIPTIVE LETTERPRESS SELECTED FROM THE PAGES OF **gupy,” 
By CHARLES H. ROSS, 
SIMILAR TO * JUDY'S BOOK OF COMICALITIES,” ONLY EYFRASO MUCH EETTER. 
The Best Book ever Published. 
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THE SEA! 


A SEASONABLE SONG. 
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§.xpcuee a head—no extra charge if you're poorly. Of course, it’s awfully jolly, though, and does you a deal of good. 


i 


**Of course it’s not as easy to some people to row on the sea as i: fresh water, but when you're used to 11 ———” And those were the very words 
_ he was saying at the very moment. 


Street, and it is really very jolly when one does arrive at it, but, O dear, 
.it is ‘* such a getting upstairs’ when one is a bit fagged. 

Of course, don’t you know? my idea of ‘‘a little establishment ” is, as 
I have always said, one of the pretty-looking bijoux in ‘‘ the Lane”; but 
then, as AL@y says, they’re so absurdly dear, and, though so ‘‘ pretty- 
looking” outside, you don’t get half the number of good-sized rooms as 
we do in our “‘ flat.” 

Poor mamma—lI’m the only girl, you know, left—wanted us to come 
and live with her in the old house in Berkeley Square—and that, of course, 
would be very nice for many things—but, you know, when you get 
married, you expect a regular turn-out and change in everything, don’t you ? 

In the meantime, then, until Aucy’s ship comes home, that is, until 
his ‘‘ expectations”’ are ‘‘ realized ’—Uncle Gzoraz, you understand, and 
the Oxfordshire property, and the poor old fellow is very shaky—lI suppose 

*we must do the economical in the way of house-rent. 

However, more of this anon, but let me now return to my muttons, 
that is, My Diary, you know. 

Ah, dear me, how funny, and, really, how flat one’s Honermoon does 
look on paper, and after it’s all over. 


Just read this single page of my diary, opened at random—not a bad 
specimen, either, I daresay, of other people’s Honeymoon Bliss and 


Rapture. 

‘* Tuesday. Pavilion Hotel, Folkestone. 

‘¢ Just arrived from Paris, vid Boulogne and boat. Rough. Sea-sickness. 
Poor Auer ditto—that is, as regards the mal de mer. No appetite at all. 
Biscuits, brandy-and-soda, and bed. 

‘* Wednesday.—Better. Good night. Good breakfast. Poor A. quite 
queer still. Lunch. Poor A. queerer still...... Stroll on beach. Stupid. 
ALGY more queer. Doctor. Pill and dieting. Dinner. Early bed. 

** Thursday.—Better still. Poor A. still poorly, really quite irritable. 
siete My own temper, sometimes, I confess, might be zmproved upon, but 
I really do not lose it over a common chop, and before common waiters, 
t00...... Really, Atay should be a little more considerate...... Drive out. 
Dall...... Back again...... Bed. 

‘¢ Friday. —Tremendous row between Aucy and doctor. Prescription 
torn up, doctor ordered out, and dry champagne ordered up instead...... 
Extraordinary and rapid improvement in the poor dear fellow...... After a 
capital lunch we drove over to Deal, where my old chum Jack has his 
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yacht now. Dined on board and had a jolly dinner. Back again in 
positively good sptrits...... Why ? 

‘* Saturday. — Raining...... Newspapers...... Dull...... Lunch. Why can't 
they vary one’s food a little sometimes?...... More newspapers...... Stupid...... 
Rain worse than ever...... Nothing todo. Dinner. A little better spirits, 
but nothing to do. Arrival of package of books from Mopre's. Three 
stupid novels, in three volumes, of would-be ‘ Fashionable Life.’ 
Pshaw! At the bottom of this rubbish, a single volume, with funny 
catching title, ‘Shuttlecock Papers,’ really quite a treat to a dull ene, 
and I sat up till ever so late reading it. Very late to bed. 

‘¢ Sunday.— Poor ALGY queer again. ‘ Low, doosid,’ he calls it. J, 
in lieu of the ‘ faculty,’ prescribe the best claret the Jandlord can give, 
instead of tea for breakfast...... He takes my advice—very much 80, also 
an underdone steak. We go to church and feel all the better for it—the 
claret, that is...... Capital thing in lunches, and then, toes up, and more of 
the ‘Shuttlecock ’ book. 

‘¢ Monday.—Raining all day. Dreadful! 

Awfal!! Wednesday.—Do. do. Bored to annihilation ! 
Cleared up, but I can’t stand this any longer.” 

And yet, I appeal to all girls who have got married, and would like to 
ask them if this page of my Honeymoon experiences is not a fair sample 
of the general sort of thing. 

How full Town is even now, and what a lot of adventures and scandal 
there seems to have been going on since my—I was really going to say— 
apotheosis / But more of that presently. 


ROUNDABOUT. 
By the Square Man. 

For a very long while I have not read a more pleasant book than 
Mr. Baxry’s ‘‘ Sporting Rambles and Holiday Papers’”’ (RourLepag). Its 
pages seem to exhale a fresh and soothing perfume of green fields, wild 
flowers, and shady nooks on the rivers’ bank on drowsy summer days. 

‘The Book of American Anecdotes” (Rour.Epax), is a selection of 
good things, by Mr. Howarp Paut. Many of them are new to me. 

‘6500 Abbreviations made Intelligible,” is a little volume professing to 
contain ‘‘an explanation of the initial letters commonly used to denote 
titles, orders, and degrees ; fellowship and membership with Royal and 
Learned Societies ; offices of the Masons and Foresters ; dates, numerals, 
&e., &c., It certainly gives a lot of information, some of it rather 
unlooked-for, as for instance, ‘‘M. D. R., Metropolitan District Railway;"’ 
while at the same time I find no mention of ‘‘F. P., Fire-plug.” J. for 
Jupy I observethas also been omitted, and C. H. R., the initials of a young, 
handsome, and brilliant author, intimately connected with an enormously 
popular comic journal, which extreme modesty alone prevents the writer 
from here mentioning. 

The Saan has included in his round of pleasures in England, the 
Crystal Palace and Madame Tussaup’s waxworks, and I really think 
these two sights are as great in their way as any we could show him. Of 
the dear old Sydenham Palace, with its lovely gardens now in the full 
glory of their summer beauty, one cannot speak too highly ; while a visit 
I paid, country cousining, the other day, to the Baker Street waxworks 
interested me far more than I ever imagined it possible such an exhibition 
could. The SHau had the cords removed, in order that he might more 
closely inspect Mr. Guapstonr’s effigy—at least, so the papers say—at 
Madame Tussavcv’s, and there only the present First Lord of the Treasury 
is a model Minister. 

Another sight, and then I can turn to the July magazines. A few 
nights since I went to the Surrey Gardens ; it was late, and I only saw 
the fireworks, which were remarkably good. The amusements appear to 
be altogether managed with a liberal and enterprising spirit. I shall hope 
to report more fully concerning them shortly. 

Tinsley’s Magazine for the present month is pleasant reading ; but a 
story to supply the place of ‘*‘ London's Heart” is sadly wanting. ‘‘A 
Female Cynic” writes respecting ‘‘The Husband.’”’ Her feelings so far 
run away with her that she halts and limps in rhyme and rbythm in a 
feeble attempt to scatter wedded man with her satire. 

Macmillan for July has but a short table of contents, but the quality 
of both stories and articles is very good. Mr. Buack in ‘‘ A Princess of 
Thule,” and Mr. Burwaxp in ‘‘ My Time, and What I’ve Done with It,” 
represent the department of fiction. ‘Traditions of Sterne and Bur- 
YAN, a strange couple to link together, is a very pleasant and interesting 
paper, as is another by Miss Paitiimore on ‘‘ MANZONI.” 


Tuesday.— Ditto, ditto. 
Thursday.— 


Mr. Bovuvenis is at present the observed of all observers in the 
political world. GrapsToneE is nominally “ Leader of the House,” 
and takes his salary as First Minister, but Bouvenrie is, practi- 
cally, the director of public affairs. We saw, the other day, how 
he dictated the appointment of a Committee on the Zanzibar 
Contract scandal, and how Ministers ingloriously submitted to the 
proposal. Now he has subjected them to a still greater humilia- 
tion. Out of a long list of bungling attempts at legislation 
during the present session, the Supreme Court of Judicature 


Bill was the only one which was likely to obtain any credit 
for its authors. Its object was to provide a new Court of Appeal 
for England, leaving the present Court of Appeal—the House of 
Lords—for Scotland and Ireland. On Thursday last, I think it 
was, Mr. Bouverm gave notice that when the Government 
should propose to go into Committee on the Bill, he would move, 
as an amendment, that there should be one Court of Appeal 
only for England, Scotland, and Ireland. The preparation of 
the Bill occupied the Lord Chancellor and his colleagues during 
the Parliamentary recess—it was brought into ‘the House of 
Lords about four months ago—it has been before the Commons 
about two months, making six months in all, and during the 
whole of that time the Government called upon Parliament to 
give the measure support, because it retained the House of Lords 
as the Court of Appeal for Scotland and Ireland, in deference, 
as they declared, to the strongly-expressed wish of the people of 
those two countries. But as soon as Mr. Bovuvenris gave bis 
notice of amendment, terror reigned in the Ministerial camp. A 
Cabinet meeting was held on Saturday. The faithful whip made 
the case clear at once. The Scotch and Irish members would 
support the amendment. There could be no doubt as to what 
the Constitutional party would do, and therefore the result was 
clear—a large majority for Mr. Bovuveriz. Ministers did not 
hesitate a moment as to what they should do. The dear, patriotic 
men having during ten months held it necessary to maintain the 
appellate jurisdiction of the Lords, because the Scotch and Irish 
people wanted it, now—in a single day, between Thursday night 
and Saturday morning—ascertained “ by inquiries" that, up to 
that moment, they had completely mistaken the wishes of the 
people of Scotland, and that what they wanted was not to have 
their appeals heard in the House of Lords!! 

Accordingly, on Monday evening, before Mr. Bouverig could 
rise, Mr. GLADSTONE announced the surrender of the Govern- 
ment, which the member for Kilmarnock received with dignified 
approval. 

‘¢ Turn about and wheel about, do just so, 
Eb’ry time we wheel about, jump Jim Crow.” 

I told Jupy's readers, some time ago, that there were many 
humiliations awaiting Ministers; they are coming 
thick and fast now. 


- Thursday, July 3, Noon. 


SPUTTERINGS FROM JUDY’S PEN. 


Does a pauper really think a great honour is conferred upon him when 
he receives the Order of the Bath? 

AN unsuccessful beggar in Brompton has now taken to sell oranges, 
and has got a coster’s barrow mercly for a ‘‘stall.” 

** Marry, come wp,” is an old saying, but one of Jupy’s bachelor 
friends says that ‘‘ Marry, come down,” will be more appropriate, unless 
prices come down a little. 

A Youna Becrxner is informed that Youne’s Corn Plaisters don’t pro- 
duce crops. That boy must be a corn goon—we mean a gone coon. 

A Giku oF Scents says to her dilly-dallying young man, ‘‘O pop an’ ax 
mamma's consent. She’s sure to give it.” Presse anp Lupin want halt- 
a-crown a bottle, though. (Something wrong somewhere. Perhaps it 
ought to be read backwards. —Jupy. ) 

AGRICULTURAL.—A mower who can’t mow might as well be no mower. 

Tux next worst thing to raining pitchforks must be hailing omnibuees. 

A LitTLE while ago they had the Quakers at the Gaiety; now they 
have got the Jumpers. 

TuE gentleman who asserted that his friend never opened his mouth 
without putting his foot in it, being called upon to apologize, said he was 
very sorry, but when he made the assertion he did not see the size of his 
friend's foot. 

An Irishman’s Brogue—Pat-ois. 

SomMETHING above a hall porter—A stout butler ! 

Sir Hersert pe Courser complains that his greyhounds are in such 
high training that they are useless, for they will run for miles without 
turning a hare. 


Nearly Ready, One Shilling. New Book for the Road, the River, and the Rail. 


JUDY’S HIGH JINKS; 


BEING 
FIVE HUNDRED HUMOROUS PICTURES 
WITH DESCRIPTIVE LETTERPRESS SELECTED FROM THE PAGES OF §*ygupy,”’ 
By CHARLES H. ROSS. 
SimILAR TO “JUDY'S BOOK OF COMICALITIES,” ONLY EVER SO MUCH BETTER, 
The Best Book ever Published. 
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THE SEAI 


THE SEA! 


A SEASONABLE SONG. 


a ed 


§.xpcnee a head—no extra charge if you're poorly. 


Of course, it’s awfully jolly, though, and does you a deal of good. 


‘*Of course it’s not as easy to some people to row on the sea as i: fresh water, but when you're used to it 
he was saying at the very moment. 
f 


Street, and it is really very jolly when one does arrive at it, but, O dear, 
.it is “* such a getting upstairs’ when one is a bit fagged. 

Of course, don’t you know? my idea of ‘‘a little establishment ” is, as 
I have always said, one of the pretty-looking bijouw in ‘‘ the Lane”; but 
then, as AL@y says, they’re so absurdly dear, and, though so ‘‘ pretty- 
looking” outside, you don’t get half the number of good-sized rooms as 
we do in our “‘ flat.” 

Poor mamma—lI’m the only girl, you know, left—wanted us to come 
and live with her in the old house in Berkeley Square—and that, of course, 
would be very nice for many things—but, you know, when you get 
matried, you expect a regular turn-out and change in everything, don’t you ? 

In the meantime, then, until Aucy’s ship comes home, that is, until 
his ‘‘expectations’’ are ‘‘ realized ’—Uncle Gores, you understand, and 
the Oxfordshire property, and the poor old fellow is very shaky—I suppose 

*we must do the economical in the way of house-rent. 

However, more of this anon, but let me now return to my muttons, 
that is, My Diary, you know. 

Ah, dear me, how funny, and, really, how flat one’s Honzrmoon does 
look on paper, and after it’s all over. 


” And those were the very words 


ee —— 


Just read this single page of my diary, opened at random—not a bad 
oe either, I daresay, of other people’s Honeymoon Bliss and 

pture. . 

‘* Tuesday. Pavilion Hotel, Folkestone. 

‘¢ Just arrived from Paris, vid Boulogne and boat. Rough. Sea-sickness. 
Poor Auer ditto—that is, as regards the mal de mer. No appetite at all. 
Biscuits, brandy-and-soda, and bed. 

‘* Wednesday.—Better. Good night. Good breakfast. Poor A. quite 
queer still. Lunch. Poor A. queerer still...... Stroll on beach. Stupid. 
Aucr more queer. Doctor. Pill and dieting. Dinner. Early bed. 

‘* Thursday.—Better still. Poor A. still poorly, really quite irritable. 
siete My own temper, sometimes, I confess, might be improved upon, but 
I really do not lose it over a common chop, and before common waiters, 
$005.55. Really, Atay should be a little more considerate...... Drive out. 
MR ssicss Back again...... Bed. 

‘* Friday.—Tremendous row between Axcy and doctor. Prescription 
torn up, doctor ordered out, and dry champagne ordered up instead...... 
Extraordinary and rapid improvement in the poor dear fellow...... After a 
capital lunch we drove over to Deal, where my old chum Jack has his 
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yacht now. Dined on board and had a jolly dinner. 
positively good sptrits...... Why ? 

‘« Saturday. — Raining...... Newspapers...... Dull...... Lunch. Why can’t 
they vary one's food a little sometimes?...... More newspapers...... Stupid...... 
Rain worse than ever......Nothing todo. Dinner. A little better spirits, 
but nothing todo. Arrival of package of books from Mupiz's. Three 
atupid novels, in three volumes, of would-be ‘ Fashionable Life.’ 
Pshaw! At the bottom of this rubbish, a single volume, with funny 
catching title, ‘Shuttlecock Papers,’ really quite a treat to a dull ene, 
and I sat up till ever so late reading it. Very late to bed. 

‘¢ Sunday.— Poor ALay queer again. ‘ Low, doosid,’ he calls it. J, 
in lieu of the ‘ faculty,’ prescribe the best claret the Jandlord can give, 
instead of tea for breakfast...... He takes my advice—very much 80, also 
an underdone steak. We go to church and feel all the better for it—the 
claret, that is...... Capital thing in lunches, and then, toes up, and more of 
the ‘Shuttlecock ’ book. 

‘* Monday.—Raining all day. Dreadful! 

Awfal!! Wednesday.—Do. do. Bored to annihilation ! 
Cleared up, but I can’t stand this any longer.” 

And yet, I appeal to all girls who have got married, ard would like to 
ask them if this page of my Honeymoon experiences is not a fair sample 
of the general sort of thing. 

How full Town is even now, and what a lot of adventures and scandal 
there seems to have been going on since my—I was really going to say— 
apotheosis / But more of that presently. 


ROUNDABOODT. 
By the Square Man. 

For a very long while I have not read a more pleasant book than 
Mr. Barry's ‘‘ Sporting Rambles and Holiday Papers’’ (RourLeper). Its 
pages seem to exhale a fresh and soothing perfume of green fields, wild 
flowers, and shady nooks on the rivers’ bank on drowsy summer days. 

‘©The Book of American Anecdotes” (Rovur.epax), is a selection of 
good things, by Mr. Howarp Pavt. Many of them are new to me. 

‘6500 Abbreviations made Intelligible,” is a little volume professing to 
contain ‘‘an explanation of the initial letters commonly used to denote 
titles, orders, and degrees ; fellowship and membership with Royal and 
Learned Societies ; offices of the Masons and Foresters ; dates, numerals, 
&e., &c., It certainly gives a lot of information, some of it rather 
unlooked-for, as for instance, ‘‘M. D. R., Metropolitan District Railway;'’ 
while at the same time I find no mention of ‘‘F. P., Fire-plug.” J. for 
Jupy I observethas also been omitted, and C. H. R., the initials of a young, 
handsome, and brilliant author, intimately connected with an enormously 
popular comic journal, which extreme modesty alone prevents the writer 
from here mentioning. 

The Saan has included in his round of pleasures in England, the 
Crystal Palace and Madame Tussaup’s waxworks, and I really think 
these two sights are as great in their way as any we could show him. Of 
the dear old Sydenbam Palace, with its lovely gardens now in the full 
glory of their summer beauty, one cannot speak too highly ; while a visit 
I paid, country cousining, the other day, to the Baker Street waxworks 
interested me far more than I ever imagined it possible such an exhibition 
could. The Saau had the cords removed, in order that he might more 
closely inspect Mr. Guapstonx’s effigy—at least, s0 the papers say—at 
Madame Tussavv’s, and there only the present First Lord of the Treasury 
is a model Minister. 

Another sight, and then I can turn to the July magazines. A few 
nights since I went to the Surrey Gardens ; it was late, and I only saw 
the fireworks, which were remarkably good. The amusements appear to 
be altogether managed with a liberal and enterprising spirit. I shall hope 
to report more fully concerning them shortly. ; 

Tinsley’s Magazne for the present month is pleasant reading ; but a 
xtory to supply the place of ‘‘London’s Heart’”’ is sadly wanting. ‘‘A 
Female Cynic” writes respecting ‘‘The Husband.” Her feelings so far 
run away with her that she halts and limps in rhyme and rhythm ina 
feeble attempt to scatter wedded man with her satire. 

Macmillan for July has but a short table of contents, but the quality 
of both stories and articles is very good. Mr. Buacx in ‘‘ A Princess of 
Thule,” and Mr. Burwaxp in ‘‘ My Time, and What I’ve Done with It,” 
represent the department of fiction. ‘‘ Traditions of Sterne and Bun- 
YAN,’ a etrange couple to link together, is a very pleasant and interesting 
paper, as is another by Miss PaiLiimore on ‘‘ MANZONI.” 


Back again in 


Tuesday.— Ditto, ditto. 
Thursday.— 


THE LITTLE BIRD’S NOTES. 
Mr. Bovuvertg is at present the observed of all observers in the 
political world. GrapsToneE is nominally “ Leader of the House,’ 
and takes his salary as First Minister, but Bouvenig is, practi- 
cally, the director of public affairs. We saw, the other day, how 
he dictated the appointment of a Committee on the Zanzibar 
Contract scandal, and how Ministers ingloriously submitted to the 
proposal. Now he has subjected them to a still greater humilia- 
tion. Out of a long list of bungling attempts at legislation 
during the present session, the Supreme Court of Judicature 
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Bill was the only one which was likely to obtain any credit 
for its authors. Ts object was to provide a new Court of Appeal 
for England, leaving the present Court of Appeal—the House of 
Lords—for Scotland and Ireland. On Thursday last, I think it 
was, Mr. Bouverre gave notice that when the Government 
should propose to go into Committee on the Bill, he would move, 
as an amendment, that there should be one Court of Appeal 
only for England, Scotland, and Ireland. The preparation of 
the Bill occupied the Lord Chancellor and his colleagues during 
the Parliamentary recess—it was brought into ‘the House of 
Lords about four months ago—it has been before the Commons 
about two months, making six months in all, and during the 
whole of that time the Government called upon Parliament to 
give the measure support, because it retained the House of Lords 
as the Court of Appeal for Scotland and Ireland, in deference, 
as they declared, to the strongly-expressed wish of the people of 
those two countries. But as soon as Mr. Bovuveris gave his 
notice of amendment, terror reigned in the Ministerial camp. A 
Cabinet meeting was held on Saturday. The faithful whip made 
the case clear at once. The Scotch and Irish members would 
support the amendment. There could be no doubt as to what 
the Constitutional party would do, and therefore the result was 
clear—sa large majority for Mr. Bouveriz. Ministers did not 
hesitate a moment as to what they should do. The dear, patriotic 
men having during ten months held it necessary to maintain the 
appellate jurisdiction of the Lords, because the Scotch and Irish 
people wanted it, now—in a single day, between Thursday night 
and Saturday morning—ascertained “ by inquiries” that, up to 
that moment, they had completely mistaken the wishes of the 
people of Scotland, and that what they wanted was not to have 
their appeals heard in the House of Lords!! 

Accordingly, on Monday evening, before Mr. Bouverie could 
rise, Mr. GLaDSTONE announced the surrender of the Govern- 
ment, which the member for Kilmarnock received with dignified 
approval. 


‘¢ Turn about and wheel about, do just so, 
Eb’ry time we wheel about, jump Jim Crow.” 
I told Jupy’s readers, some time ago, that there were many 
humiliations awaiting Ministers; they are coming 
thick and fast now. 


7 Thursday, July 3, Noon. 


SPUTTERINGS FROM JUDY’S PEN. 


Dogs a pauper really think a great honour is conferred upon him when 
he receives the Order of the Bath? 


AN unsuccessful beggar in Brompton has now taken to sell oranges, 
and has got a coster's barrow merely for a ‘‘stall.” 

‘* Marry, come wp,” is an old saying, but one of Jupy’s bachelor 
friends says that ‘‘ Marry, come down,” will be more appropriate, unless 
prices come down a little. 

A Youxe BroInner is informed that Youxe’s Corn Plaisters don’t pro- 
duce crops. That boy must be a corn goon—we mean a gone coon. 

A Grru or Scents says to her dilly-dallying young man, ‘‘O pop an’ ax 
mamma's consent. She’s sure to give it.” Presse anp Luin want half- 
a-crown 8 bottle, though. (Something wrong somewhere. Perhaps it 
ought to be read backwards.—Jupy. ) 

AGRICULTURAL.—A mower who can’t mow might as well be no mower. 

Tux next worst thing to raining pitchforks must be hailing omnibuses. 

A Litre while ago they had the Quakers at the Gaiety; now they 
have got the Jumpers. 

THE gentleman who asserted that his friend never opened his mouth 
without putting bis foot in it, being called upon to apologize, said be was 
very sorry, but when he made the assertion he did not see the size of his 
friend's foot. 

AN Irishman’s Brogue—Pat-ois. 

SomETHING above a hall porter—A stout butler ! 

Str Hersert pe CourRser complains that his greyhounds are in such 


high training that they are useless, for they will run for miles without 
turning a hare. 


Nearly Ready, One Shilling. New Book for the Road, the River, and the Rail. 


JUDY’S HIGH JINKS; 


BEING 
FIVE HUNDRED HUMOROUS PICTURES 
WITH DESCRIPTIVE LETTERPRESS SELECTED FROM THE PAGES OF §*gupy,”’ 
By CHARLES H. ROSS. 
SIMILAR TO “JUDY'S BOOK OF COMICALITIES,” ONLY EVER. 80 SUCH ELTTER. 
The Best Book_ever Published. 


~~ 
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IMPRESSIO:'INS, FROM A PERSIAN POINT OF VIEW. 
(Specially communicated. All other Communications to other Journals a 


re-unworthy of credit.) 
Oe : 
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He was very much struck with the first salute at Dover—it pleased lim ex- 
tremely; though he sincerely hopes, if he comes again, it won 


, The first view of the vast Metropolis filled him 
t be repeated. with awe, even unto overflowing. It made him 
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cough and sneeze a good bit, too. 
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_.. His first introduction to a London Cow was deeply 
impressive. 


Ilis first experience of the Early-closing Movement 


excited him powerfully. 
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His first ideas respecting Sabbath Trading = SUF His first essa i al’ 

c 1g, Ss won ; <——_ 1//, : ssay upon Persian Sherbet 4 l’'Anglaise 
too, were highly satisfactory. They readily SS ~ “ai Bilis) filled hi ith is ; 
py lir him to bea traveller, but not a bond Se Ae «i AAA Hl PES ES Meee ee ee 
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His first encounter with a newspaper boy 


The kindly 


Unless, indeed, it was the Speeches of the 
Mayors; and, evéu then, he went away and 
pleased hira most, though, perhaps. “Yah, TU hev your 

_ags many on ’em as you like for twopence,” 


genial greeting of the Unwashed Son of Toil 
rather pleased him. 


‘Here you are, Shab! didn’t hear a, quarter Of thoselthat haa been 
extinguisher !” prepared for him. ‘ 


ee ee ee eee eee a ee Ne, ie ee ee OED lh ge 1878, 
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A PROSE POEM. 


Aracument :— Aunty goes down to the Seaside and ulects a Retired Spot, where she dabbles playfully with her shoes and stockings off. That monkey 


GEORGE secures the same and won't give them up under a shilling. 


THE ONLY JONES. 


MR. and MRS. KENDAL took their 
benetit, the other evening, at the 
Haymarket, as doubtless you, Hon’r’d 
Ma’am, know perfectly well. The 
house was crowded, as you, Worthy 
Employer, will assuredly guess. Mrs, 
KExpAL—or Miss Manos Ropertson, 
to give her the name most familiar 
to the public—essayed the part of 
Lady Gay Spanker, in Bovcrcau.t’s 
‘fone really good play,” while her 
husband, undaunted by the inevitable 
comparison with Evergreen Ma- 
THEWS, appeared as the lively, irre- 
pressible, unscrupulous Dazzle. Both 
did their best, and we know how 
much that means with such popular 
favourites as Mr. and Mrs. Kenna. 
London Assurance was followed by 
a slight, pleasant sketch, entitled 
Twenty Minutes under an Umbrella, 
by Mr. Dusovurc, in which the 
sparkling rudenesses and brilliant 
insolences of modern stage conversa- 
tion were well delivered by the two 
characters, interspersed on the part 

of the gentleman with many unnecessarily naughty words. Pray see to 

this, Mr. Dusovra, for I don’t think gentlemen usually employ bad language 
once a minute when talking to their lady cousins, even when they happen 
to be madly in love with them. However, thank you, Mr.and Mrs. Kenpat, 
for a very pleasant evening. 

The Hall by the Sea will be open before this number falls into the 
hands of the public. They say that Messrs. Sprers anp Ponp have sur- 


passed themselves this year. Of course everybody will be there—that | 


_ “* goes without saying.” 


MUCH UNHAPPINESS. 


I can’t remember when I have been so miserable. 

I have been all day in the most delightful garden, among the sweetest 
smelling roses, with the Object of my young affections. The Object and 
I have been all one delicious, warm, and balmy July day at Rosherville, 


| and we have been quarrelling the whole time. 


| 


Rage and fury have been going on in sequestered side-walks, half- 
stifled ferocity in the stalls of the Bijou Theatre, and grinding of teeth in 
the Baronial Hall. . 

We have called one another cruel names upon the giddy heights of the 
Tower ; and in the presence of the skeleton of the whale in the Museum 
have told one another what we thought of each other pretty plainly. 

I had been told—indeed I had read it in print—that this was the 
place wherein to spend a happy day, and I and the Object came down by 
the Albert Edward, and would have been as happy as the day was long, 
had we not fallen out at an early stage of the journey, abaft the funnel, 
and gone on quarrelling ever after. I take it, with an Object in an 
affectionate mood, or Objectless (perhaps better that way), one might be 
frightfully, awfully, dreadfully happy at Rosherville. 

There are four bears there—two elderly, the mamma and papa of the 
young ones. Mamma climbs up a pole and begs for biscuits. Papa, on 
the contrary, sits down below and opens his mouth, which looks like a 
red-lined reticule rather faded. Papa is perhaps the wisest, as it isn’t 
everything aimed at mamma’s mouth up above which she catches, and 
what falls comes to his share. 

The young bears, brother and sister, I think—I did not ask them—live 
in a kind of cave near the peacocks, and are rather unkind to one another, 
like the Object and I. The peacocks are handsome birds, observed from 
the front ; their back views, however, are wanting in dignity, particularly 
in windy weather. 

The Tower I have alluded to is famous for its views and its collection 
of autographs. Smirn, of Whitechapel, wrote his name here in 1864, 
and Buaetns, of the New Cut, in 1871. This information may impart 
an interest to the edifice hitherto unfelt. 

The Baronial Hall is celebrated for its Barons—of beef, and also for its 
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p SOME OF THESE DAYS. 


WHAT WE MAY (AND OUGHT TO) SEE AT THE CAM 
g Anh 


==. p- 
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The March Past. — Please drop yo 


be ae 


Ne 
Wa 


nmunirion |S eS 


Life in the Camp.—The Captain brings her Young Man round. He feels timid. 


a roarer and reveller, their enjoy- 


hat, and is chafing also the spirit of 
d of indignation 


Not being of the Roaring Lambs, 


ment chafes my ruffled spirit somew 


tely necessary to draw the 
We meet, as it were, upon a mutual groun 


teas need not be divided longer than is absolu 


tea. 
There is also ‘‘ an extraordinary exhibition of laughable moving figures | my Object. 
working by machinery, all of them the size of life,” which ‘‘can be seen | with Roaring Lambs, and so glide imperceptily into amiability, and have & 
I think I could enjoy myself | glass of wine at a refreshment bar, and make itup. = . 
* * * * 6 


at any hour of the day, admission 2d.” 
yery much looking at these triumphs of mechanism—‘‘ the scissors- 
grinder that never fails to please ;” or ‘* the fashionable old lady caressing Lovely starlight ni 
her beautiful cat ;” or, above all, perhaps, “‘ Mrs. B. undergoing the pro- blue space. Delicate perfumes 
cess of being made BEAUTIFUL FOR EVER by Madame R., and Lord R. a-crown if you pick a flower. I wonder whether any one is looking ?) 
peeping through the keyhole watching the process,” were not I and the | Happy, bappy dream of love, warranted to last for ever and ever, if not 
Object quarrelling all the time. longer! Sweet communion of spirit (we're eating one gingerbread nut 
There is also a maze, not too elaborate, but with walking enough in it between us in alternate bites)! Ob, if the last cheap train did not leave 


ght. Sweet moon, sailing tranquilly actoss the vast 
wafted towards us (there is a fine of half- 


to satisfy most men who buy their own boots, and in the middle a real | at 10.24! 
gipsy, very sunburnt and learned in the dark arts, who told my Object You can really spend a happy day, though, at Rosherville ; it is the place 
ho was very fond of | to do it, upon my word of honour. 


that there was a gentleman between the colours w 
her, but she wasn’t fond of him, and there was a fair gentleman coming Bie. ee 
and a journey and money, but that she was a proud lady ere 

AU REVOIR, SHAH. 


with a will of her own, and would pass through trouble, but have her 
way at last, all which pleased the Object more than it did me (I am be- Wr'vE done our best to please our guest 
tween colours), 80 I suggested we should go and see the monkeys. From distant A-sia—Eh ? Suan! 
There are monkeys who live in a rock-work residence, and wear a You've driven about to ball and rout, 
's labourer's kind of expression, In the PRINCE OF Wates's shay, SHAH. 


SSS 


deeply grievous ground-down pbricklayer’s la 
who are worth a visit ; and then there is the ‘‘terpsychore” in the ; ; 
Baronial, under the guidance of Mr. SEATON, for which Mr, ALFRED Lee's And where you ve been you re neey oe 
admirable band discourses much lively music; and there is, besides, an With this you OAR Sao to elude 
excellent burlesque company in tho Bijou Theatre, playing with much . Full many & dame you'd gladly claim, 
talent and humour WILLIAM Brovan’s Lalla Rookh. If she'd but be a She SHA. 

I have no doubt about it, you might find almost unbounded happiness, If you've not pray’d an English maid 
under favourable circumstances, at Rosherville, with your Object in a A Persian life to try, Sua, 
i We may be sure it’s not that you're 


Too diffident or shy, SHAH. 


loving mood, clinging tenderly to your arm ; but my heart was heavy that 


day, and I Jooked on grimly at the gambols of the Roaring Lamb excur- 
e, awakening When you get home, and cease to roan, 


sionists, who, later on in the afternoon, burst upon the scen 
hitherto peaceful glades and glens with yahoo shouts of revelry. Flirty Perhaps you'll let us know, SHAE, 
din all the colours tera Your thoughts of us, and all the fuss 


Lady Lambs, weighing many stone, and arraye 
d, and kicked up their We've made to make a show, SHawt ! 


rainbow, sported innocently upon the green sware, 
heels upon the swings (most discreetly turned towards the dead wall of the ae : 
cliff), with boisterous en joyment, which made me almost wish that I too Be as it will, you ve had your fill, 
eath, a pasteboard And quite enough to do, SHAH ; 
some one shall throw 


had been a Roaring Lamb, and had had a paper wr 
and a scratcher—without which aids to hilarity it would appear And when you £0, 
ing Lambkind when out holiday-making. A go-to-Persia shoe, SHAH ! 


nose, 
life is a blank to the male Roar 


pat esehy Google 
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SHOPKEEPER AND SOLDIER. 


9 


It just scared my nerves and made me all queer and a tremble, so I 
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THE OFFICE BOY’S MOTHER AT WIMBLEDON CAMP. 


Mapa Jupy,—May it please you, my noble lady, before I went away 
from town, 

I gat up half the night to make myself up a sweet new gown, 

And I give you my word, though I says it that shouldn’t, you ne’er saw 
better work with needle and thimble done, 

Than that on the back of your humble representative in the Volunteer 
Camp at Wimbledon. 

But, Respected Employer, I humbly submit this fly-about, gad-about life is 


a sort o” 

Kind of a thing as is weariness to the flesh—I mean being a noosepaper 
reporter : 

And how can one look at the sights and the shows, when the whole of the 
time ; 


One’s bothering about in one’s head for them queer jingle-jangles of rhyme? 

Now poetry’s poetry, says I, and ’tain’t Persian nor yet double Dutch; 

But if poetry’s poetry, I says, then a poet’s a poet, says J, and I'll ask 
you to pay me as such : 


Talk of Tgnxysonx, Brownine, and 
SwInBuENR, and their rbymes, and 
all that, why, Mum, mine are 

Not only much nicer to read, but the 
language is more intelligible, and, 
as a rule, infinitely finer. 

Well, then, just say, after that, if it 
ain't rather hard to be called a 
penny-a-liner ? 

There, now! if I ain’t, run on and 
never said a word about those 
ducks of Volunteers ; 

Lor’, Mrs. Jupy, I never see such a 
lot of pretty little dears! 

And they walk about with towels 
round their heads, and their lips 
and chins moustachey, beardy, 
and hairy ; 

And, my! don’t they just fancy them- 
selves the very out-and-out tip-top 

_ style of the reg'lar military / 

Which I ought to know something about, as my eldest sister (christened 

SaLLy) surrendered her fortune and hand 

To a real, live, big Lifeguardsman, who'd killed at Waterloo, you under- 

stand, 

A couple of hundred Mossoos or 20, in the intervals of playing the big 

drum in the band. 

Well, Mum, as soon as ’twas known in the Camp that I wasn’t a mere idle 


<a> | 


gaper, 
But had come all the way 
— from Fleet Street as the 
representative of your 
- admirable, clever, and 
hse highly intellectual paper; 


thing of this clever age, 
The whole of the officers 
crowded about, beseech- 
ing me to partake of iced 
claret-cup, which is, as I 


S =_ 
eh —— Wag (7 ' Which is, I would wish to 
(] = % ae é observe, ‘the cleverest 


iP daresay you know, a 

ip 3 y) A 4% ‘ harmless and sociable 
} GE, GEG. Then, Ma'am, they took 

a AA <> SAE GA. Then, Maan, they took me 

Pryce oP Re Ag “Yaax all round tothetents, and 


the targets, and firing, 

But a camp, if you please, on a sunny afternoon, is that fatiguing and 
tiring. 

That I can’t say I care for it much; and as for the banging and popping, 

Which goes on all through the whole day without ever pausing or stopping, 


THE LONELY MAN OF THE OCEAN. 


He is a grey-beaded old man, and wears a blue shirt and big boots. I 
have not bad an opportunity of observing my Lonely Man very closely, but 
I should say he was unsavoury and unclean. 

I have not a notidn what he may do at other times for his living, but 
while I have been watching him—three long days—out of the window of 
the lodgings where I—a lone spinster of uncertain age—lie ill upon a 
sofa, he seems to boil a kettle for tea, to make and take tea when the 
kettle is boiled, and to swear horribly at small boys, at whom, also, he 
chucks buckets of water. : ; 

This Lonely Man lives upon a smack, which mostly lies high and dry, a 
little on one side, in the mud opposite. 


Set off at a gentle trot to get clear of it; and though they shouted I pre- 
tended not to hear, 

Till somebody sung out, ‘‘ Now, missus, we're going to have a shot at the 
running deer.” 

So I stopped and upped, and said, ‘‘ I'd like to see you do it, young man, 
whoever you be, Pig. ee 

And as fora ‘running dear,’ if I choose to run, that’s myflook-out ; 

And I don’t consider it at all a proper way to speak to me. 


I'm sal to be your 

ee mother,” says I, ‘‘ and 
E —=——— as Bure as you're born, 
SS ——( — I'll hold you up in the 
———————— => SSH, pages of Jupy to all 
true  Conservative’s 
scorn,” . 


Wey, And jast then, Ma'am, 
who should come up to 
the spot where I ran, 

| Dut your very clever young 

met) | artist, as I always said 

; uty A LS was a most charming 

LB) \\ AN ITUIMWSNS MN 7 young man ; 

And he did as I asked him, be did; in a manner respectful and datiful ; 

For he drew a picture of the party that was firing, which, I think, you 
will agree with me, is truly doot-iful. 

There now, Madam, I can’t tell you half the wonderful things I saw, 

Any more than if I'd never been there ; though [ could make pictures of 
them if I was only a artis’ as could draw. 

But what with the perpetual bang! bang! pop! and the claret-cup and the 
heat of the weather, 

Somehow the tents and the flags, and the guns and the flowers, and the 
refreshment bar, and the tramway, and the Volunteers in red, and 
the Volunteers in buff, and the Volunteers in green, are all mixed 
in my head higgledy-piggledy together. 

I enjoyed it, though, L can tell youn—it was truly a wonderfal sight for me ; 

And I should have been as happy as a little chirrupy dicky-bird, only 
my boots were too tight for me ; 


; j 
j j 


And I was that ex- 
hausted and fatigued 
when I got home, 
that my friend Mrs. 
SLAVER, 

She give me a strong 
cup o’ tea, with just 
two spoonfuls of 
brandy by way of 
medicine, and togive 
it a flavour, 

—. Which picked me up, 
for my nerves was 
that shattered by a 
thing as was seen by 
/O\ vile <a many beholders ; 
For bang went the evening gun just by where I stood, and nigh blew my 
head from my shoulders ! 


eee | . =a 


Owe » oeseen 


IC 7 


It’s a mercy they didn’t have to carry me home in a basket in numberless . 


bits ; 

But, anyhow, it ain’t the right thing to go frightening a poor lone widder 
woman half out of her wits. 

But, Lor’, there! now it's all over—and I ain't one to go making a fuss— 

So I just pulled myself together, as the saying is, and went down to the 
station in a kind of a ramshackle "bus, 

And got the train home without very much trouble or bother, 

And remain, Honoured Madan, with all dutiful respect, and in the hope 
that my ’umble endeavours are giving satisfaction, and that you are 
enjoying good health, and with respectful affection, 

Your everlastingly obliged 
Orrick Bor’s MorTHER. 


When the tide comes in, which is before I get up perhaps, or may be 
after I go to bed, it is possible that the smack with its crew of one lonely 
old man puts out to sea, and, as I have observed him occasionally doing 
something of a pottering and patching character to a fish-net, he may 
catch, or try to catch, fish. When I am up, however, and in a position to 
be observant of him, he mestly boils his kettle and swears at the boys. 

They are brown-faced, sunburnt boys of lawless habits, who undress 
themselves with much reckless imprepriety—they are of tender years, and 
careless of such matters—right before my window, and they take headers 
off a dilapidated and deserted boat moored alongside the Lonely Man’s 
craft, and make a great splashing, at which the Lonely Man takes um- 


 brage 


At other times they tuck their trousers up and wade knee-deep in the 
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mud, with some portions of 
which they pelt the Lonely Man | 
and his eraft, and much annoy 
him. On these occasions he 
makes wild sallies, armed with 
a ponderous iron bar and swear- 
ing horribly, and then will lie 
in wait an hour or more at a 
time with a bucketful of water 
with which to souse the enemy, 
should he get a chance. 

As, however, it is very rarely 
indeed that he hits any one, he 
solaces himself for his want of 
luck by swearing horribly. I 
never heard such horrible threats 
expressed in such alarming lan- 
guage as by the Lonely Man, 
and after the most violent of his 
outbursts it is in some measure 
comic to see him go back quite 
lamblike to his tea-making. 

I think he lives on the smack 
in a dreadful stuffy little place, 
which he probably calls ‘‘ below,” 
and which, I should think, when 
he is boxed up in it a long while 
at a stretch, is very stuffy indeed 
—perhaps even rather stifling. 

The sun is setting at this mo- | 
ment upon my Lonely Man, who | 
is preparing to go ‘‘below,” | 
having sworn himself dreadfully 
hoarse half an hour ago, and | 
since soothed his ruffled spirit 
somewhat by a basin of tea. | 

The sun sets on the Lonely Man | 
in golden glory as he disappears 
slowly. 

Presently, I suppose, he will be 
slumbering sweetly. I, too, 
ought to slumber. Where are 
my draught and pills ? 
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Mistress. 
ME Ten Stamps. 


JOHN BULL’S DIVERSION. 
A wup cheer from all Britons, ~~ 

loyal and true, for the high spirit and manly feeling which prompts the 
yearly gathering at Wimbledon. Barranni, as she places the laurel- 
wreath upon the sunburnt brow of the successful competitor, knows how 
truly she can rely upon the fine heroic spirit which has urged her sons to 
sacrifice time‘and ease for the sake of country. Success to the Volunteers ! 


‘6 

PRIVATE’) AND C' CONFIDENTIAL 1" 
From the Hon. Mrs, ———’s Diary. 

— Victoria Street, S.W., Tuesday, July 8, 1873. 

THERE are, as some of the ‘initiated ones” know, several little 

‘‘affaires”’ almost, really, on the  iaeon of actually ruffling the swanlike 

Bosom of Society. But this is only by the way. There are, also, posi- 

tively two or three things worth going to see. 

There are, too, as a natural sequitur, a good lot not worth going to see. 
Red only difficulty, though, this child finds, is picking the two or three 

gs out. 

For it’s too dreadfully, awfully kot for thinking at all—even, I declare, 
over one’s own last particular weakness in top-knot arrangements. 

If it were not for one peculiar and happy thought of Atay’s in cosy 
sofas, and a window and door, thorough good draught, and another capital 
‘* notion ” in much-iced Moselle-cups, I don’t know a bit how I could 
really stand even a prostrate state of existence. 

If it were not, also, for the ind¢fatigable—for, considering the tremen- 
dous dose of ‘‘ staircase” to be taken down, or rather up, before arriving 
at our top ‘‘ flat,” that is the only adjective—goodness of one’s dear 
friends in popping in on one with their little budgets of titillating scandal 
and well-iced bonne-bouches, I don’t really know what I should do with 
myself, 

Poor ALGy was so awfully limp after the last ‘‘ squash "—‘‘ At Home,” 
I mean—we went to, that he took his ‘‘solemn davy,” whatever that 
means, with his B.-and-8., on his return, that he would not do it ‘‘ never 
no more. 

**The worst of these confounded cheap and nasty ‘ At Homes,’ too,” 
says the poor dear boy, who, I must say, has as good form in his choice of 
Wines as in his selection of W—— I mean, you know, Ladies— thts child, in 
fact—“ is the horrible poison the worthy hostess—I say ‘hostess,’ ad- 
visedly, for the poor male (as a rule, to which the Latin Grammar of 
Childhood’s Days is too generous in its exceptions, is a perfect lamb in the 
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HIGH PRICES AGAIN. 


I GAVE you A SHILLING, JOSEPH, AND YOU ONLY BRING 
Wuere’s THE CHANGE? 
Joseph. PieasE 'mM, Stamps is RIS. 


[Juzy 16, 1873. 


| matter) {forces upon my notice 
_ through the medium of expen- 
sively-calved flunkeys. For my 
own part, give me a clean-look- 
_ ing parlour-maid, and common, 
if clean wines, instead of your 
spurious sherries, your petroleum 
champagnes, your Hamburg- 
made Lafittes, and your con- 

| founded footmen.” 
_ Thus Atey, with much puf- 
 fings of cigarette, and as much 
emphasis as the atmusphere ad- 
mits of. 

* 

Tam really so glad to hear from 
my old friend Major Graxp, who 

called this morning—how odd I 

felt when I heard his well-known 

name, poor fellow !—tbat Mr. 

G* * * * 7, of the sometime 
- famous Fancy Ball notoriety, has 
_ at last managed to get among the 

elect. When I say the ‘‘ elect,” 
_ you know, I don’t mean the 
— ** (s)elect.” Oh, dear, dear 
no! For, at this little dinner 
at Hill Street, was not the C. 
of E. and Mrs. L. there, also 
' Mr. EB. L*® * * y and Mrs. 
E. L. ? 

Talking of the first-named 
most estimable personage, by the 
way—the Right Hon. Bos, in 
fact—what a downright capital 
story I was told about him the 
other day. 

This is the story, founded 
strictly on fact :— 

When our now notoriously 
practical and _ strangely-accom- 
plished-in-all-ways present C. of 
the E. was a younger man than 
he is now, ‘his temperament, 
not to say constitution, was —— 
well, not what it is now. 

For my little instance, nobody now— especially in the House, whatever 
the feelings of the domestic hearth might bring forth—would believe that 
our worthy Bos was ever guilty—whatever other crimes may be put on to 
him—of being a Poet/ And more than a commonplace Poet, too—a 
regular gushing thing in Poets, a Poet to the Moon / 

Fancy this / 

But it is not fancy at all, it’s fact; for here are the very lines our Poet 
published so far back as nearly thirty years in the Antipodes, where, you 
know, he sprang up from like—— well, I won't say a fungus, but rather a 
real, lovely mushroom ; only, you know, one really cannot imagine the 
Right Hon. Gentleman at all in a stew—even over the Zanzibar Contract 
job, or, if you come to that, over the Irish Civil Service little business. 

However, here is an extract from our Poet's little effort in the direction 
of the Moon :— 


* * * * 


“* Yet still did I d 
On my way without heed, 
Nor mourn’d for the wreck that was doing 
For my calm, cold light 
Is my own delight, 
And I smile o’er the ashes of ruin.” 

Now that, you know, is really very funny! One is familiar with the 
curious apparition of an elderly guardian of one’s country’s purse careering 
wildly on a velocipede, and running over his Queen's subjects on his 
Queen’s,own highways, but the liveliest imagination of even a—a—vwell, a 
certain ‘‘ Special Correspondent,” or, if you come to that, the ‘‘ Unpro- 
fessional Vagabond,’’ could hardly picture such an interesting tableau as 
the refreshing enthusiasm of our genial Robert, comfortably astride of 
chaste Luna, and throwing his ‘‘calm, cold light,” with his ‘‘own delight,” 
whilst ‘‘ smiling o’er the ashes of ruin.” 


JUDY’S JOTTINGS. 


&F “One might as well be out of the world as out of the 
fashion "—gso says the English proverb. The latest fashion in 
Rome is for ladies to wear a costume of a material called “ tra- 
liccio,” which means nothing more magnificent than mattress 
ticking, of which are made up dresses trimmed with innumerable 
metal buttons. The cause of this singular rage for tearing beds 
to pieces in order to turn bed-clothes into day-clothes seems to be a 
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caprice of the Princess MarcueErita, who bought a piece of blue 
and white striped ticking for her summer dress—a proceeding 
which has set everybody else wild to follow so illustrious an 
example. Roman ladies who have hitherto taken pains to dress 
well are now taking counterpanes—but it can’t be a good sort of 


fashion that goes on tick. 
peer? Conese 


‘S Tre Saan has gone—and a great relief most of us find it. 
ut he had a splendid “ good-bye.” Jupy’s most estimable con- 
temporary, the Standard, describes how the English and French 
fleets met inthe Channel, and gives His Majesty this valediction : 
“In mid-sea almost the SxHau left us, and took his leave of 
England and English waters. Some vessel played the Persian 
national air as the fleets met: will it ever be heard in such a 
place again?" Probably not—such a novel effort onthe part of 
one of our ironclads must have been “for this occasion only.” 
¢= A stony has been “ going the round” which shows that, not- 
withstanding the Suan’s visit, there are imminent signs of the 
beginning of the Dead Season. The Dundce Advertiser is respon- 
sible for it. | 

‘“Qne day last week,” says this paper, ‘‘a Pittenween fishing-boat 
put into Dysart laden with skate, ling, and cod. One of the cod, 
of enormous size, was purchased by a ship carpenter who lives in a 
neighbouring village. On the fish being cut open, the stomach was 
found to be so exceedingly heavy that the carpenter was induced 
by curiosity to open it, and, to his astonishment, found that it 
contained an iron mallet upwards of six pounds in weight. This 
article now lies at the building yard where the carpenter is employed, 
and is an object of great curiosity to large numbers of persons who come 
to inspect it. The mallet is worth about seven shillings and sixpence, 
and the carpenter is satisfied that in purchasing the cod he made a good 
bargain ; but if, instead of a useful and marketable article, the fish had 
stuffed itself with heavy rubbish to increase its weight, its purchaser 
would of course have suffered a serious loss. In the meantime, it must 
be admitted that since the days of the prophet Jonan, no more singular 
instance of the voracity of fish has heen recorded than the case of this 
cod captured by the Pittenween fishermen.” 
Most ‘people will agree with this sentiment, but whatever difficulty 
there: may have been in the case of Jonau, or in this marvellous 
occurrence at Pittenween, it is small indeed compared to the 
difficulty most of us will experience in swallowing this story, 
which is ‘fishy, to say the least of it. 


——_.@——- 
as A certain Mr. Groor, styling himself ‘“‘L’Homme Vorant,” 
who, after much advertisement. made an attempt to fly over 
Brussels, has come to grief. When only two or three feet from 
the ground ‘he ignominiously came down, falling on his face. 
The mob that had gathered grew furious at the disappointment, 
and tore to pieces the balloon that was to have played a subordi- 
nate part in the performance. After all, there is nothing so 
marvellous in a flying man that Mr. Groor should have attracted 
so much attention. Men have been known, even in this country, 
to fly—and over to Brussels too—after getting into debt a little. 
But, to be sure, they don't, as a rule, advertise in the papers 
when they are going. | 
ee ee : 

me A GERMAN paper says that the universal postal conference, 
which was proposed about two years ago, is about to be held at 
Vienna or Berlin. The articles to be discussed at the conference 
are— 

1. An agreement between all European States, the United States of 
America, Egypt, Algiers, Bussia in Asia, Turkey in Asia, and British 
North Ameriea, for a postal union, and the formation of a uniform postal 
territory. 2. The introduction of a uniform rate of postage and charge 
for registered letters within the limits of the territory. 3. A uniform 
charge on newspapers, printed matter, and samples. 

And if the English system be adopted, there will be also an ugly 
uniform, short trousers and long hours, heavy work and light 
pay. It is to be hoped that some of these things will be im- 
proved upon. ay eae 

&° Ir is not every one who knows whcre Cwmbran is. Never- 
theless, Cwmbran has become famous—for impudence beyond 
conception in the ‘striking’ line. The puddlers and shinglers 
employed at Oakfield Ironworks, near that place, have demanded 
the dismissal of a policeman whose vocation is to protect the 
Company’s property. This is as if a gang of London burglars 
should strike against a house-dog. But every man to his trade: 
perhaps this-little movement of the Cwmbran ironworkers is 
only ‘“‘ meant tron-ical.” 
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A PERSON BY THE NAME OF ELLIOTT. 
* * 


* . Listen to me, mates. 
I'll tell you of something, you see, that happened not Jong ago; 

Simple and short the story is, but just worth the telling, though. 

Not so many days it is since, on the Sou’-Western line, 

Some platelayers they was at work, but stop at the well-known sign, 
And put aside their tools for a time, and make the irons fast ; 

They are waiting on the embankment till the quick express was past ; 
Just time enough to make all square; and, as the train comes in sight, 
They glance up and down the line, you see, to be sure that all is right. 
One on ’em, called Exziort, then first sees that something lay— 

An iron chain—across the rails, and right in the engine’s way. 

He sees that, with a kind of gasp. Comes thundering on the train, 
The fast express—the line’s just pride—crowded to-day again. 

He knows that, in a moment more, if that is left to lie, 

The train must leave the line and leap down the steep bank hard by. 
So fast’s the pace, right well he knows each woman, child, and man, 
Small chance will have of escaping death,—he'll save them if he can. 
Not for a single instant, then, does Extiorr hesitate, 

He springs to where the danger is—quick, quick, or he'll be too late ! 
No, Gop be praised, the man stoops down, as the train comes dashing on, 
True is his arm and steady his nerve, the obstacle is gone. 

The train is saved ; but ere he can rise the engine strikes his head, 
And hurls him with resistless force, into the mid-air—dead ! 
Dead—he had given up his life that others still might live. 

A hero’s life he gave for them, a glorious gift to give; ’ 
But his name should live for evermore to thrill men’s hearts with pride, 
That Britain's grand old Lion-breed not yet has wholly died. \ 
His name should live for evermore to tell of victory won, 

A bravely-ended life on earth, a duty nobly done ! 


- THE LITTLE BIRD’S NOTES. . 

I may be pardoned for remarking that the coincidence between 
what I wrote at twelve o’clock this day week, and what the Con-' 
servative chief spoke six hours subsequently, is but an illustra- 
tion of the saying that ‘‘ great wits'‘jump.” Excuse my modesty. 

I said on the same occasion that the humiliations awaiting 
Ministers were coming thick and fast. They have heen beaten 
twice since then. GLapstoxE knows now what it is to be a 
the head of a ‘discredited Government,” and his j 
friends say that he feels it acutely. 

CONSERVATIVES, PREPARE FOR THE Disso.vuTion ! 

Thursday, July 10, Noon. 


» 
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Mr. Borp has just looked in to say that before the Sau left Londen 
he bought several gals. He means gallons of marking ink, it appears, 
upon explanation. 

Very Rivicutovs.—One of Jupy’s correspondents has a friend sufferinz 
from hay-fever, who will go about asking every one he meets the current 
question of the day. ‘‘ Well,” he says, “have you seen the——” (a 
violent sneeze here completes the sentence) Psha / 

VerY SmMaLtt Frr—Whitebait. 

A Wirr’s SettuemMEnt— Her death and burial. 

Ir a publican were to write his life, would it be his beer-ography? 

Ir is not true that the Claimant is going to appear at Rogerville Gardens. 

A Srxeinc Cuass— Canaries. 

A Nop Frttow—Little Low Peep. 

Tuk Wise Tailor’s Motto—Dun, or they'll do you. 

It is not true that the Inte Mr. Macrkapy went in for the rural, though 
he certainly was a retired Hamlet. 

Ir a horse says neigh to his oats he's an ass. 

An Attached Couple— Handcuffs, 


The Shah in Paris. 
Now the Persian, turn’d Parisian, 
Pretty compliments can twist ; 
Finding there, in fields Elysian, 
Sun, which was in London imégs’d._ 


He may find himself in error, 
Should the present sunshine cease; 

While ’tis there a reign of terror, 
Here ’twill be a reign of peace. 


Nearly Ready, One Shilling, Neve Book for the Koad, the River, and the Rael, 


JUDY’S HIGH JINKS: 
BEING 
FIVE HUNDRED HUMOROUS PICTURES. 
WITH DESCRIPTIVE LETTERPRESS SELECTED FROM THE PAGES oF ‘‘gupy,” 
By CHARLES H. ROSS. 
SIMILAR TO “JUDY'S BOOK OF COMICALITIES," ONLY EVER $0 MUCH BETTER. 
The Best Book ever Published. 


(Jury 16, 1873. 
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Jupy, at a great expense (she paid his fare twice over), sent 
SiopeR down to the Camp. The roar of the battle confused him, 
it would seem: he must have thought be was blank cartridge. 
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The Cavalry take possession of the field. An 
insignificant small boy utter'y routed and put 
6 flight. Brayvo, Cavalry ! 


x ASS. WS GG 


o RWC 


8 8 as, if it 

wasn’t for the gnats. Question 18, though, 

owned: nothing beer “a pot to 

complete than SL0- urnt alive nes 
patent process. 


e was victualled Renee REE 
=, ~~ SS SAN ~~ ‘ = SS X 

). SS SS SSS 
: aN 


NAVAN) 


ire Wi \ SX 


SAI \\ KIN 
ANS AN ‘ 
others. ‘This is an imaginary view of Storer and eis 


er a notion for a new gun, to supersede all j 
falling about like hail, yet SLOPER 38 calm and! unmoved. 


Some good came of it all, anyhow. It gave Siop 
: a battle all to themselves. It will be observed that the cannon-balls are 


es otrxper, Milford Lane, Strand, London, Wy.— WEDNESDAY, July Us, 1873, | 


Juty 28, 1873.] 


JUDY, OR THE LONDON SERIO-COMIC JOURNAL. 


Sle 
AW UVEs 
E FZ — 


iy 


Oey an 


lif. 


Ti 


ah 
(vine 


SS 


\ ,, ey fd 
Sam ¥ afe aa a 
> . y 3 A th 
Fis 
Se Wt, : ; =. 
a9 § « 


he » G 
Ay, = ijfar tasty ff Yi, 


mI 


* | 
N 
un 


We 
| 
\ 


4 

at / 

S- C44/5 
2 / Lele 


Let Emperors boast of their power and state, 
Let Sultans be mighty and Emperors great, 


Let Shahs have their jewels, and Czars have their 
throne, 


QUEEN FASHION. 
Men slave for distinction, to win honour’s race, } 
They toil to get power, they kotow for place 


Queen Fashion, the despot, reigns absolute here ; 
We bow at her feet, half in love, half in fear. 
But all strive for money—the young and the old We may laugh at her power, and scoff at her sway, 
Work, struggle, and fight for omnipotent gold But we all, high and low, her stern mandates obey ; 
The ladies acknowledge one Ruler alone; While the coin earn’d by Jack is expended by | High and low, rich and poor, good and bad, great and 
For wherever Queen Fashion's gay flag is unfurl'd, Jill small, 
It is she, and she only, who governs the world. Upon Queen Fashion’s taxes—the milliner's bill. 


This Queen Fashion's the tyrant who governs us all! 
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ROSE ANNA: REGINA. 
The Lights are Put Ont. 
Tux revelry is well nigh o’er. 

The Ozokerits glare and gutter. One has guttered over my weary frame 
leaning up against the wall beneath it. 

The giddy throng are fast departing, and most of them yawn while 
doing so. Old DuxBore has gone away long ago, after having a violent 
row in a corner with another old gentleman, upon a political question 
I didn’t feel equal to taking part in. 

The Fitzzs, too, have left us, with mach violent rustling and tossing 
of heads; they, too, appear to have come in-contact with others of the 
élite who held contrary opinions about something or other. 

Generally, it would appear, the wrong élite have come together, and had 
pitched battles up and down the premises. Those who have not been 
fighting, however, have yawned a good deal. I have even done so myself, 
and the two or three of the élite who happen to be aware of my existence 
and identity have caught me at it, which, perhaps, they have not thought 


‘flattering. 


I take it that, on the whole, the thing has been a very dismal failure, 
and everybody is awfully bored. Meanwhile Ross Anna appears to be in 
the highest spirits, and being of a dashing disposition at most times, is 
even more 80 than usual just now, and dashes like anything. . 

Gazing at a distance upon Rosz Anna, sbe appears to me to bea 
creature of another sphere, and I go on gazing, lost in wonder not unmixed 
with dread. Hor dress is a chef 
d'euvre by a West-end millinver, I —— 
cannot judge the price of; but I | 
myself accompanied her to No. 19, | 
Cockspur Street, to Mr. MetcaLr’s, | 
the diamond merchant and jewel- 
ler, a horribly enticing place, which | 
sbould be marked “ dangerous,” 
as a warning to weak and doting | 
husbands: only, as I never have © 
any money myself, the danger | 
doesn’t affect me much ; but there! 
Ross Anna, in my presence, Jaid | 
out over a score of pounds in daz- | 
zling gorgeousness, and she glitters _ 
now like a second edition of the 
Suan, 

As I go on gazing, I hear her 
respond to the remarks of a little | 
crowd of male élite, in that tone | 
of playful irony bordering on rude- | 
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ness which a study of Messrs. AL- 
BERY & Co.’s dramas of high life | 
have led me to believe is the proper | 
thing. She also laughs a little | 
loudly. I hope she has not had | 
half a quarter of a glass too much 


champagne. 
But my heart is heavy. 
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THE LITTLE BIRD’S NOTES. 


More humiliation for the “ discredited Government”! When 
Lord Cargns called attention to the fact that the change which 
Ministers, at Mr. BouvEerm’s suggestion, announced their inten- 
tion of making in the Judicature Bill, would be an invasion of 
the privileges of the House of Lords, the members of the 
Government present hastened to declare that such a contingency 
had never occurred to them. This confession of ignorance and 
incapacity was made with charming simplicity and unconscious- 
ness. That was bad enough; but it was a mere nothing to 
Mr. Giapstonx’s subsequent performance ip the Commons. On 
that occasion, the First Minister forgot Mr. Acar Extis's advice, 
‘that when he had a leek to eat he should swallow it quietly.” He 
commenced, as the reports show, in a defiant, no-surrender spirit. 
The Lords might say what they pleased about the matter; but 
he would never abate one jot of the claim which he put forward 
on behalf of the Commons to alter the Judicature Bill in the 
way he had indicated. The newspapers inform us that this 
display of resolution excited the enthusiasm of his suppome. 
and the Revolutionists, doubtless, rubbed their hands at the 
prospect of what seemed an inevitable collision between the two 
Houses. Short-lived efultation! It must have been a treat to 

observe the countenances of 
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BEAUTY IN DANGER. 


How po you LIKE your wEeW Dicaernas, Jack? 


these worthy persons when they 
found—as they very soon did— 
that Mr. Grapsrone’s ‘‘ prave 
‘ords”’ were mere sound and 
_ fury, signifying nothing ; for, 
oh, most lame and impotent 
conclusion! after havin 
formed his array of battle, and: 
while his troops were awaiting 
| the word to “set on,” he is- 
| sued the order of “ right about 
_ face,” and ignominiously fled 
_ from the field. Yes, Mr. Giap- 
| STONE actually informed his 
followers that he would yield 
| 
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to the Lords by sending the 
Bill up to them without the 
objectionable alteration in it 1 

“Oh, what a fall was there, 
my countrymen! ”’ 

The Minister must, on this 
occasion, haye taken our old 
friend Bos Acres for his 
model. When Bos first re- 
solved on fighting his duel 
‘odds bullets and triggers,” 
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mingle with the gay throng no | Jack. Nor mucu. Tue LANDLADY PUTS IT ON SO. his soul was allafire and eager 
longer. I think I will go down- | Tom. AH, THAT'S THE WAY WITH THEM! Mrnz’s cot THREE | fin the fray: but as the 7 
stairs and have a glass or two | MArryina DavGHTERS, AND SHE PUTS THE LoT on TO Mg! - ted hoe f tin P 
quietly by myself in the dining- | . . * . . * | gan hed re ‘elt hi & Ap- 
room | proached, he fe 8s valour 


Strange, but the same idea ap- 
pears to have occurred also to the occasional waiter, whom I find 
carousing with a bottle and tumbler like a robber in a play, only 
there is really something in the bottle—our wine, in fact. 

Feeling annoyed by these proccedings, I step up to the occasional (who 
is somewhat below the middle height and aged), and very quietly inform 
him that he is a scoundrel and a thief, and that if he doesn’t get out of 
the house in a couple of cracks, I shall kick him ont. 

The occasional waiter is, however, inclined to be impertinent, s0 I have 
to push him. In the passage, being rather impertinent again, I push him 
once more, and he to a certain extent pushes me back. 

He also says, ‘‘ Who are you a shovin’ on?” 

Even this base-born minion treats me with disrespect. 
slumbering lion is roused at last ! 

Whilst we are pushing one another, a few of the élite come down and 
stand on the stairs, with derisive expressions. My blood being up, I heed 
them not, but grapple with the occasional desperately, and shake some 
eponge-cakes and macaroons out of his coat-tail pocket on his way to the 
street door. 

Whilst thus employed, the élite ask one another what it all means, and 
one volunteers an explanation. ‘‘It’s Funnatove having a fight with 
the greengrocer.” 

*¢ Which,” I hear a voice inquire, with withering empbasis,—‘‘ which 
18 the greengrocér 2" 

After this, I think I had better subside, but what will Rose Anna sa 
when she hears of it? | 


But the long 


| 


going “sneaking off, oozing 
out, as it were, at the palms of his hands.” 

To avoid another beating, Ministers have persuaded the Irish 
Education Commissioners to eat humble pie in presence of 
Messrs. Bouverte and O'KEEFE. 

Rumour runs that, in the event of the Conservative party 
gaining a decisive majority at the dissolution in November— 
of which, happily, there is no doubt— Mr. Giapstone will follow 
Mr. Disracti's example in 1868, and resign at once. The Con- 
servative Government will then call the new Parliament together 
before Christmas, but only for the purpose of issuing writs for 
the new Ministers and swearing Members. 

I have just read the report of the discussion ip the Commons 
last night about the Judicature Bill, and I need not say how 
gratified I am to find the view I ventured to take in the fore- 
going note sanctioned by the epinion of the Conservative leader. 
And now, being this moment about to wing my flight to the 
Continent, I must reluctantly intermit my gossip with the readers 
of Jupy until November, unless, indeed, the Election should take 
place at an earlier period, when I will return to 
record my votes for the Constitutional Candidates 
in three constituencies. To Conservatives generally 
I say,—Go and do likewise. 

Tuesday, July 15. 
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RATTLETRAP 


Or Susan Jaxrz Matripa Pricz 
A very merry song I sing ; 

She loved one Captain Agmapycsz, 
And he loved her like anything. 


Now Susan Janzu—the truth I tell— 
Was very, very, very pretty, 

And won another heart as well— 
The heart of Popexrss in the City. 


And so, whene’er she walk’d abroad, 
Came Popaxins too, and sadly sigh’d ; 
This habit Miss Mariupa bored, 
And thus one day in ire she cried :-— 


‘* Avaunt, ye little Popaxms !— go! 
Two's company and three is none; 
You’re in the way, I'd have you know, 
So, little Popaxins, cut and run!” 


Alone, within his chamber’s gloom, . / 
He meditated gloomi-ly ; 

‘¢ Tis plain,” quoth he, ‘‘ she likes my room] 
Far better than my compa-py, 


*6 Oh, cruel Janwp Marizpa Price ! 
How can her thus neglect poor me 
For that abandon’d ARMADYcE f— 
Would me a soldier were like he !” 


) 
(I would observe that Popexims’ woes 
A very strange affection bad ; 
Not only redden’d his poor nose, 
But made his grammar very bad.) 


But as from dark clouds’ murky sbade 
The cheerful sun the black earth cheers, 
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RHYMES.—No. 16. The Captain, the Maid, and the Volunteer. 


A bright thought came to Ponaxrns’ aid— 
‘“By Jove! I'll join the Volunteers !’’ 


*¢ In uniform, trim, spruce, and smart, 
I'll cut out Captain ARMapycs, 
And easily then win the heart .° 4 

Of Susan Jang Maritpa Price.” 


He work'd and toil’d each summer day, 
He learnt his lesson with a will ; 

He did the goose-step brisk and gay, 

And almost knew his little drill. 
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He shoulder'd arms, and stood at ease, 
| And fix’d his bay’net in a trice ; 
And all these things he did to please 
Miss Susan Jang MariLpa Parcs. 


So he became a warrior true, 
, And vow'd he'd never, never yield ; 
"fo Wimbledon he went to do 
His duty on the tented field. 


But there one day—such ills betide— 
Came down that Captain ARMADYCE ; 
And on bis arm, close to his side, 
Was Susan Jane Mariitpa Price. 


Oh, woe! unutterable woe! 
The grievous facts I'll plainly state ; 
He could not to his loved one go— 
PopGKINs was sentry at the gate! ! 


In vain he long’d to rage and storm, 
The passion did not seem to suit him ; 
The Captain was in uniform ! 
Compell’d was Popekins to salute him ! ! 


Poor Popaxrxs felt the insult deep, | 
| Bat blood he felt could wash its stains out ; 
That night, before he went to sleep, 

Poor Popexrns blew his little brains out ! 


ROUNDABOUT. 
By the Square Man. 


Some of those dreadfully clever people who don’t read Jupy go about 
raying that there are no English comic writers nowadays, at the same 
time lauding to the skies the humorous works of our American cousins. 
If American comic literature cannot be equalled by English wags and 
waglets, it can at any rate be produced in any quantity by the Yankees 
themselves, Messrs. RourLepeE introduce to us a new competitor for 
public favour (in this country), Mr. Jamzs M, Barzy, ‘‘the Danbury 
-Newsman.” The ‘‘ Newsman” writes in the same style as Mark Twarn, 
and is occasionally irresistibly comic. A certain want of repose may be 
urged against this little volume called ‘‘ Life in Danbury,” but it is a 
real ‘‘ screamer.” Buy it. 

The holiday number of London Society presents its usual annualattractive 
form for loungers on the sea-shore and roamers over hill and dale. The 
illustrations are well up to the mark, with one or two exceptions, and the 
literature is light, bright, pleasant, and gossiping, though not strikingly 
original. The ordinary July number of the same magazine continues its 
serial stories, and devotes the remainder of its pages to the usual kind of 
cherry pudding, articles which require little effort to read and none to 
forget, but yet serve to while away an idle hour pleasantly enough. In 
Temple Bar the ‘‘ New Magdalen” comes toa close, as does that other 
very charming novelette by Mrs. Epwarpes, ‘‘A Vagabond Heroine.” 
‘* The Wooing o’t” has still apparently many chapters to run. A paper 
on JouN Keats is good, and another on ‘‘ Artists and Critica” should on 
no account be missed. The Argosy contains a long instalment of Mrs. 
Henry Woop’s ‘‘ Master of Greylands,” an unquestionably interesting 
story after the authoress’s familiar style. ‘‘ Johnny Ludlow” is once 
more to the fore, and the number contains, in addition, the translation of 
a queer story by L. A. von ArniM, entitled ‘‘The Mad Invalid,” which 
is well worth perusal. 

Some one has forwarded me the Plymouth Thunderbolt, price one 
halfpenny. I feel really sorry for the poor little Thunderbolt. 


THE PILGRIMS WITHOUT THE PEAS. 


A orgat idea. I'll put on my walking boote, my wide-awake, and my 
cut-away coat, and I'l] go and find the friend of my youth, old Piroppsr, 
and we will make a journey on foot tothe shrine of Saint Tuomas the 
Martyr, at Canterbury. I find the friend of my youth drinking soda- 
and-brandy, with his collar and waistcoat off, and he says he has a lot of 
work to do, and thinks it rather hot, perhaps, for a pilgrimage, Besides, 
he adds, he has no walking boots. 

I won’t put up with PLoppER’s objections, I quote CHavcer to him. 
I chatter pleasantly of the Knight, the Monk, the Clerk of Oxenferd, the 
Prioress, the Wife of Bath, the Ploughman, the Miller, the Sompnour and 
the Reeve. He stops me to ask what I mean by a Sompnour and a 
Reeve, which interruption I pass over hastily, and say, ‘‘ Let us take up our 
staves and go forth. Let us sup and sleep at the ‘Tabard,’ in the 
Borough, and start betimes upon our pilgrimage.” To which old PuoppEr 
says, ‘‘ Oh, be blowed! Why can’t we go by the Chatham and Dover ?”’ 

I have worked up old PioppER at last. The sun has set by this time, 
and he doesn’t see why we should not dine at the ‘‘ Tabard,” even though 
we go no farther, the more so as I tell him I have no doubt the old customs 
are kept up there, and he can have a mortrewis of capons’ brains, hot 
roast swan, or a dish of lampreys, washed down by a bumper of Ypocras 
or a flask of Malvoisie. I rather fancy old PLopper has his doubts about 
the swan, and he says he once tasted a pickled lamprey, at a Vienna beer- 
house, which smelt and tasted very much like the tail of a rattlesnake 
(I don’t know where he could have smelt and tasted rattlesnakes), and he 
doesn’t mean to try one again if he knows it, but the capons’ brains tickle 
him a little, and he is right on for the Ypocras and Malvoisie. 

Perhaps you ought to make inquiries of a kindred spirit before setting 
out in search of the ‘‘Tabard.”” To begin with, there is a kind of brutal in- 
difference respecting old associations prevailing in the neighbourhood of 
High Street, Borough, and a policeman on duty really doesn’t know which 
is Cnaucer’s ‘house, but thinks the Whatsitsname’s Head round the 
corner in Thingembob Street was kept by a Mr. JoskpHs some years ago, 
which is perhaps the party we want. 
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We find at last the ‘‘ Tabard,” 
under the alias of ‘*‘ Talbot” (I 
ought to have remembered the 
name had been altered), and we 
approach it with awe. The 
nearer we approach, however, 
and the more we go down the 
yard, the less we see of the 
ancient hostelry, and, wandering 
onwards, peep at last into a sort 
of London General Parcels De- 
livery Company office, where a 
young man engaged in book-keep- 
ing appears rather startled at 
seeing us. Wandering back, 
therefore, we find presently a 
sneaky, surreptitious kind of 
little beetle-browed, under-hand- 
ed bar, which evidently belongs 
to the ‘‘ Talbot,” and into which 
we . enter cautiously, rather 
fancying there must be some mis- 
take somewhere. As to the 
lampreys, etcetera, also Malvoisie 
and soon, we don’t quite see our 
way clearly, so have instead two 
glasses of bitter ale, and respond- 
ing to the invitation of a young 
person behind the bar, go up- 
stairs under the guidance of a 
kind of potman, boots, or ostler, 
to see the old rooms— surely some 
of the darkest, dirtiest, and 
dismalest old rooms existing— 
within one or two of them some 
dingy bedding, rags of carpet, 
and dilapidated furniture. , 

‘*Bother your old associa- 
tions !’”’ says PLopper. ‘‘ How 
about the Norfolk Howarps?” 

In truth, the prospect of a 
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night in the ‘‘Tabard” is not Publican. 
particularly inviting; besides, lst Thirsty Soul. 
the landlord does not profess to Publican. 


let beds. Neither, in truth, 
does he keep up the old bill of 
fare. On this occasion he is 
out of lampreys, and the roast 
swan is just off. 

I can’t stand a fellow like Proppgr, though, throwing cold water upon 
everything. Here, Just because, at the very beginning of our pilgrimage, 
we meet with a trifling disappointment, he wants to throw the whole thing 
up and go back to the West-end to get his dinner. 


THE ONLY JONES. 


Krnq’s Cross! 


Messrs. JAMes & THorne, Hon’r’d Ma’am, for whom you have, I am well 
aware, a deep though Platonic affection, as is clearly shown by your preserv- 
ing their portraits in your gallery of notabilities, have supplemented the 
School for Scandal at their pretty little theatre with the Critic, and as a 
farcical afterpiece, it is amusing enough; though Sueripan would hardly 
recognize his own play in the slapdash, rough-and-tumble burlesque at 
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TOP(ERJIOGRAPHY! 
TImE—11 a.m. Sunday Morning, about Two Miles out of Town. 


WHERE DO YOU LOT COME FROM? 

From TarnoamM LANE. 

How sHouLD I KNOW WHERE THATIS? Wuy pDon’r you 

sAY Krxa’s Cross, OR SOMEWHERE ? 
All the Thirsty Souls (in Chorus). 


© See 


[Juny 23, 1873. 


the Vaudeville. The spirited les- 
sees (lessees always are spirited 
by courtesy, but Messrs. Jamxs 
& THORNE are so in sober truth) 
appear in it themselves, as Don 
Ferolo Whiskerandos and the 
Beefeater, on alternate nights. 
You do not need my assurance, 
Venerable Employer, that they 
are funny, and that I smiled 
loudly, even in the tortures of 
one of the most miserable chairs, 
propped in one of the most ago- 
nizing positions, where, fanned 
by the gentle breeze of an old 
lady in the pit laughing down 
my neck, I tried hard to believe 
I was lounging in a luxurious 
) stall. The screen scene in the 
\) Bre School for Scandal was as good 
yaa ||| and as deservedly applauded as 
ie {Il ever. 
KA On Saturday I was, though 
: | rather reluctantly, obliged to 
i HA) | give up an anticipated treat in 
Yi A the Belle Héléne, at the St. 
James’s, to go to Manager Hrne- 
ston’s latest novelty. Well, 
Hon’r'd Ma'am, I was amply re- 
WARAM III, warded for putting duty to the 
WA! | front, for I could not have en- 
YW ee joyed anything more than I did 
WY MAN Mr. Burnanv's Kissi-Kissi. Cer- 
HANI tainly since the Happy Land no 
such thoroughly laughable piece 
has been produced. Mr. CoRrr 
and Miss Coveney are both 
good. To hear the former (made 
up to resemble our late Eastern 
visitor to the life) sing ‘‘ Twin- 
kle, twinkle, little Shah,” is 
alone worth,a visit to the Opera 
Comique. The burlesque is pre- 
ceded by an improved version 
of the Wonderful Duck. 
Nothing, Ma'am, I am well 
assured, escapes your scrutinizing 
eye; therefore you have doubt- 
less remarked that, at the Court 
Theatre, after withdrawing Mr. Bertie Vyse's comedy for a few nights, 
About Town has again made its appearance in the bills. I have racked my 
brain to discover a reason for the undecided programme at this little 
theatre of Sloane Square, and have come to the conclusion Miss Lirron 
is bending her energies to puzzle the public, and is likely to be successful. 
I don’t know, Hon’r’d Ma’am, whether you have ever seen a paper in 
which a clever dramatic critic has lately been rudely handled, but I am 
sure you will allow me to add a few words to the effect that I have 
seldom read a more unwarrantable aspersion upon an honourable gentle- 
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Krno’s Cross! Ktrne'’s Cross! 
[Admitted in a body.. 


man, and that this is the opinion of all those qualified to give one on the 


subject. 

r have never seen Mr. BensamMin Wesster better than he is in the 
Wandering Jew at the Adelphi. That bit of business he opens the office 
scene with is splendid. You must go and see him, Hon'r'd Ma’am, and 
you must see Killjoy too. Yours ever, 

Tue OnLy Jones. 


* PRIVATE '7] AND C'' CONFIDENTIAL !”” 


From the Hon. Mrs. ~’s Diary. 
Victoria Street, S.W., Sunday, July 13, 1873. 


* We are all, according to the celebrated Mr. Cocker (or was it, perhaps, 
the Z'smes’ newspaper, who is supposed to be never wrong in anything ?), 


just a little bit mad over some particular weakness or other. 
For instances—My own dear old darling of a duck in divinity, my 
Right Reverend uncle the Bi-shop, went off his poor old clever head over 


- Cochin-China Cocks and Greek Roots, whatever on, or rather in, earth the 


latter may be. My cousin Jack went off his (his head, you know) 
to the tune of five thou’ or so over the ‘‘ restoration ” of some ridiculous 
ruined, stupid old church spire-affair; whilst the out-and-outest most 
practical man of the family went utterly off Ais over a little pasty-faced, 
turn-up-nosed girl whom nobody could see anything in. 

I didn’t, really, mean to be let in for moralising when I began this 
page, but I must declare that the scene I saw (Goodness me! though, % 
that right—‘‘ scene I saw” ?) at ‘‘ Lorp’s” on Saturday (the Eton and 
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Harrow Cricket Match, you know), was enough to make a chimney-sweep 
tarn pale. 

Putting quite on one side the ‘‘ lunacy” (above mildly hinted at) which 
must alone account for so many thousands of actual non-Colney-Hatchers 
wasting two whole valuable days in watching a parcel of small but rude 
boys hitting a small piece of leather with a long piece of wood from one 
part of a field to another, I eome to the now too notorious and simply 
disgraceful scandal attending ‘‘the finale of the play,” as that dear, de- 
lightful, fat, little Mr. Banrer, with his short beard and twinkling eyes, 
put it—*‘ meaning, don’t you know, my dear lady” (he used to call me 
his *‘dear child”; for the fanny man said he always thought he was 
talking to one of the ‘‘caste’” for his new burlesque when he spoke to 
me, and I’m sure I don’t know why one bit, for I don’t look fast as those 
—those young persons who act—I mean, who pretend to act—in bur- 
lesques), ‘‘the end of the farce.”’ 

There is an old saying, I believe, to the effect that if you scratch the 
skin of modern civilization you will find a tiger underneath. Now I won’t 
really go so far as to condescend applying this “notion” to the Eton and 
Harrow schoolboys in its full sense; for, if they were to be scratched, 
I much doubt if anything nearer the Zoological Gardens than monkeys, or 
perhaps the full dignity of well-developed apes, could be discovered. 

Monkeys, however, as it is genérally known, can bebave as such, and the 
Eton and Harrow ‘‘species’’ did so to a disgraceful and shameful extent. 
Thé sooner, as everybody who saw the ‘‘scene” at ‘‘Lorp’s” last 
Saturday says, this absurd farce, ‘‘The Eton and Harrow Cricket 
Match,” is stopped, the better for the credit of all of us. Perhaps, 
though, a free application of the birch might work wonders. 

Thursday. 

Talking of the ‘‘ athletic mania’’ and the ‘‘tiger beneath the sur- 
face,” brings me naturally to Mr. Wmxre CoLiins’ play of Man and 
Wife, worked on the same notion. ; 

I have just come back from the Prince of Wales’s Theatre, and I can 
quite imagine Mr. Geoffrey Delamayn, in his younger days, at the 
Eton and Harrow match. I can quite understand the charming widow, 
Glenarm, too, in ker younger days at ‘‘ Lorp’s,” applauding her sweet 
Geoffrey in his cowardly and brutal assault on a patient and unoffending 
policeman, or a helpless cockney ‘‘ cad,’’ whose only crime was in fondly 
imagining he bad paid his money to see ‘‘ gentlemen” at the ‘ manly, 
fine old English game ’’ of ——well, cricket. 

The essentially ‘‘ lady’ character in the Prince of Wales’s play, Blanche 
Lundie, is now played by a substitute for Mrs. Bancrort, Miss Aveusta 
Witton, but the part does not lose one iota of its original charm and 
grace in this clever young lady’s hands. Miss Wixton’s performance is 
full of merit and true comedy light and shade, and is, as such a charming 
performance deserves to be, perfectly successful. 


—— 


THE MASSACRE OF THE INNOCENTS. 


Axsout this time of year we have become accustomed to an onslaught 
upon the many measures which the Government have neither the time 
nor the inclination to pass. The throwing aside of these Bills is 
acknowledged by the press, independent of politics, as a ‘‘ Massacre of 
the Innocents,” and we this week adapt the notion to Norrncorr’s 
famous picture of the ‘Burial of the Young Princes in the Tower.” It 
would be hard upon the memory of Ricwarp III. to carry the simile 
farther. 


«= Juparxea by the frantic efforts made to bolster up its reputa- 
tion, ‘‘ The Ministry of all the Virtues” must be on its last legs. 
Its latest display of spleen has been against Jupy’s scientific 
contemporary, Jron. It appears that Jron, in common with other 
papers, had received a share of War Office and Admiralty adver- 
tisements, but because that paper published an article saying 
some hard (because true) things of Mr. CarpweELt, it is to receive 
no more. The fact is, Jron is a metal which Ministers don't 
understand. If it were brass, now, it might be Mr. CarRDWELL's 
own organ. 


G2 Tre Paris papers are all agog about the duel between 
MM. Rance and Paut Cassaonac, which took place on Monday 
near Bellembourg, the first station on the Luxembourg territory. 
The'combatants managed to prick each other a little, and then 
“honour” was declared to ‘“‘be satisfied.” Quelle farce—or, in 
plain English, What humbug! Itis not the rapier which should 
settle such quarrels as these—a horsewhip, used vigorously upon 
both parties alike, would be a great deal more appropriate. 
—~p— 

G= Ir isa thing to be thankful for that, as far as our mercantile 
prosperity is concerned, even the most incapable of Govern- 
ments cannot do us much harm. At the Trinity House banquet 
Mr. Goscuen, speaking of our defences, said that the Saag had 
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‘ mouth, the sea by its eands. 


14] 


been told abroad that this country was in decay, and having 
seen our wealth, His Majesty had remarked that if we are 
incapable of defending it, he could not understand why we 
had not been already invaded by foreigners. There is a 
shrewdness in this remark worth noting. ‘“ Men who have helped 
themselves " (to other people's property) have occasionally found 
their way to this country, but as a rule they are not happy—our 
penal system is too much for them. 


—__o——_ 


&> In a recent discussion in the House on the Judicature Bill 
there was a somewhat warm conversation on the number of the 
Judges, which Mr. H. James, Mr. Ampurett, and others held 
had been reduced too low; and Mr. O. Monroan accused the 
Attorney-General of playing “fast and loose,” and “jockeying.” 
Most appropriately the clause under which this subject is to be 
dealt with was amended by a rider, by means of which the 
number of Judges was regulated. 
——o-——— . 

GS Now that the Suan of Persia is gone away, several things 
are mentioned which it was considered discreet to keep quiet 
while he was here. It is said that he got into his bed at 
Buckingham Palace with great difficulty. Green is the sacred 
colour of the Prophet, and a green carpet had been laid on the 
floor of His Majesty’s bedroom. It happened, however, that 
there were yellow flowers in it on which he contrived to tread, 
and so with a ‘hop, skip, and a jump” he was able to turn in. 
What H.I.M. would have done if the carpet had been uniformly 
green it is not easy to say; doubtless he would have objected to 
1t tn toe-toe. 


ooo 


€ Tur Grapstone Cabinet are fulfilling their destiny. It is 
announced that the Government have purchased Wormwood 
Scrubbs for the sum of £350,000. They have also bought a 
field behind the Scrubbs in order to get a long range for firing. 
In future these fields are to be called (out of ccmpliment to the 
Ministry) the Government Scrubbs. There is an appropriateness 
about this name which will commend itself to all Conservatives. 
\ —_@———_. 


GS Tue marriage of H.R.H. the Douxe or Evinnuran to the 
daughter of the Czar, which has been so long “on the cards,” is 
to come off at last, and the event is shaking fashionable society 
to its very centre. It has been lamented that the ceremony 
could not have taken place during the Suan’s visit, so that we 
could have shown him a Royal Wedding. But, after all, toa 
man who has been through the interesting ceremony sixty-five 
times it could hardly have been much of a treat. 


SPUTTERINGS FROM JUDY’S PEN. 


A corsET not to be made light of—The taper bodice. 
To ALL WHOM IT MAY ConcERN.—You may know a river by. its 
(Rather shaky.) 

ALL women ought to be dear to a man—Some are— very. : 

Iv you had a tiresome relation in the money-lending trade, would it not 
be well for you to get him to leave you a-loan ? . 

Tne young man who fished for a compliment caught a dab—in the eye. 

A Maroare ‘‘toff,” it is said, thinks no small beer of himself. Sea- 
cyder is nearer the mark, surely. 

PRIVATE ———— is a capital low comedian, and sings the funniest songs 
you ever heard. Down at Wimbledon they call him the camp’s Tooxe. , 

Mrs. Mataprop says that it is no wonder she looks stern in her phato- 
graphs, for she was taken by the Serious-copy Company. 

How can writing-masters ever do wrong?—They ‘always do: write, 
don’t they? or 

A WatTER-BED—A spring mattress. 

Ir is not true that tho Cl—m—t refused the services of all civil 
authorities upon the ground that he had a corporation of his own. 

An actor making his début is said to make his bow, but Killjoy at the 
Adelphi made his bow-wow. 


NOW READY, 
One Shilling; Post Free, 1s. 2i4d., 


JUDY'S HIGH JINKS; 


BEING 
FIVE HUNDRED HUMOROUS PICTURES, 
WITH DESORIPTIVE LETTERPRESS, SELECTED FROM THE PAGES OF °‘ supy,” 
By CHARLES H. ROSS. 
73, FLEET STREET. 
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9. “I can’t reach up to her as I am,” 
said Poparr; “‘ but, with the aid of 
science, I can overcome all obstacles. 


1. PLANTAGENET was & fine young man, with 
lengthy legs. He and PopaER were rivals, and 


Popaer hated him like anything. | 
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4. Brief dream of bliss ! PLANTAGENET followed, 
after vowing vengeance. 


5. ‘I don't see him anywhere,” said 
Prantacenet ; ‘* but I'll sit down here 


and wait for him.” 


Co 
' 


8. Here behold Popcrr’ in the hour of 
his triumph, when she took him to het ’ 


heart, stilts and all ! 


long stick, I wonder? The very 
I'll use it.” 


Oy 


ANG 


6. “What's this 
thing to break Popcer’s head with. 


——» = 7 
— oe = = 3s t 
a a 


8. Popcer may be bere observed 9. And if it had not been-for PoDGER accidentally 
making tracks. PLANTAGENRT stepping into & man-trap, he would probably have 
got, off_quite easily. 


nowhere. 
W.0,— WepnasD4Y, July 23, 1873. 


—7, No, you don't, thou 
stoas gee howfyou,like it yoursel 


we EE Ford Lane, Strand, London, 


Jury 80, 1873.] 
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THE CANNY FOLK. 
‘CA Lion?, MON, IS IT THAT YER SPEERIN ABOOT? D'ym tHmnx Liogts GRow OX TREES, THAT THEY'RE TO BE HAD FOR THS ASKIN’? Yux'LL GET 


WAB LICHT FRAR MB, CONSEEDERIN YE CUDNA ASK BRYORE I THREW awa’ THE Marcu.” 


THAT TAILOR. 
A Tale or Story. 


Nosty Natnan had been a prise-fighter. His neighbours said 20; s0 
did his nose, which meandered down his countenance like a miniature 
range of assorted mountains. But, at any rate, he was not a prize- 
fighter at the time of which our story tells. Then he kept the ‘‘ Duck 
and Tinder-box,” at the quiet village of Marlinton. Pardon ! we meant 
to say the ‘*Duck and Tinder-box” kept him, for it was a much-fre- 
quented public, and the Licensing Bill was as yet pigeon-holed in Lord 
Kruesrriey’s brain. So Nosry Natwan flourished like a green bay- 
tree ; indeed, his mottled countenance suggested some such green com- 
bination of colours. He had married late in life, and two strapping 
twins came to crown his union with a cook that he had known ever since 
he went to Lord Dracainton’s to supper, the day he beat the Chelsea 
Chicken, in 1854. 

Nat's domesticity was simply marvellous. Especially did he love to 
nurse his bouncing boys, who feught one another in their little cot, in a 
manner that made their papa’s heart leap for joy. (By the way, it is 
silly to do anything for joy, asa rule. We never knew joy do anything 
for any one, but kill a man: as he wasn’t a rich bachelor uncle of ours, 
we didn’t get much by that.) However, Nat was very happy, and 
allowed his wife to coax him with portable pieces of furniture and odd 
boots, and things of that sort. When she was especially coaxing, he used 
to fetch round the double perambulator, put in the twins, and drive 
them out for a few miles. This relieved his soul and his poor head ; 
for, when his wife coaxed him, he used to get bumps on it, that were 
sore. 

It was guessed that he had been a prize-fighter, as we have said; but 
his conduct was so exemplary, that the village tradesmen did not think 
it infra dig. to frequent his bar-parlour. So they used to meet there and 
drink there every night. One day, when Mrs. Nosy had been 
coaxing Nar with an electro-plated teapot and a coal scoop, he went out, 
as usual, brought round the perambulator, and put in the twins. Then 
he took ’em out—for many miles. 

When he returned, Dosxin, the tailor, was standing in the porch, and 
he watched Nat drive the perambulator in at the side gate, take the 


[And he didn’t either. 


vane into the house, and then put away their conveyance in the tool- 
ouse. 

No sooner had he witnessed this than he rushed suddenly away, and 
might have been observed to visit successively the shops of Brisxst the 
butcher, Saroome the grocer, Szoconps the baker, and Prosgr the parish 
clerk, into all of whose ears he whispered something in a confidential 
tone of voice. 

That night the bar-parlour of the ‘‘Duck and Tinder-box” was empty, 
and the next morning it was currently reported all over Marlinton that 
Nosty Natuawn had broken out into an ungovernable fit of rage, and 
after sitting on his wife and drawing the twins in the wash-barrel, had 
pitched into his furniture and smashed it aj] to atoms. 

A crowd collected on the village green to discuss the dreadful news. 
‘*T always expected it,” said Brisxmr. ‘‘ What's bred in the flesh will 
always out in the bone.” 

‘SWhy, I hear he actually called on his table to put up its flap and 
come on,” put in Sarcoms the grocer, who was nicknamed ‘‘Saqo.” 

‘‘ Well, to be sure,” said Prossur, ‘‘I heard he pitched into his bed, 
head first.” 

And so one after another confirmed the dreadful tale. 

Presently Nat, who had missed his customers the night before, and 
heard voices on the village green, came up. The crowd yelled their dis- 
approval of him. “Hallo!” he said, cheerily, ‘‘what’s the matter ft” 
A chorus of voices answered him, all accusing him of his heartless con- 
duct with his family and his furniture, especially the latter. 

‘Tt’s all a mistake,” shouted Nar. ‘‘ Who told you all these lies ?’” 

** Dosxrn, the tailor,’ was the unanimous reply. 

‘*Then here Dosxrx is,” said Nat, ‘‘ and he shall explain.” 

There, surely enough, was Dosxix, coming leisurely up. 

‘<T say,” exclaimed Nat, seizing the tailor, ‘‘ what's this you've said 
about me smashing up my furniture?” and the chorus of voices again 
joined in. 

Dosxiw laughed. ‘‘Oh, what a silly lot you all are!” he said with a 
funny wink. ‘‘Kverything I said was, that I saw our friend Nar here 
double up his perambulator, and that I supposed he would be fighting his 
furniture next.” So the crowd shook hands with Nat and liquored up. 

The moral, if we had one, would be that the tailor was a wag. 
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PRIVATE") AND [‘‘ CONFIDENTIAL !”” 


From the Hon. Mrs, ———’s Diary. 
—— Victoria Street, S.W., Tuesday, July 22nd, 1873. 
OF course, don’t you know, it’s very nice being married for some things, 
but again, you know, matrimony, after all, is not quite ald roses. 

I suppose (really now !) that I never ever quite lost my temper with 
poor Atey until last Saturday morning at lunch, and then—— well, I 
‘ confess I did then just a little...... 

It can’t be that he is tired of me already, and wants an excuse for 
getting away—to give the poor fellow his due, he has better taste than 
that—and yet what, in Goodness’ name, has put the idea into his head of 
—being a Volunteer ? 

I told him, of course, at orice, that if he did such an outrageous and 
ridiculous thing I'd never look at him again, and then, why, and then— 
he only laughed and went in for another dose of claret-cup, and then, 
you know, why, then I lost my temper for the very first time. 

But it was enough to stir up 
even the mildest thing in Joans | Soak mena 
only to fancy the young man of yrange yy TENET yy D 
one’s — becoming a—Volun- wT | ml ing 
teer, was so awfully upset PU ea UML REE 
and annoyed about it that I = 

wrote off at once to Kavie for Mie i 6d Se ity 
her advice—Katiz has been 
married ever so long, you know 
—more than three months /— - 
and here is her sympathetic and 
sensible letter—sensible, I mean, 
as regards the stupid Volunteer 
rubbish. 
“* Brook Street, W. 
“Sunday Evening. 

** Darlingest Own AtioE, —So 
glad, dearest, to get your little 
epistle ; so interesting, really. 
Fancy, though, just fancy it being 
your very first little tiff with 
poor Hubby-bubby!” (Hubby- 
bubby, indeed ! but then Karim 
always was a cheeky one; those 
turn-up-nosed, fat girls generally 
are.) ‘* Talking of one’s hubbys 
(by the way, how d’ye spell that, 
with an ¢ and an e¢ or alittle 
inquisitive ¥?), do you know ~ 
Major G. still? he really is so 
like—you know—and I should 
like to have him for lunch some 
day if your inventive little noddle 
can hit it off. Try for me, dear, 
please, and oblige your eyer affec- 
tionate Karz. 

‘* P.S.—By the bye, though, 
I declare I’ve not answered your 
question about your letting your 
Hubby join the’ Volunteers. 
Well, of course, there is but one 
word of advice to give :—Don’r.”’ 

For my own part, I have no 
doubt that the Wimbledon Camp 
is ‘‘ beneficial’ to somebody or 
other in some way or other, but 
(and there always is a ‘‘ but,’ 
isn’t there? especially at Wim- 
bledon, only there it is a bigger 
one, you know, and they spell 
it with ¢wo 1’s) is it not rather a bit of a bore—not even a small-bore, 
you know—to us general common sort of public ? 

Picking up a,little, and feeling a wee bit better after the Suan fever, 
we are inoculated now—without your leave or with your ditto—with this 
silly playing-at-soldiers farce. 

Yes, when I say ‘‘ farce,” I say it advisedly. For a specimen, please 
look at this report, taken from a celebrated evening paper of most unim- 
peachable Tory principles, and, therefore, certain in its veracity. 

This report, if you please, is descriptive of the—I ought to say ‘*a”— 
Camp in the morning. 

** The campers” —“ please,” as dear old Captain Currie says, ‘‘ when 
found, make a note on’t,”’ for ‘‘campers,”’ with subtle irony, is substituted 
for “‘soldiers”—‘‘were up and out and earlier than usual”—why 
shouldn’t the ‘‘ campers ’’ get up earlier ‘‘than usual” ? but what zs their 
*‘usual custom of an afternoon,” is it ‘‘counter” or ‘‘ bar,’’ Stock 
Exchange ‘‘ tea and sugar,” or—other like condiments? However, let us 
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Mistress. A Day's Houmay, JANE ; WHAT FOR ? 

Jane. WELL, I THOUGHT YOU'D THINK IT RATHER SOON 3 BUT, PLEASE, 
Mom, my Youna Man as I SPpoKE OF TO YOU—PERHAPS YOU REMEMBER— 
IS A-GOING TO TAKE ME TO GRINNIDGE AGAIN, AND I’M a-corxa To POP 
THE QUESTION ruis tims! 


[Juny 30, 1873. 


and general laughter which invariably accompany the ablutionary pro- 
cesses within lines ’—out of lines, J should say—‘‘ prevail to a ridiculous 
extent......For imstance, who could refrain from laughing to see a mounted 
sentry with simply a newspaper wrapped round his loins, with his cross- 
belt, ca he-hos, g§c., marching up and down before his tent? or any 
individual sitting in his tub, with his boots and an umbrella over his 
head? or to see a couple of naked men with a pair of improvised news- 

drawers running a race, or a facetious fellow with a leopard-skin 


paper 
round him delivering a stump oration? These and hundreds of similar 


antics served......”" 

And yet, I know, I shall be awfully abused for my assertion that the 
Wimbledon business is—simply a farce as regards its general appearance. 
That proper ‘‘ business” is done there, I believe, but, why is the 
burlesque of the Volunteer Movement allowed to be acted with the 
‘* popular farce” of ‘‘ Playing at being Soldiers” ? 

I have asked this question before, but I have never yet had a satis- 
factory answer. . I shall be glad of one. tire nad 

Wednesday, 23rd.—Just got back from the Polo match, positively 

nearly grilled, and 1 declare 
they don’t catch this child wast- 
ing her precious time and ruin- 
ing her even more than ditto 
complexion there again. 
| Of course, it’s all very well for 
| unmarried girls who go ‘‘on 
| business,” that is, you know, to 
pick up the men in a legitimate 
way ; it’s also a jollyish sort of 
place for frisky matrons and 
their business ; that is, trotting 
out their friskinesses and picking 
up their men. Only, you see, as 

I am not one of the Forlorn 

Hope, and, as I have not had 

enough matrimony yet to make 

me one of the ‘‘friskers,” I 

really did not appreciate the 

Polo. — 

Perhaps I ought to have been 
' much interested when Lord 
| W—r ‘‘got” the first goal, 
~ and awfully much so when, after 
| a terrible amount of hard work 

—on the poor little pony’s part 
_ —he contrived to ‘‘get’’ the 
second...... Perhaps, too, I should 
properly have been quite thrilled 
with excitement when the third 
goal was ‘‘got’’ by another 
hard-working young gentleman— 
with the Spanishified name— 
on the same side, and the game 
actually: stood at three goals, 
love / Perchance, as ALGy would 
say, I ought to have ‘‘woke up” 
when our prize-fighting-loving- 
and - boxing - gloves-delighting-in 
patrician of youthfulness, Lord 
Q—~y, ‘‘ went in a buster,”’ to 
use the polite vernacular of 
modern fashionable athletes, and 
scored the first and second goals 
on Lord V——’s side. 

To tell the sober truth, though, 
I felt so dreadfuHy tired of the 
stupidity of the thing that I 
couldn’t get up even a show of 
excitement when the second 


Spanishified-named gentleman ‘‘went in” even a more tremendous thing 
in ‘‘ busters’ than the my Lord Q——r before alluded to, and won the 
game in—literally a canter. : 

Really, the only remark that presented itself to my poor weak under- 
standing whilst driving home was this very stupid one —Why do they 
do it? Putting this little conundrum to Atey, after trying hard at it 
myself till we got to Hyde Park Cornér, it was too much even for his 
gigantic mind. a ; 

Just, however, as we got to the bottom of Grosvenor Place he jumped 
up and declared he had ‘‘ got it.” The answer, then, according to ALGy, 
was—‘* Because they haven’t the brains to do anything else.” : 

Thursday.—I have received a quantity of—well, ‘‘communications,” 
from certain ‘‘ young gentlemen” who appear to feel themselves aggrieved 
by my remarks anent their ‘‘cricket match” at Lorp’s. I am so sorry I 
can’t really attend to them now, but I promise the ‘‘ young gentlemen” 
to afford them all the publicity they court next week—as far, that is, as 
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proceed—‘and the badinage, singing, whistling, and practical joking | my space and their grammar will permit. 
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THE BAD BOY AND THE GOOD. 


| THERE was once a young and lovely boy, whose mother parted 


his hair down the middle, and occasion hit him in the back 
with a flat-iron. There was also a bad, wicked, and depraved boy, 
about whom I, at the moment, do not recollect any further par- 
ticulars. These two were brought up together, and simultaneous! 


_ received a present of a sovereign apiece. Oh, how that bad, 


wicked, and depraved boy kicked up his heels! the good boy 
smiled the while seraphically and slobbered. The bad boy then 
went straiyhtway and laid out his good money in all manner and 


kinds of nasty indigestible. messes—hardbake, cocoa-nut (he 


bought fourteen of these), bulls’-eyes, stick-liquorice, tamarinds, 
and Australian beef. That boy fell to and gorged hideously upon 
these things, and so exhausted his little capital, coming to the 
good boy, when it was all gone, with a long and pitiful face. 
“Ah!” said the good boy, “had you not spent your sovereign thus 
foolishly, you would have 

had it now as I have mine. 

Instead of buying hardbake ryt! 
—a thing I myself never ‘nal | Vall 
touch, except when it is given a) iil Vay) 
to me—you might have be- Paty 
stowed five shillings upon 
the Society for supplying 
Wooden-legged Infidels with 
Worsted Slippers. Instead 
of buying cocoa-nuts, you 
might have dropped another 
five bob into the donation box 
of the Hospital for Paralyzed | 
Shakers, and instead of wast- 
ing the other ten shillings 
in the way you have, you 
might have done I don't 
know what that was good, 
and kind, and generous, and 
noble.” - 

The bad boy, confused and 
confounded, turned away his 
head at this, and wept bitter 
tears. Then the good boy 
went out for a stroll, feeling 
ever so much gooder for 
having said what he had, 
and on his way accidentally 
dropped his own sovereign 
down a sewer grating. 


ROUNDABOUT. 
-By the Square Man. 
I naWE been thinking it over 
seriously for some time now, but | 
I cannot yet quite make my mind | 
up which I like best, Mr. 
GwyEnk’s poetry or his potatoes. | 
The new Potato Laureate dates | 
from Penge, where he sells pota- 
toes and verses about the SHan 
of Persia’s visit, the destruction | 
of the Alexandra Palace, the | 
wreck of the wVorthfleet, and | 
other interesting events. I § - 
have not tried Mr. Gwrer’s potatoes (which to some extent may 
account for the doubt above alluded to), but I think, perhaps, the poetry 
would be better for a little salt; but this is, after all, a matter of 
opinion. After all, too, I don’t see why a man should not write poetry 
because he sells potatoes; I, myself, am a sweetly pretty poet, and should 
only be too glad to have a lot of potatoes for sale, with a good chance of 
getting say fourpence a pound all round for them. Since reading Mr. 
GwyeER I have made some experiments with potatoes for the purpose of 
seeing how far they may help to promote poetical inspiration. I took a 
very underdone one the last thing before going to bed. I did not com- 
pose much during the night, but passed an hour or two rambling about 
and smiting myself on the chest. 

Messrs. RovuTLEpcE have just added ‘‘ Night and Morning” to their 
Knebworth Edition of Lord Lyrron’s novels, I like this edition of his 
ti better than any I have yet seen; it is admirably suited for the 

A few flimsy sewn together, headed ‘‘To appear in Town and 
Country Magazine,” have been forwarded to me, containing a long rigma- 
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Counsel (to Young Lady in witness-boz). 

THE NATIONAL GALLERY BY YOURSELF. 

TAKEN IN THERE BY A GENTLEMAN ? , 
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role called i‘‘Mr. Satan at Home,” by Freprerick LancBriver. The 
only reason why I have been thus honoured appears to be that Mr. Lana- 
BRIDGE s of Jupy as ‘‘a dismal print,” and seems to be anxious 
that I should know it. I did not want to know. I never before heard 
of the Town and Country or of Mr. Lanaprivcr. I never wanted to 
hear. I daresay they are both very clever. I hope they circulate largely 
and pay expenses. 

A word of praise for the ‘‘ Holiday Papers of the Circle Club,” a 
shilling book, uniform with the magazine which. has been published by 
Messrs, Grant & Co. The stories are mostly rather amateurish, but 
some of the verse is good, and most of the illustrations excellent. 

A most delightful ‘‘ book for an idle hour” is Mr. Assy Srerry’s 
‘‘ Shuttlecock Papers.” The pleasantest, chattiest companion is our 
Rambler to dawdle with in town or country. Equally good company on 
the road to France, among the Yarmouth bloaters, lost on the Lagoon, 


- round the Tower ditch in search of Pickled-egg Walk, or at home in his 


own dear delightful den. The easiest of easy reading surely is this bright- 
green volume for philosophers on their backs, and stay-at-home travellers in 
easy-chairs, by open windows ; 
and I'll engage that the composi- 
tion of these bright pages has 
been no laborious self-imposed 
_ task upon its author. If I werea 
| Shah of Persia on my travels, 
| I'd give a diamond or two to. 
Mr. Srerry to accompany me 
| upon my wanderings and talk to 
| 
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me as we went; that is, if—as 
I suppose to be the case—he can 
talk as easily and divertingly as 
he writes. 

When I sent you a line the 
By. other day for your Sputtering 
‘ * corner about the SHan buying 
z ever so many gallons of marking 
fii _ ink and shipping it off for Persia, 
aL _ I made a mistake in the name. 

It was the Crystal Palace mark- 
ing ink, prepared by the 
daughter of the late Joun Bonn, 
the Suan bought such a lot of. 

Dentocrete is the name of a 
new and ingenious invention of 
Mr. C.iivFrorp-Eskeuu’s, which 
deserves a trial. 
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JUDY’S JOTTINGS. 


«* Room for the ladies, and 
(this time) the married ones ! 
Atthe HeckmondwikeSchool 
Board recently the Finance 
Committee recommended 
that a Ladies’ Committee 
should be appointed to assist 
in the management of a 
new School Board. The 
chairman, naively observing 
that the question was a “‘ diffi- 
cult one,” thought “ the best 
thing the Board could do 
would be to appoint their 
wives.” He _ accordingly 
moved a resolution to this 
effect, and it being seconded, 
this glaring innovation was carried unanimously. Thus is ad- 
ministered about as hard a knock as the “Shrieking Sister- 
hood” have had yet. Henceforth the spinsters are nowhere on | 
the School Boakle—-docrial felicity reigns supreme. 

— ° 


2° Tue Chancellor of the Exchequer is a difficult man to per- 
suade. A correspondence has just passed between Col. ‘Tom- 
LinE, M.P., and Mr. Lows, respecting the condition of the Silver 
Coinage. Col. Tomuine points out the scarcity of silver coin, 
and states that the strikes of working men for an advance of ten 
per cent. on their wages will be unnecessary if the 9} per cent. of 
silver which is taken out of every silver coin be restored to it. 
And still the Chancellor remains obdurate. Perhaps his faith in 
Col. Tomuine’s cure for strikes is affected by his inability to hit 
it off with himself. —— 

@ Presents to distinguished personages are popular just now. 
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THE BAD BOY AND THE GOOD. 


THERE was once a young and lovely boy, whose mother parted 
his hair down the middle, and occasion hit him in the back 
with a flat-iron. There was also a bad, wicked, and depraved boy, 
about whom I, at the moment, do not recollect any further par- 
ticulars. These two were brought up together, and <page ir oe | 


_ received a present of a sovereign apiece. Oh, how that b 


wicked, and depraved boy kicked up his heels! the good boy 
smiled the while seraphically and slobbered. The bad boy then 
went straiyhtway and laid out his good money in all manner and 
kinds of nasty indigestible, messes—hardbake, cocoa-nut (he 


| bought fourteen of these), bulls’-eyes, stick-liquorice, tamarinds, 


and Australian beef. That boy fell to and gorged hideously upon 
these things, and so exhausted his little capital, coming to the 
good boy, when it was all gone, with a long and pitiful face. 
“ Ah!” said the good boy, “had you not spent your sovereign thus 
foolishly, you would have 
had it now as I have mine. 
Instead of buying hardbake 
—a thing I myself never 
touch, except when itis given | 
to me—you might have be- | 
stowed five shillings upon | 
the Society for supplying | 
Wooden-legged Infidels with 
Worsted Slippers. Instead 
of buying cocoa-nuts, you 
might have dropped another 
five bob into the donation box | 
of the Hospital for Paralyzed 7 A Cay 
aiekere, —_ instead of wast- — Gir { |. \ \\ NY 
ing the other ten shillings RO IN SQ ee 
in the way you have, you Bee WN } 
might have done I don't NY |e oo RS 
know what that was good, BERN 
and kind, and generous, and © 

noble.” - 

The bad boy, confused and 
confounded, turned away his 
head at this, and wept bitter 
tears. Then the good boy 
went out for a stroll, feeling 
ever so much gooder for 
having said what he had, 
and on his way accidentally 
dropped his own sovereign 
down a sewer grating. “Care 


ROUNDABOUT. 
By the Square Man. 

I nave been thinking it over | 
seriously for some time now, but 
I cannot yet quite make my mind 
up which I like best, Mr. 
GwyYEr’s poetry or his potatoes. | 
The new Potato Laureate dates 

from Penge, where he sells pota- 

toes and verses about the Suan 
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of Persia’s visit, the destruction 
of the Alexandra Palace, the 
wreck of the iVorthfleet, and 
other interesting events. I[ 

have not tried Mr. Gwrsr’s potatoes (which to some extent may 
account for the doubt above alluded to), but I think, perhaps, the poetry 
would be better for a little salt; but this is, after all, a matter of 
opinion. After all, too, I don’t see why a man should not write poetry 
because he sells potatoes; I, myself, am a sweetly pretty poet, and should 
only be too glad to have a lot of potatoes for sale, with a good chance of 
getting say fourpence a pound all round for them. Since reading Mr. 
GwveR I have made some experiments with potatoes for the purpose of 
seeing how far they may help to promote poetical inspiration. I took a 
very underdone one the last thing before going to bed. I did not com- 
pose much during the night, but passed an hour or two rambling about 
and smiting myself on the chest. 

Messrs. RouTLEpGE have just added ‘‘ Night and Morning” to their 
Knebworth Edition of Lord Lyrron’s novels, I like this edition of his 
bi better than any I have yet seen; it is admirably suited for the 
_ A few flimsy pages, sewn together, headed ‘‘To appear in Zown and 
Country Magazine,” have been forwarded to me, containing a long rigma- 
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role called i‘‘Mr. Satan at Home,” by FREDERICK LancBriver. The 
only reason why I have been thus honoured appears to be that Mr. Lana- 
BRIDGE speaks of Jupy as ‘‘a dismal print,” and seems to be anxious 
that I should know it. I did not want to know. I never before heard 
of the Town and Country or of Mr. Laxasrivcs. I never wanted to 
hear. I daresay they are both very clever. I hope they circulate largely 
and pay expenses. 

A word of praise for the ‘‘ Holiday Papers of the Circle Club,” a 
shilling book, uniform with the magazine which has been published by 
Messrs. Grant & Co. The stories are mostly rather amateurish, but 
some of the verse is good, and most of the illustrations excellent. — 

A most delightful ‘“‘book for an idle hour” is Mr. Assy Srerry’s 
‘¢ Shuttlecock Papers.” The pleasantest, chattiest companion is our 
Rambler to dawdle with in town or country. Equally good company on 
the road to France, among the Yarmouth bloaters, lost on the Lagoon, 


' round the Tower ditch in search of Pickled-egg Walk, or at home in his 


MISCONSTRUED. 

Counsel (to Young Lady in witness-boz). 
INTO THE NATIONAL GALLERY BY YOURSELF. 
TAKEN IN THERE BY A GENTLEMAN ? 
Witness. OH, DEAR NO; I FLATTER MYSELF I AM TOO SHARP TO BE 


own dear delightful den. The easiest of easy reading surely is this bright- 
green volume for philosophers on their backs, and stay-at-home travellers in 
pax _ easy-chairs, by open windows ; 
and I’]] engage that the composi- 
tion of these bright pages has 
been no laborious self-imposed 
task upon itsauthor. If I werea 
Shah of Persia on my travels, 
I'd give a diamond or two to. 
Mr. SteRry to accompany me 
| upon my wanderings and talk to 
} 


me as we went ; that is, if—as 
I suppose to be the case—he can 
talk as easily and divertingly as 
he writes. 
<4 When I sent you a line the 
Re. other day for your Sputtering 
~ eorner about the Suan buying 
| ‘ever so many gallons of marking 
ink and shipping it off for Persia, 
I made a mistake in the name. 
It was the Crystal Palace mark- 
| ing ink, prepared by the 
_ daughter of the late Joun Bonn, 
the SHan bought such a lot of. 
Dentocrete is the name of a 
| new and ingenious invention of 
Mr. C.rivrorp-Eskeu’s, which 
deserves a trial. 


JUDY’S JOTTINGS. 
«= Room for the ladies, and. 
(this time) the married ones ! 
Atthe HeckmondwikeSchool 
Board recently the Finance 
Committee recommended 
that a Ladies’ Committee 
should be appointed to assist 
in the management of a 
new School Board. The 

chairman, naively observing 
that the question was a “‘ diffi- 
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m cult one,” thought “ the best 
AVE YOU EVER BEEN 


thing the Board could do 
would be to appoint their 
wives.” He _ accordingly 
| moved a resolution to’ this 
effect, and it being seconded, 
this glaring innovation was carried unanimously. Thus is ad- 
ministered about as hard a knock as the “Shrieking Sister- 
hood” have had yet. Henceforth the spinsters are nowhere on » 
the School Hoatle—een ual felicity reigns supreme. 
a oe ‘ 
€2° Tue Chancellor of the Exchequer is a difficult man to av) 
suade. A correspondence has just passed between Col. Tom- 
LINE, M.P., and Mr. LoweE, respecting the condition of the Silver 
Coinage. Col. Tomuine points out the scarcity of silver coin, 
and states that the strikes of working men for an advance of ten 
per cent. on their wages will be unnecessary if the 94 per cent. of 
silver which is taken out of every silver coin be restored to it. 
And still the Chancellor remains obdurate. Perhaps his faith in 
Col. Tomutne’s cure for strikes is affected by his inability to hit 
it off with himself. —+— 
(= Presents to distinguished personages are popular just now. 
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THE BAD BOY AND THE GOOD. 


_ THERE was once a young and lovely boy, whose mother parted 


his hair down the middle, and occasion ‘bey him in the back 
with a flat-iron. There was also a bad, wicked, and depraved boy, 
about whom I, at the moment, do not recollect any further par- 
ticulars, These two were brought up together, and simultaneous! 


_ received a present of a sovereign apiece. Oh, how that bad, 


wicked, and depraved boy kicked up his heels! the good boy 
smiled the while seraphically and slobbered. The bad boy then 
went straishtway and laid out his good money in all manner and 
kinds of nasty indigestible. messes—hardbake, cocoa-nut (he 
bought fourteen of these), bulls’-eyes, stick-liquorice, tamarinds, 
and Australian beef. That boy fell to and gorged hideously upon 
these things, and so exhausted his little capital, coming to the 
good boy, when it was all gone, with a long and pitiful face. 
“ Ah!” said the good boy, “ had you not spent your sovereign thus 
foolishly, you would have 
had it now as I have mine. 
Instead of buying hardbake 
—a thing I myself never 
touch, except when itis given | 
to me—you might have be- 
stowed five shillings upon 
the Society for supplying 
Wooden-legged Infidels with 
Worsted Slippers. Instead | 
of buying cocoa-nuts, you | 
might have dropped another 
five bob into the donation box | 
of the Hospital for Paralyzed 
Shakers, and instead of wast- 
ing the other ten shillings 
in the way you have, you | 
might have done I don't | 
know what that was good, 
and kind, and generous, and © 
noble.” - 

The bad boy, confused and 
confounded, turned away his 
head at this, and wept bitter | 
tears. Then the good boy 
went out for a stroll, feeling | 
ever sO much gooder for | 
having said what he had, 
and on his way accidentally 
dropped his own sovereign 
down a sewer grating. 


ROUNDABOUT. 
By the Square Man. 

I nave been thinking it over © 
seriously for some time now, but 
I cannot yet quite make my mind | 
up which I like best, Mr. | 
GwyEr’s poetry or his potatoes. | 
The new Potato Laureate dates | 
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from Penge, where he sells pota- 
toes and verses about the Suan 
of Persia’s visit, the destruction | 
of the Alexandra Palace, the 
wreck of the Northfleet, and | 
other interesting events. I : 

have not tried Mr. Gwrsr’s potatoes (which to some extent may 
account for the doubt above alluded to), but I think, perhaps, the poetry 
would be better for a little salt; but this is, after all, a matter of 
opinion. After all, too, I don’t see why a man should not write poetry 
because he sells potatoes ; I, myself, am a sweetly pretty poet, and should 
only be too glad to have a lot of potatoes for sale, with a good chance of 
getting say fourpence a pound all round for them. Since reading Mr. 
Gwyer I have made some experiments with potatoes for the purpose of 
seeing how far they may help to promote poetical inspiration. I took a 
very underdone one the last thing before going to bed. I did not com- 
pose much during the night, but passed an hour or two rambling about 
and smiting myself on the chest. 

Messrs. RouTLEpGE have just added ‘‘ Night and Morning” to their 
Knebworth Edition of Lord Lyrron’s novels, I like this edition of his 
_— better than any I have yet seen; it is admirably suited for the 

A few flimsy pages, sewn together, headed ‘‘To appear in Town and 
Country Magazine,” have been forwarded to me, eontaining a long rigma- 


TAKEN IN BY ANY GENTLEMAN ! 


JUDY, OR THE LONDON SERIO-COMIC JOURNAL. 


MISCONSTRUED. 


Counsel (to Young Lady in witness-boz). 
INTO THE NATIONAL GALLERY BY YOURSELF. 
TAKEN IN THERE BY A GENTLEMAN ? 

Witness. On, DEAR NO; I FLATTER MYSELF I aM TOO SHARP TO BR 
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role called i‘‘Mr. Satan at Home,” by Freperick LancBrives. The 
only reason why I have been thus honoured appears to be that Mr. Laxc- 
BRIDGE speaks of Jupy as ‘‘a dismal print,’’ and seems to be anxious 
that I should know it. I did not want to know. I never before heard 
of the Town and Country or of Mr. Lanasrivar. I never wanted to 
hear. I daresay they are both very clever. I hope they circulate largely 
and pay expenses. 

A word of praise for the ‘‘ Holiday Papers of the Circle Club,” a 
shilling book, uniform with the magazine which has been published by 
Messrs. Grant & Co. The stories are mostly rather amateurish, but 
some of the verse is good, and most of the illustrations excellent. 

A most delightful ‘‘book for an idle hour” is Mr. Assy Srerry’s 
*‘ Shuttlecock Papers.” The pleasantest, chattiest companion is our 
Rambler to dawdle with in town or country. Equally good company on 
the road to France, among the Yarmouth bloaters, lost on the Lagoon, 


- round the Tower ditch in search of Pickled-egg Walk, or at home in his 


own dear delightful den. The easiest of easy reading is this bright- 
green volume for philosophers on their backs, and stay-at-home travellers in 
__ easy-chairs, by open windows ; 
and I'll engage that the composi- 
tion of these bright pages has 
been no laborious self-imposed 
task upon itsauthor. If I werea 
Shah of Persia on my travels, 
I'd give a diamond or two to. 
Mr. Srerry to accompany me 
upon my wanderings and talk to 
me as we went; that is, if—as 
I suppose to be the case—he can 
talk as easily and divertingly as 
he writes. 
When I sent you a line the 
.. other day for your Sputtering 
' eorner about the Saan buying 
ever so many gallons of marking 
ink and shipping it off for Persia, 
I made a mistake in the name. 
It was the Crystal Palace mark- 
ing ink, prepared by the 
daughter of the late Joun Bonn, 
the Suan bought such a lot of. 
_ _Dentoecrete is the name of a 
new and ingenious invention of 
Mr. C.iivrorp-Eskeu’s, which 
deserves a trial. 


JUDY’S JOTTINGS. 
= Room for the ladies, and 
(this time) the married ones ! 
Atthe HeckmondwikeSchool 
Board recently the Finance 
Committee recommended 
that a Ladies’ Committee 
should be appointed to assist 
in the management of a 
new School Board. The 
chairman, naively observing 
that the question was a “‘ diffi- 
cult one,” thought “ the best 
thing the Board could do 
would be to appoint their 
wives.” He _ accordingly 
moved a resolution to this 
effect, and it being seconded, 
this glaring innovation was carried unanimously. Thus is ad- 
ministered about as hard a knock as the “ Shrieking Sister- 
hood” have had yet. Henceforth the spinsters are nowhere on > 
the School Boards—conjugal felicity reigns supreme. 

er een 


You saY THAT YOU WENT 
HAVE you EVER BEEN 


J 


(2° Tue Chancellor of the Exchequer is a difficult man to 3 hi 
suade. A correspondence has just passed between Col. Tom- 
LinE, M.P., and Mr. Lows, respecting the condition of the Silver 
Coinage. Col. Tomuine points out the scarcity of silver coin, 
and states that the strikes of working men for an advance of ten 
per cent. on their wages will be unnecessary if the 94 per cent, of 
silver which is taken out of every silver coin be restored to it. 
And still the Chancellor remains obdurate. Perhaps his faith in 
Col. Tomurne’s cure for strikes is affected by his inability to hit 
it off with himself. + — 

@ Presents to distinguished personages are popular just now. 


eee 
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HOW HENNY PENNY WENT A-WORMING. | 


But there seemed to be something wrong 


(} Now, this is how it all begun. There To resume, however. This Karly Bird found 
Swas once a Karly Bird ——but after all, an equally early Worm, who had doubtless been somewhere. This Worm showed fight. Even 
this seoms to be the end of the tail. up all night. Worms will turn, you know. 


said the Karly Bird, then discretion is the better But, alas, for good resolutions. Slugs: And so—and so——Kindly drop 
pert of valour. Better go without a breakfast than eat grow on cabbages, and Old SoopiEs doesn’t a tear or two over this affecting 
one that won't agree with you. Henceforth, I go in for approve of hens that destroy more cabbages story; and whatever you do, never 


than slugs do. get up early under any circamstances. 


This accounts for a project which is on foot for & subscription of a medy. A large number of employés in the Post 
about £60,000 to establish a short line of railway in China, a8 & fice recently held a meeting “ to protest against their present 
resent to the ExmPrsor, with a view of bringing the Imperial low rate of pay,” and they ed upon a petition to the House 
mind to a sense of the advantages to be derived from the intro- of Commons, with a view © gaining an increase of wages. This 
duction of guch works. Of course a few of our third-class | petition was presented by the Hon. Member for Westminster. 
carriages (ancient Lean are to be included; and, as an appro And so far the postmen are well served. But there is a strong 
priate beginnin ing, the line will probably inaugurated by & big | opinion amongst them that the Lowe rate of which they com lain 
“ pitch-in "—just to show the Chinese how it is done. If the will only disappear with Lows himself. Most likely : let a Hope 
Empsnon oF Cuina is not converted by these means to the | neither will be long about. 
advantages of railway travelling, he is not half so enlightened & | 
potentate as he pretends to be. G2" Mr. Serjeant Susow began & speech on'the Judicature Bill 
ee a over which Ministers have eaten their latest dish of humble pie, 
ge Tue Ex-Queen Isanerta of Spain (there are so many Ex- | with the assertion that “he could not keep silence without saying 
Queens nowadays that one must be precise) has been visiting | a few words.” What else Mr. Serjeant Suson had to say was 
Florence. On her departure from the station three Irish ladies | not audible for a few minu until the House recovered from an 
offered her a bouquet of flowers, and the Ex-Queen “was | explosion of merriment: “ Speech is silver,” says the proverb 
gracious! pleased to offer the ladies her hand to as.” After | «but silence is gold.” The learned Serjeant appears to affect a 
which Her Majesty had some difficulty in getting into the | judicious mixture of the two. ; 
railway oor e cn account of bed ee but no one atvempied a : 
assiat her, Spanish etiquette tor idding any one to touc e : : ae 
een. “ Alas, poor Queen!” who would care for greatness when eo sliees a ed — it is asserted thet all prospect 
inability to get into railway carriag i e is one of its penalties ? paentht 4 ae roa shendoned: and that Parliament cannot 
| ‘ be pro-rogued before the second week of August. (What, an 
ga In reference to the appearance at the theatres and music- | ; P de gus , 
halls, before his late indisposition, of the “ TrcHBORNE Claimant,” nO ean ie Pe eet ee 1 There 
a report is going about which ought to be contradicted. The lad r of privilege.) 
“ Claimant” 1s not to appear at the Prin ce of Wales's as Stout in 
Lord Lytron’s Money. Few people wonld be Stout, especially | €& Tur Pontiff Pros IX. is a living illustration of the trath of 
this weather, for all the “ Money" you could show them ! a saying ae if oe bt care of ri op we pou partes 
—+— r themselves. e story goes @ strong-boxes laden 
Ga Wueske one reads the name of Mr. W. H. Smira as the with gold and precious station 1108 enfrequently on through the 
presenter of 2 petition, one may be ‘sure that there is & real | Italian Custom-house on their way to the Apostolic captive. 


——p— 
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‘The treasures which reach him from all the communities of 
Europe and America are unbounded. The Holy Father has 
little cups and saucers lying on his writing-table before him, 
filled with unset gems of great value, oat of which he occasion- 
ally takes little pinches to give as presents to his most favoured 
attendants and visitors, maka gas frée with the glittering baubles 
as if he were merely dispensing pinches of snuff.” And doubt- 
less these said attendants regard these tokens as something not 
to be sneezed 9-—snuff of this kind being what most court ofiicials 
are well up io. Se ae 


Kas’ Ir is pretty conclusive that steamboats will soon be super- 
seded, and railways nowhere. A certain Professor WIsE ig 
about to essay a voyage from New York to Liverpool per 
balloon. The Professor has nearly all his preparations made 
for his trial trip across the Atlantic; and the people of New 
York are calmly awaiting his departure. ‘As a method of ex- 
ploration,” says the Professor in his address, ‘‘ we intend to make 
this aerial voyage, and in our humble way endeavour to mark 
out an untrodden path for men and mails.” (By the way, it is 
usually supposed that men are males—but no matter.) Mean- 
time, verb. sap.—a word to the Wiss, that is: ‘“ Look out for 
squalis!” =, . 


THE SLUG. 


No more this silent grief I'll hug, 

What shall I do to kill the slug, 

That haunts the beds which I have dug f— 
Curst slug ! 


I’ve sprinkled soot upon its trail, i 
But leas than naught does that avail, 
Over it pass’d th’ unconscious snail— 

: Vile slug ! 


I doge’d its footsteps then with lime, 

Dropping it where I saw the slime, 

But it did change its route next time— — 
Sly slug ! 


I keep some salt mix’d in a jug, 

In which I hoped to pop it snug, 

But it declined to show its mug— . 
Shy slug! 


What lots of mischief it can do— 
Would you believe it bit in two 
My Vincitoxis Thunbergu ? . 
Base slug ! 


Could it not e’en have spared me this}? 
My bulb /ncomparabilts, 
Hookerit Walkeri tnsignis— 
Low slug ! 
If I could find its bidden Jair! 
Ican't! Ah, cry of wild despair, 
That breaks upon the tortured air-- 
Oh, slug ! 
Stranger! who read’st, yet sittest still, ‘ 
I'll leave you something in my will— 
‘ Give me a recipe to kill 
That slug ! 


“MOST EXTRAORDINARY!” 


Dean Mapamu,— When those tedious old fogies at St. Stephen’s have gone 
home for the holidays, you may have leisure for more intportant matters 
than chronicling their very small beer. The stars (and garters)—tbe dark- 
blue sea—the sun and moon—all nature, in fact, Madam, is open for your 
own lively penetration, as well as for the leas brilliant observation of your 
numerous admirers (and correspondents). I therefore take the oppor- 
tunity of first describing, and then asking your opinion on, a very remark- 
able natural phenomenon, which, in the form of a vegetable or flower of 
some kind, is at this moment—to use the expressive language of the poet— 


‘“¢In my garden growing.” 


Your space is valuable, Madam, and your time more so. So I will 
trespass on neither the one nor the other— unnecessarily, that is—but 
pteceed to describe, very briefly, this wonderful new weed, or whatever 
it is. 

You must know that I have watched it with great interest from its first 
appearance ; it was then small—I will say minute—whereas now, s0 
rapidly has the thing grown, and shot up, and sprawled, and spread, that 


> 
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it covers the space formerly occupied by a whole onion-bed and part of a 
spinach-bed. It has long, pulpy, irregular shoots, covered thickly with 
leaves, both large and prickly. These shoots or fibres put forth others ; 
but what is most surprising in the matter is, that it has recently taken to 
breaking out into huge pimples. Yes, great green things—oblong, and as 
long as your—no, perhaps not so long as your head, Madam, because that 
is, we know, a very long one indeed—but as long as my own, and quite 
as thick too. Fancy that! Think of this sort of thing going on in one’s 
own garden! Why, there are nearly a dozen of these great round, long, 
green ‘‘ nobbly” things. What am I to do in the matter? What can I 
call it? Talk about big gooseberries, and that sort of thing ! Why, these 
are nothing compared te my what’sitsname. Can you help me, or can 
any of your gardening readers, friends, or relations assist’me? Can 
Ayrton (polite men, that !) do anything? Please let me hear at once, or 
there’s no knowing how big these vegetable pimples may be getting. 
I am, your Constant Reader, 
Exzeas EARTHWORM. 

N.B.—They call my phenomenon a vegetable marrow down here, but 

do you really think it is !—E. E, 


SPUTTERINGS FROM JUDY’S PEN. 


Poor old Mr. Brxgswixe's nose is only an ell shorter than his whole 
body ; his figure is portly, his nose port-y. 

A Goop Place for Small Change—A church-collecting plate. 

Exoxzprions from Rule—Gay bachelors, to be sure. = 

Do people who habitually reside in Lisson Grove ever hear much good 
of themselves ! 

Staves of the Ring—Lodging-house slavies. 

Tum Latest Meteordlogical Mistake.— Poor St. Swithin! The umbrella 
makers swear they'll smash him if they get hold of him. 

Henry Funuaoye, His Joxz.—‘‘If one Rose-Noble be worth six-and- 
eightpence, what is a Rosz-Anna equal to?” [This is a subtle slander 
of Henry’s on his wife; everybody knows that an East Indian anna is 
worth onlythree-halfpence, and Rosz Anna has proved herself equal. fo 
any number of Henrigs.—Jvpy. | 

A Canon is considered a great gun in the Church. 

Ax Odd Fellow—Jupy's only cousin. 

A Sgaron Warrant—A gold-digger’s license. 

Tug Flying Squadron— Locusts. 

Hopr-pPicxers’ Recreation— Leap-frog. : 

A Sgasowasie Excursion for the London School Board— Deal ; and if 
some of the thin members wish to get stout, their place of rendezvo 
surely will be Sandwich. . 

We have been repeatedly asked why the morning papers contain so 
many advertisements for ‘‘left-off clothes for the colonies.” We reply, 
once for all, it is because they have been so shamefully denuded by our 
Liberal rulers. 

We are happy to set a Seaside Student right—fPyretic Saline is not a 
misprint for piratical or pyrotechnic saline. We regret to say we don't — 


know exactly what it is, but believe it is something to drink, and that it 
does you a lot of good. 


GOLDEN CHARMS. 


Sue is not fair to outward view, 
That fact there's no denying; 
Her plainness—between me and you— 
Is often rather trying. 
But then—this alters matters quite— 
Her money is not “ tied up tight.” 


And even if she’s rather old, 
And we are oft at strife ; 

Drinks—and looks more like (as I’m told) 
My mother than my wife, 

Still, still, her wealth is better far 

Than any ‘“ outward beauties”’ are! 


NOW READY, 
One Shilling; Post Free, 18. 2}d., 


JUDY'S HIGH JINKS; 


BEING ‘ 
FIVE HUNDRED HUMOROUS PICTURES, 
WITH DESCRIPTIVE LETTERPRESS, SELECTED FROM THE PAGES oF *Jupy.” 
By CHARLES H. ROSS. 


738, FLEET STREET. 
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ZE ENGLISHE SOMMAIRE, 
From Poor Mossoo’s Point of View . . 
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PAINFUL POSITION OF POOR MUFFKINS, 


WHO HAS TAKEN OUT HIS AURORA (A CREATURE FULL OF SOUL AND SENTIMENT) FOR A ROW. 
AND M. IS NO SAILOR. 


On! I po so Lovs rais, ALFRED. WHEN WE ARE MARRIED, WE WILL OFTEN MAKE THESE DELIGETFUL TRIPS, WON'T WE? 


Aurora. 
Muffkins (mentally). Nort iF I xyow rr. 


‘“ PRIVATE '’] AND ['' CONFIDENTIAL !”” 


'« From the Hon, Mrs, ———’s Diary. 


— Victoria Street, S.W., Thursday, July 31st, 1873. 
REALLY, now, I don’t know what I have been saying lately to have 
drawn down on my poor little head such a lot of positive abuse ; and, not 
only feminine abuse too, for that one might understand. 

I have, on my writing-table before me now, quite a little pile of long, 
scrawly epistles, prim, neat little notes, and impertinent post-cards, all 
abusing me—for what? Why, just, really, for telling the plain truth 
about certain people and certain things. 

Just look, for a specimen of half-a-dozen others, at this sweet thing in 


post-cards :— 


Madamm or whatever you call yourself. You 
areaduffer. You don't know nothing about crikket or 
Eton or Harrow or lords or nothing at all which you 
write about. don't be such a stewpid muff. don’t do it 
again. 

Lower Fourtu Form. 


This eloquent effusion is, as you see, strictly anonymous, but it is only 
fair to conclude that it comes from one of the Eton or Harrow ‘‘ young 
gentlemen’? whose caddish behaviour at their ‘‘annual cricket match ”’ 
I spoke of some weeks ago. The young ‘‘ gentleman” calls himself 
**Lower Fourth Form.” Well, his ‘‘form’’ couldn't be much lower, 
could it? At the same time I should like to remark that, if he is 
desirous of writing to me again, I sball be happy to forward him a 
stamped envelope ; it would save him his halfpenny (communication). 

Here is another, written on delicate buff note-paper, with an elaborate 
monogram, the letters of which are ‘‘D.0O.L.” If D. O. L. has a 
husband, or brother, or any n—even anurse, ‘‘responsible’’ for her 
foolish actions, he or she would do well to talk to her. She seems to 
want it badly. 

I suppress the number of D. O. L.’s very ‘‘ swelly-situated ’’ house, but 
I warn her once for all, that if she is cheeky again I will publish, not 
only the number, but her name in full, which I happen to have found 


IT IS COMING ON A LITTLE ROUGH, 


out; with her letter and my own little remarks on it. This is D. O. L.’s 
sweet thing in communications :— 

On second thoughts, though, as D. O. L. marks it ‘‘ Private and Con- 
Jidential,” and in the very full tide of her disgracefully direct insinua- 
tions in, what she is pleased to call ‘‘ gossip”’ about a certain biggish per- 
sonaged in society, throws herself, as it were, into my confidence like a 
very /amb—or rather, in my opinion, in a most sheepish way—I won't 
show her up this time. 

Now, D. 0. L., please observe this—How would you look if, instead of 
my tearing your pretty little note into small pieces and letting them drop 
quietly into my waste-paper basket, I were just to pop it into an 
envelope directed té a ‘‘ certain biggish personage's”’ solicitors ? 

Perhaps it would be almost as well to sleep upon this small hint—unkind 
and unsympathizing juries, in these days, wi/ take the part of the libelled. 

To give D. O. L. her due, though, what really, in Goodness’ name, is libel 
when put in the way of ‘‘ gossip” 

This is, though, a point some of our smart young embryo Lord Chan- 
cellors might make a note of. 

The next epistle I take up bears the signature of ‘‘Erar..” And 
what a pretty name this is !—only, don’t you know, I always think that 
persons should match their names, as it were, and a girl must be very 
charming and pretty, in my opinion, to come up to ‘‘Eruey.” I once 
knew a ‘‘Lity” who had freckles, a blob nose, and wore goloshes. 
Depend upon it, the first duty of a mother is in fitting her offspring with 
suitable names ; poor Lizy’s maternal parent was a woman of no dis- 
crimination whatever, and——but, Goodness! I am quite losing sight of 
‘‘ErHe.'s”’ letter. 

Of course, you understand, I don’t mean my remarks about Lity and 


_ her freckles to apply to this young lady, who, by the way, is actually 


good enough to teach me my own business, and tell me what is the 
“‘ correct thing’ for newly-married people to do. 

At the same time—I mean, however—that is, you know—just so. 

Really, though, I am awfully obliged to my gushing correspondent, and 
quite intend to profit by her advice, which, although it is gratuitous, 
I don’t mean to hold cheap. 

Perhaps, though, I ought not to be selfish enough to keep it all to 
myself, however much I appreciate it, and I am sure “‘ Erne.” will 


- 
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forgive me if, in her case, I make an exception to my general rule, and HAVING It OUT WITH HIGGINSON’S ' 

afford the British Public the benefit of her ‘ experience.” ASSI | 

This is how ‘‘ Eruzn”’ commences :— SSISTANT. 

‘¢ Like the Hon. Mrs. ———~> I have just eome through my Honey- I nap a tooth right at the back of my head that ached awfully. The 
other two were comparatively harmless, only giving me twinges now ani 


moon, but with very different feelings.” 
I should rather like to know, though, how ‘¢ Bren” knew what my then when I ate or drank anything, but the one right at the back was 
‘¢ feelings” were. However—just 80. going on like the very deuce. 
To continue—‘* The Hon. Aion and her-dear ALGY seemed bored with I therefore called at Hiaernson’s shop. [ was not personally acquainted 
each other, though there was meney in plenty to spend.” with Hicernson, but 4 dark, solemn-faced man, with very powerful and 
Well, I don’t know about ‘‘ plenty ”—l cannot imagine it myself. sinewy hands, answered me, and hearing I should like to ‘‘ have it out,” 
Savas We poor plebeians went to. the seaside, but where 7—-dare I | conducted me into an isolated apartment at the rear of the premises. 
mtn eee? > = 0 struck me that this isolation was @ deep-laid scheme with a view to hiding 
Now what does this mean? Isit Margate? For ‘‘ Ernsi’s” (health’s) | the victim's shrieks when being operated on from other victims waiting for 
sake I hope it was. However, 1 am now coming to the pith of the their turns of agony in the shop. ) 
argument :— ee % +f He motioned me to a chair, and carefully closed the double doors. Then 
_ **..,,,.Qur enjoyment consisted in the extreme novelty of being always asked to look at my.tooth. I made quite sure he hadn’t got a pair of 
together, and taking long walks, and lying on the beach, and, when no one pincers hidden up his cuff, and complied. ; 
wag near, forgetting we were old married people, and going back to our After this he inquired. blandly sf Lhad any choice as regarded instru- 
days of ‘spooning.’” | | ments, and requested that I 
Are there not @ good lot of - would look at them. I smiled a 
. ands” in the last paragraph, sickly smile and said I had no 
though ¢ However—‘‘ ...--- e | taste that way, and averted my 
eyes from the ghastly iron- 


never found the time tedious.” 
3 mongery lying out in two double 
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I shall be ‘‘proud.” 
(To be continued.) 


—— eel nob. 

THE ONLY J ONES. ~ 
Hon’R'D Ma’am,—The theatres 
have been paying respectful tri- 
pute to the English Summer, 
come at last, and have for the 
most part closed their doors. 
Mons. Humsert, the enterpris- 
ing manager from Brussels, how- 
ever, in fulfilment of his promise, 
produced OrrenBacu’s _ latest 
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brought me out of 
a yard or 80, and finished with 
a crack that sent me back again 
suddenly and made me wink a 


good deal. . 
ge ‘That was 4 twister !” he 


said. 

I replied faintly, I thought it 
was, and further intimated that 
it also happened to be the wrong 
tooth. 

Upon ‘this jhe explained that 
there was no getting at the right 
tooth till this one had been re- 
moved (I observed that 1 would 
rather he had mentioned it before 
beginning), and that now he 
would make a very short job 


playgoers left in town to the 
comfortable stalls of the St. 
James's Theatre. Ma'am, though 
I pride myself upon being as 
proud a Briton as ever carried 
a canvas banner in a procession, 
though I am wedded to the old 
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stage traditions of the beginning 3, RS fi’ fit. a 0m ware 
of the century, I freely acknow- PNY ene 7 } | . 
ys y : TT} \ IRR SSOSORR. PRR eRiaepe oe CNA SS He < took for this purpose 


another piece of ironmongery 
r ; “ eis s with a screw and prongs, and 
Young Wife (to Grorae, who arrived home in the small hours this set to work again. I didn’t like 
morning). W8 ARE ONE, DsaR, NOW THAT WE ARE MAKRIED, ARE WE im i 


ledge that French actors and 
singers in opera pouffe beat my 
countrymen and women into fits, 
as the saying is. I regret to say 


that neither in libretto nor music ’ 

is Les Braconniers to be men- lad much, he seemed to be working 

tioned in the same breath with George. caste my Darina; wy ? | with such good will. It was 

La Fille de Madame Angot ; Young Wife. On, I oNLY WANTED TO KNOW, BROAUSK IF WE ArE I not, therefore, till he had had 
i me twice out of the chair, and 


MUST HAVE BEEN DREADFULLY INEBRIATED LAST NIGHT. 


once under the table, that I said 


and try the rest another day. 
and acting of Mile. PAULINE He was a little annoyed, asl feared he would be, and, locking the door, 
then got another instru- 


Lurarni1 and M. Mario-Wipmer. By the bye, La Belle Hélene, so nicely kindly but firmly waved me back to the chair, 


represented by the same company, 1s to be produced in the middle of ment, and began again. An hour later he cons! 
I then asked what there was to pay: 


August at the Alhambra, with all the splendour which characterizes the | UP for me with a few bandages. 

pieces at this house. Mr. BuRNAND has adapted the opera in Englisb. | He charged me two shillings, and as he gave me the change remarked 

The enterprising Mr. Natron is about to open the Little Bandbox in King | that, on the whole, the operation had been satisfactory. : 

William Street, known as the Charing Cross Theatre. One of the This pleased me to some extent, and it in some measure consoled me to 

novelties to signalize the event will be a burlesque by Mr. Grizert | hear him say 80, feeling, as it were, he must be some sort of authority. 

a’ Beckett. I.wish Mr. NATION every success. {The public hitherto have ‘©Yes,” he said, * I got ’em out very well, considering.” 

hardly appreciated his efforts for their amusement- ‘ Gonsidering f” L repeated. °* Considering it was the first time I over 

Hon’r'd Ma’am, I am thinking of going round the provinces with | had ashy at that sort of thing,” he said, ‘At that sort of thing? I 

a serious lecture, introducing some ground and lofty tumbling, lime- | echoed, faintly. 

light effects, and a can-can adapted to the use of Sunday-school teachers ‘* Yes,” he said ; ‘63 was the first tooth I ever pulled. Mr. Hicern- 
gon attends to that part of the business. I am only the assistant er 

w 


and others. A little ad. on your cover or a sputtering would be deemed ‘ 
I said, “ I daresay you will acquire even greater proficiency 


a great favour. Yours everly, 
Ton 0, J. experience,” and then I.went home and took to my bed. 


it lacks the .‘‘ g0,” the spirit, 
the fire, and the fun that has | 
made the latter opera 80 great @ success wherever it has been played, | I thought I would rather go home, 


and this in spite of the admirable singing 
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RATTLETRAP RHYMES.—‘%o. 17. Missinglink Island. 


2 ge 


In Latitude Dash, and in Longitude Blank 
(I’ve no wish in such matters to be too pe- 
dantic), 
There rose from the ocean a soft muddy bank, 
Unhealthy and dismal, unwholesome and dank, 
Which was wash’d by the waves of the mighty 
Atlantic. 


This mudbank produced, from the’wealth of its 
slosh 
A race of damp niggers, who dwelt on the dry 
land ; 
Their Rulers a creature they call’d Mighty 
Gosh 
And a Minister known as the Very Great Bosh— 
The name of their country the Missinglink 
Island. 


In this island green jam-jams hung ripe on the 
trees, 
The Tootle sang soft by the murmuring foun- 
tains ; 
The bounteous earth teem’d with fat shiverder- 
freeze ; 
While crocodiles, wombats, and skillygallees 
Flew free as the air o’er the tops of the 
mountains: 


Ay 
My 


} 
—— 


tw Wp wt ie 
asa are 


But this wonderful island fell low in the shade, 


For squabbles and riots internal perplex'd it : | 


The natives appeal’d to Great Britain for aid, 
And Great Britain,jseeing its way to a trade, 
Took Missinglink Island and coolly ‘‘ annexed 
it.” 
To govern this island of mudbanks and damp, 


A troublesome M.P. they managed to fish up; | 


While a howling street preacher, with hatband 
and ‘‘ gamp’— 
A man of the ram-drinking Sticerxs-y stamp— 
They sent o’er the seas as the Missinglink 
Bishop ; 
Embark’d these two councillors, learned and 


sage, 
In H.M.S. Blunderbuss, clumsy three-decker ; 


Taking with them a clown who had’ long left | 


the stage, 


‘Unable to dance, grin, or tumble from age, 


To look after the Missinglink Island’s Ex- 
chequer. 


To. greet their apriva], flock’d down to the beach | As he preached o'er bis hearers, there spread 


A mob of strange inky-like capering figures, 
Persuaded the Britons trae knowledge could 


The Clown found it alow, and he, too, drew apart, 


_ Then gaped and near yawn’d off the topes of their 


& 


Then the Governor laid down the laws of the 
land, To practise his now scarce - remember'd 
And told them the things that they all must grimaces ; 
agree to; To progress over the ground like the wheel of a 
While the Bishop preached long with an eloquence cart, 
grand, To play all the antics of acrobat’s art, 
And the Clown stood by idle because, under- ‘ 


And to pull the most ugly though comical 


stand, faces 
As yet he'd not got an Exchequer to see to. Oh spare my poor clown all your unworthy 
sneers 
Scoff not at his strange but congenial employ- 


ment ; . 
Neither drop on: your cheeks the soft pitying 


tears 
Nor laugh in derision, nor mock him with jeers, 
‘But rejoice-at his finding such harmless enjoy- 
ment. 


awe The Guv'nor orated on this and on that, 
YG, The Bishop preach’d loud, and his actions 
eG were frantic ; 
Z But the niggers all voting the speechmaking © 
FB, flat 


Withdrew in a body to where, on a mat, 


And the Governor spoke and grew very diffuse sue Clown tumbled wi idiy beside ee Sane 


On the whole world’s affairs, which he stated 
were critical; 
Then gave them his well-matured statesmanlike 
views— | 
To haye always three.courses from which one to 
choose— “ 
For this-was the secret of wisdom political. .. 


While his- auditors, filled with most horrible 


dreads, 
Muttered low, ‘‘How much longer does he 
"mean to bore ua? ” 
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heads, | ay 
Then sank in sweet slumber, as if in their beds, f wi 
And snored a wild sonorous earth-shaking =: 
chorus. 3 
The Bishop he preach’d for a very long hour, = 
Then nasally sang in what hecall’dahymn’stone; Fj 
And stood, grim and gaunt, like an ugly old a 
tower, ; 
And ranted and roar’d with a twelve-parson | Now he walk’d on his hands, now he grinn'd 
power, ; : | through his knees, 
As he dwelt with much unction on fire and And twisted his body in manner gymnastic, 
brimstone. | Then danced with agility, caper'd with ease, 


Jumping high in his efforts the niggers te please, 
Who had never before seen a man so elastic. 


** A fig,”’ cried they all, ‘‘ for the Governor's code, 
=~ A fig for the Bishop, a fig for his College ; 
289 | The Guv'nor’s a duffer, the Bishop's a toad, 
And for all that we care, both the two may be | 
A oe blow‘d, -  [lledge.”” 
7 5 \/ The Clown is the Ruler, we gladly acknow- 
/  \ The Guv'’nor objected, the Bishop cried ‘‘ No!” 
The Clown blandly beam’d on the niggers 
around him, [go ! 
| As he cried with deep fervour, ‘‘ This ts a ram 


, 
{> ‘ 

~ / in . 

si ia. oe 

‘ ; 
&r», KF \ ie Li 
\ 
sh 
¥ 


(J 
] 


HEF 


>" r 
> / 
sy / 


~, ii 
= 
iN 
\ i 
> 
/ 


€ a Py | A King! Well, Inever!! Ha, ha!!! Ho, ho, 
= —| # 


ho! ‘st !” 
| And he grinn’d like a cat as the black people 


dismay, crown’d him. 


teach, : poo and sadder ; 
And bring all. kinds of power and wealth in their 
reach ; . i 
For they were but a set of poor ignorant 
niggers. = adder. 


A NARRATIVE OF CERTAIN CIRCUMSTANCES 
HAPPENING UP A BY-WAY. 


I ACCIDENTALLY turned out of a sea-side village High Street one day, 
about a month ago, and, strolling up a pleasant lane, found at the end of 
it a cosy little house in a neat little garden, with a board over the garden 
gate stating that the house and garden were to let. I don’t remember 
ever seeing a house that so took my fancy. I leant on the gate and gazed 


At each fresh start he made{they grew eadder | 


One by one then on tiptoe they all stole away ; 
An old negress alone still continued to stay, 
And she, it turn’d out, was as deaf as an 


The Guv’nor went home and presented his bill, 
The Bishop a boat took and quitted the dry 
land ; {will ; 
The Clown seized the power and worked with a 
And, if I am rightly inform’d, he is still 
The absolute monarch of Missinglink Island. 


on it ; then walked away and turned back with the intention of gazing on 
it again. When I was retracing my steps, however, a very small boy ran 
out of a cottage close by and called to me eagerly but unintelligibly, ; I 
stooped down and listened to this small boy with attention. He said, 
‘‘ Please, sir, no furafare.” He evidently meant ‘‘ thoroughfare,” and 
supposed I wanted to get out at the other ead of the lane. I thanked 
him and passed on. 

I called on the house agent and expressed a desire to see over the 
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WHITECHAPEL-SU PER-MARE. 
for the Season, and this is one of the nice Excursion Days right in front of the window. 


Jupr's Aunt Bersy (serious) has taken a House at the Seaside 
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Here’s a sweet Boy, for instance, . if he misses them, he will most p 
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robably knock Aunt Bersy’s Cap off. 


chucking Stones at some Palings 
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ought to be whipped at a cart’s tail,” says 


going on all day. ‘‘The mother of that little pare-legged wretch 


Then the Dreadful Indelicacies 
Aunt BEtsY. 


=e th 
~ ees tas hh! 
Tevet 88) nh 


——— 
horrid, low man with the bottle is 


are the Dreadful People who “ bring down their own nose-bags.” That nasty, 
supposed to be pretending to drink Aunt Betsy's Health. 


an hour’s time. I strolled | corner of the High Street, I recollected I had left my umbrella in an 
‘tub in a cottage at the | arbour in the garden, 
after me without | . Hitherto I had sauntered slowly up th 


Worst of all, though, perhaps, 


on first. A woman was standing at a 
at precious lane ; I had no notion 


g of the lane, and as I passed by she ran out 

waiting to wipe the wet suds off her arms. ‘¢Hi, there, master 1’ she | what a brisker movement on my would bring forth. There were 

i » Tasmiled at her amiably, saying I half-a-dozen cottages in all, including the one where the washerwoman 
say that she refrained, but the inhabitants of 


‘éthis is a no thoroug 


knew it, and continued on 
ed up short and cried out to me, ‘¢This is a no 


my way. A little higher up I met baker | lived. It is 
driving his cart. He pull four of the other cottages came out in a body, and shouted to me as to & 
thoroughfare, sit.” L still smiled amiably and passed on. At the spot | man in imminent peril, ‘ There's no way out that end, sir! You can’t 
where the small boy had accosted me earlier in the day I found him get out that way! You must go back! This is a no thoroughfare !” 
i he inform- I found my umbrella and went back to my lodgings. 
i the sea like liquid 


| again. He did not appear to recollect me, but 

| ation he had given me betore. Once more I smiled—more feebly this It was a delightful evening. The moon shone on 

| time—and yet urged on my wild career. . silver. I said to myself, ‘‘ How pretty that little garden must look by 
The agent showed me over the house—one of the most charming little this soft light! I wonder whether they will tackle me very mnch if I go 
| places I ever saw, and dirt cheap. I promised to call on him next | and try to have a look at it?” | 

| morning, when he was to have the agreement drawn up and ready for They didn’t. They were most of them at supper, I think, or had gone 
had said to bed ; and I strolled by five of the cottages with & feeling of inex- 
| pressible relief and tranquil enjoyment. In the sixth, through the open 
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> The marriage of the Duxe or Enpinsunen, which is to take 
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large volame—prdbably a Bible. Raising his eyes at the moment, they 
met mine, and he lifted his hand as. though to attract my attention and 
motion me to stop. I obeyed him instinctively, and waited till, with 
tottering steps, he painfally approached the door. 

‘‘T beg your pardon, sir,” said this venerable old man ; ‘‘I was about: 
to ask you——”’ ’ 

At this point, hawever, he stopped suddenly, and was overcome bya 
leng and violent fit of congbing. I 7 him down in a chair and patted 
his back. I fetched him a glass of water’from a pump opposite the 
cot 

Pagnn when he had recovered a little, I begged him to continue. 

** You were going to ask me a question, worthy sir!” said J. 

**T beg your pardon, sir,” said the venerable old man, seeming not to 
heed my words; ‘‘did you happen to know that this lane only leads up 
to the little house to let, where you see those palings? ” 

I smiled sarcastically—I was getting tired of this. ‘‘That is exactly 
where I was going,” I replied. a) 8 

The old man continued,—‘‘ I’m rather hard of hearing, and can’t catch 
what you say; but if you want to go to the beach you must go back, and 
go round the other way.” 

I roared at him, ‘‘I don’t want to.” : 4 

‘sThere’s no way out this way,” he said. .‘‘I saw you were a 
stranger, so I took the trouble to tell you.” 

I howled with all my might, ‘‘1’m much obliged to you.” 

He continued, ‘‘ It's a no thoroughfare : can’t you understand ?” 

‘‘Shut up, you old imbecile!” I thundered, ‘‘and mind your own 
business,” ‘ 

He said, ‘‘ You must be a born fool. .This is a blind alley, I tell 
you. Are you a foreigner, that you can’t understand plain English.” 

He had another fit of coughing here, and I left him, I trust more in 
sorrow than in anger; but it is really enough to make one lose one’s 
patience to be asked why, after all this, I did not take that wretched 
house np thas brute of a lane |! 


ROUNDABOUT. 
‘ By the Square Man. 

To speak well of the fireworks at the Crystal Palace is such a wholly 
unnecessary ing, that I almost hesitate to add my testimony to. 
that of all the world, from the SHan to the, costermonger ; but it has 
occurred to me that an original manner of expressing admiration may he 
by the ree sa — ; ; ; e 

With the August magazines has reached me the July number of Once a 
Week. Always amusing and pleasant, it yet sadly lacks a stronger serial 
story than ‘‘ Dogherty’s Courtship,” which poorly occupies the space s0 
admirably filled by ‘‘ My Little Girl.” Two articles, one entitled ‘A 
Short Cruise in Scotch Waters,” and the other ‘“‘Cheap Sensation,” 
deserve to be read. The current number of the same magazine appears 
in a new wrapper, and bears internal as well as external evidence of 
alterations. I wish it every success, but I must reserve my opinion for 
the present upon the serial novel entitled ‘‘ That Little Frenchmah.” 

Belgravia without Sata, and with such a story as ‘‘ Village Tyrants,” 
hardly seems like itself; however, some of the smaller papers are very 
readable, and Miss Brappon’s ‘‘ Strangers and Pilgrims” is likely to be 
classed amongst her best novels. ‘‘A Tramp through Dartmoor ” is good 
as far as it goes, but gives a far from adequate idea of this magnificent 
tract .of- land, nbw brought 20 prominently into public notice by ite 
swamps and morasses being made the field of our Autumn Manceuvres. 


JUDY’S JOTTINGS. 


place early in 1874, is the topic of the day. We are all interested. 
in the bride, but most people will be quite unprepared to learn 
that the beautiful Grand Duchess Marre ALEXANDROWNA iS & 
Colonel in the Russian Army. That is the case, nevertheless ; 
and a correspondent of the Zimes, who is, probably, not more 
polite than he is truthful, says that when Hey Triperial Highness 
“appears in the uniform of the gallant troop—the Yamburg 
Regiment of Uhlans—czapka on head, with the white sultana 
hanging gracefully down, she is the most charming officer in the 
service of all the Russias.” Truly H.R.H.is an exceptionally 
fortunate yo fellow !—it is not every day that even a Prince 
marries ‘‘ into the Army ” in this fashion. 


en nne 

4° Tax members of Mr. Ausernon. Hersert’s Parliamentary 
Committee on Bird-catching have been listening to revelations 
of various kinds connected with the trade in small birds so much - 
affected by the Whitechapellians and Hounsditchers; but up to 
the present no one has been examined who knows how to entrap 
the feathered bipeds by putting salt on their tails. It is to be 
hoped the Hon. Avsrron will see to this. He seems to want 


‘not the Rating Birt alluded to—more is the pity !—as 


o 
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window, I caught sight of a venerable man with silvery locks reading @ 


something to employ his mind, and this is quite as likely a sub- 


jest for inquiry as Her Majesty's income. 


Sees “ees 
GS” Axmono the items of Parliamentary intelligence which have 
recently appeared occurs one which, in words few but striking, 
assert that, the other evening,— i 

‘* Mr, Stansveip withdrew the Rating Bill.” one | : 
This. does not indicate the resignation of Mr. GLapsrone. * He is 
not only 
rates (everybody who happens to differ from him) but taxes 
(everybody's patience) : 


paeee eee , 
Ga Now that the Supreme Court of Judicature Bill may be 
i tad pa as safe, it is said that Sir Grorce JesseEt, the present 
Solicitor-General, is to be made Master of the Rolls, and that 
Mr. Warkin Wittig, Q.C., will, probably become the néw 
Solicitor-General. Now, to Jupy's mind, Sir Jonn Coieripor 
would have been just the man for the Rolls, for, beaxyipg in mfind 
the epithets he bestowed upon the Claimant to the TichBorng 
estates during the first trial, when the Rolls are given out, the- 
public will certainly get them hot! But the right places don't 
always fall to the right men, and so Sir Joun is passed over. 


—_—_—_)——— 

G2" Quid pro quo. The Lord Mayor of London recently gave a 
banquet to the provincial mayors, and now the provincial mayors 
of England are arranging a banquet to the Lord Mayor, and the 
locality chosen is the Guildhall, Cambridge. After this, of course 
the deluge. If Cambridge, why not Muddy-cum-Puddleton,—and 
Slocum Podger? A contemporary thinks that “the principle, to 
the carrying out of which Sir Sypney Warerctow has devoted 
his year of office—the principle of courtesy accepted and 
returned—is a sound one.” Doubtless it is, if the sound meant 
is the sound of the dinner-bell ! 


——)—— 

2 Mr. Bernat Oszorns is good at calling other people names, 
but in the discussion on the Post-office misappropriations 
initiated last Wednesday by Mr. Cross, M.P. for South-West 
Lancashire, he forsook the beaten path to some extent, and gave 
himself a character. Said the hon. Member, ‘‘ We have a daty 
to our constituencies, and we ought not to make everything 
smooth for the right hon. gentleman (Mr. GLapstong) and his 
colleagues, considering how soon we may have to account on the 
hustings for our laches. (Ironical cheers.) That, however, is 
not my reason. Jam perfectly indifferent whether I sit in this 
House or not.” The hon. gentleman for once is right. As a. 
Member of Parliament he is indifferent, very—~perhaps there is 
not a greater failure in the House. 


SPUTTERINGS FROM JUDY’S PEN. “ 


A vary Young Lady Reader is informed that the wearing of one of 
Messrs. THomas Brothers’ taper busk-corsets is not necessarily limited to 


- Candlemas Day—it can be worn all the year round. 


Ong of the TioHBorNE Jury says his days are numbered ; that’s more 
than can be said for the coming days of the trial. 
’ Uspgcrpep Volunteers, when they pitch their tents, should not be in 


| too great a hurry to say tar-tar to them. 


Wuat is the difference between Lampiovucn's Pyretic Saline and the 
Premier ?—One is effervescing, and does much good ; the other is ever- 
pro-fesking, and never does any. 

Somsz schoolmasters compare naughty children to stair-carpets ; arguing 
that neither can be kept in order without the rod. 

‘Caution to Bruu1aRp PLayers.—Three men lost their ‘‘lives” in a 
‘* pool” the other day: one was 8 ‘‘ star.” 

THe moon is said to be made of green cheese: does the ‘‘milky-whey ” 
come from the same dairy ? 

You suit me to a T, said the chimney-sweep to the chimney. . 

Way would a fight in a backwoodsman’s hut be like the present war on 
the South Coast of Africa?— Becaune it is a shanty war (Ashantee). 

OvucuT raspberry vinegar to be kept in a vial (file) ? 

Ts not the Hour the best paper for publishing the minutes of committee 
meetings ? 


NOW READY, 
One Shilling; Post Free, 1s. 2hd., 


JUDY'S HIGH JINKS; 


BEING 
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1. This is how it was :—Mr. Porrersury had planted a bean ; and, says 
he, “‘ It will run all over the house if properly trained.” 


4. But there never was 
such a one as that man 
PorrersuRY for deeds of 


7. But, bless you! that Potrrersury still 


kept on at it 


, just as if it was nothing out 8. Never 
of the common. ; 


to Mrs. 
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giving a thought 
. and the gir 


[Ava. 6, 1873. 


‘ 


2. So he got Mrs. Potrersury and the girl to hold the step-ladder for 
‘ him while he knocked in a few nails. 


: 
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5. In this style, for instance. 


6. “I always said you'd do it,” said 
uae come back, for goodness’ moan Mrs/P. A 
et” . 
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9. Then Mrs. P. really lost all patience) and taking hert ¥ ye scissors, 
snipped the stupid beanstalk in two, five inches abo¥e the root. 


Ava. 13, 1873.] 
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SOME CONSOLATION, SURELY. 


Dear Mamma (in the left-hand corner, whispering to Youthful Hardened Ruffian). NxvER MIND, JACK, DON'T You BE DowN. IF You DO GET 
Six Montus, I'LL PULL HER BUNNET OFF FOR HER AS SOON AS EVER SHE COMES OUTSIDE. 


SEASIDE SENSATIONS. 
By a PIER of the Realm. 

[Jupy has much pleasure in announcing the engagement of this Nobleman, 
who will during the remainder of the seaside season contribute notes 
from popular places of holiday resort. His Lordship’s salary (a mere 
nominal one of a guinea and a half per line) is, of course, no object 
to him, and Jupy cannot, therefore, ensure either quantity or 
punctuality, but what his lordship chooses to send she will be happy 
to find space for, for the benefit of that portion of the civilized globe, 
about three-quarters and a half (the barbarous minority take in the 
other comics), which subscribes to this Journal, | 


ABsURDLY exaggerated accounts may reach you respecting the 
dearness of the Margate lodgings. They are wholly untrue, for I 
myself could easily have obtained a really very nice front 
kitchen (not Met dark) on the terrace by the station for a little 
over thirty shillings a week. An hereditary, but I must own 
somewhat absurd, prejudice against black beetles alone prevented 
my closing with the generous offer. 

I am at present stopping at the Cliftonville Hotel, where some 
distinguished company may be met with. Fashionable circles 
will be pleased to learm that the Browns are down here, as are 
also the Jongsxs, though, as may be readily imagined, they do not 
associate. The Smiras, who are on bowing and smiling terms 
(spasmodic and jerky), occupy a kind of neutral ground, but are 
not thought much of by the Browns and Jonrsges. The Rosin- 
sons, meanwhile, hold themselves aloof from every one with the 
most freezing hauteur. There must be something in the air of 
Upper Holloway that makes one very proud and distant to one’s 
inferiors. I think ifit were not for the hen SMITHS, JONESES, 
and Rosrnsons, I should very nearly enjoy myself down here. 

The table d'héte is very creditable, and the arrangements of 
the hotel, generally speaking, all that can be desired, if they 
would only turn the B.'s, S.'s, J.’s, and R.'s out into the road and 
topple them over the cliff. 


I took a glass of ale this morning at the “ King’s Head” 
(there is a very nice and pretty chambermaid there), upon what 
they call ‘‘ the Balcony,” overlooking the sea; and in my usually 
careless way, when the waiter handed me the change out of 
half-a-crown, pushed it towards him, telling him he could keep it. 
A portion of this change—a florin (I think the whole amounted 
to about two-and-twopence)—happened to fall down between the 
planks of the floor, and the poor man looking much disappointed, 
he and I, and a few other noblemen, went down on our hands 
and knees and tried to fish it up with the aid of table-knives, 
pipe-stems, and twisted wire. 

It, however, remains where it was, between the fifth and sixth 
planks, counting from the steps. I gladly make the fact public; it 
may, perhaps, to some extent influence excursionists in their 
choice of destination. There are now several cheap trains every 
day—fifteen shillings return—first. , 

Among the many and varied peculiarities of Margate visitors, 
I have noticed a strong desire to rush out of the town the very 
moment they get into it. I do not attribute this to any want of 
attraction in the place itself, but to intense and persistent pro- 
vocation on the part of parties interested in the public vehicles 
which run between Margate and Ramsgate. e moment I 
landed here from the boat I was attacked in this way and 
narrowly escaped. Fortitude of no ordinary character has also 

revented me from having my boots cleaned, taking a boat, and 
uying shrimps. 

I have just visited the Hall by the Sea, which is ably managed 
by Mr. Epwarp Morray. Without absolutely being a dancer 
myself, I feel considerable pleasure in looking on, the amount of 
gratification being heightened if possible by the dancers refrain- 
ing from treading on my toes. A young and lovely creature (of 
the other sex) has just done so. I was watching the sylph-like 
form floating towards me in the mazy waltz. She thus passed 
over my most abhorred corn, and I retired into the outer dark- 
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ness (where the fountains, statues, and little round marble tables 
are) to gnash my teeth and scream with pain. 

Miss Tuornx has opened the Margate Theatre for her seyenth 
Season. An excellent entertainment was given upon the night I 
attended. 

I notice that the children of Israel do not number so 
strongly as usual this year at Margate. One fair Jewess only 
have I remarked. She was eating a sandwich (beef) at the 
Station, and looking sweetly pretty—a fair Jewess. There are, 
by the way, not so many fair Jewesses as unfair Jews in the 
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from home all this time, and what do you think she says 
about it? , 

I have not space (unless this is to be a quadruple number) to 
say half what she has said so far,—mostly in bed, when I have been 
trying to drop off. In spite of all kinds of remonstrances, pro- 
testations, asseverations, and affidavits, she does not believe I ever 
go to the Court at all. 

She says she does not believe the trial is going on at all. I 
point out to her that it is daily reported at length (great length, 


world. This is odd. 

P.S.—A man, whom I can 
rely upon, has stopped me on 
my way to the post-office with 
the information that the florin 
I alluded to has been fished 
up. It will. only be just to 
give publicity to this cir- 
cumstance in. the 
of } your widely circulated jour- 
n “ao 


‘- NUMBERED.” 


You are quite right, intelli- 
gent reader, I am one of them 
one of the twelve—and even 
if it is contempt of Court I 
must speak. 

You have no notion what it 
is to’be boxed up there this 
weather. If you had, you'd 
out with it too. It isn’t quite 
80 dreadful now we've got the 
cushions, but it’s bad enough. 

Yes, it was I who said it, 
and I have every reason to 
believe what I said was the 
truth. They say it may be 
over some time in December. 
I am young to die, and should 
have liked another Christmas ; 
but the moment the thing’s 
decided—no matter which way, 
mind you—my fate’s sealed, 
and my death's certain. Fur- 
ther details reserved for future 
editions. 

I see by the papers that, 
when we have done our work, 
the nation will owe us much. 
I am glad of this, but should 
like a little on account, or 
would take a small sum down 
in preference, and give a re- 
ceipt for the whole. 

You were grossly deceived 
about the punkah; they never 
meant to do itat all. The ven- 
tilation, as at present existing, 
takes the shape of a cruel 
draught in my left ear. I doall 
I can with cotton-wool and my 
coat-collar turned up, but if 
this kind of thing is to continue 
many months longer, I shall suc- 
- cumb naturally—perhaps’twere 
better thus. 


columns 


I think I may conscientiously speak for the other eleven, and | 
say that we, one and all, have 
attentively. If a little confusio 
this time, it is surely excusable. 
with much, but we are only human, 
we have got them, are none too comfortable, so I tell you. 

But this isn’t all., What do you suppose (supposing you are 
a married reader) Mrs. No. 12 supposes about my being away 


' coming, let us be thankful. 
a a 


n is beginning to get in about | 


even) in the papers. She says 
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ONE MORE OF THEM. 


Swell. Wut, yes, I WAS THINKING OF JOINING A VOLUNTEER 
CohPs MYSELF; BUT IT SEEMS TO ME THERE ARE SUCH A LOT OF 
Foots AMONGST ’EM. 

Volunteer, AND YOU HAVE NO DESIRE TO INCREASE THE NUMBER. 
I SHOULDN'T, IN YOUR PLACE. 


a) 


EH) ity, 


THEATRICALS. 


Host. Yrs, THAT's oun AUTHORESS, My Boy. A KIND OF CHARADE, 
You KNOW. THE MOST CHARMING THING IN THE GILBERT sTYLE— 
‘*Trae Syipa.”’ 

Aspiring Amateur. AND WHo’s TO BE THE SyLpu ? 

Host. Werut, as sHE WroTe THE Prece, rou KNOW, SHE'LL 
NATURALLY EXPECT TO PLAY IT. 


—— ~ | = = —— $$$ 


encouragement to morbid tend 
really and truly tried to listen | 
We mean well, and can put up | of a general election! 
and even the cushions, now 


she never reads the papers. 

I say she should. She says 
they contain nothing but a pack 
of stupid untruths, 

Furthermore, she says, if I 

- am there, why isn’t my name 
printed. I say it is unusual 
and unsafe, as even as name- 
less No. 12 my life has been 
horribly threatened. 

She then insists on being 
admitted to the Court. I agree 

to this reluctantly, knowing 

What she is in a crowd, and 

» She says that surely, with my 

“influence, I ought to get her a 


+| “Beaton the bench. 


| Finally I get her a seat in 
the gallery. | Perhaps it will 


ees | “tiake her mind easy when she 
_ | “has really seén me on my seat 
|. of suffering (there is something 


seriously detective in this con- 
founded cushion!) with her own 
eyes. 

& ra * * w 

Horror! She came too late. 
She has been refused admit- 
tance, asthe place was crammed 
full. Nothing in the wide 
world will now convince her 
that it is not all an artful con- 
spiracy, and that my whole life 
is not one hollow mockery, de- 
lusion, and snare. 

I shall catch it when I get 
home to-night. 


GLADSTONE AND THE FENIANS. 
“ Better late than never.” The 
repentant sinner in the present 
case is Mr. Grapstong, who, 
now that only two Irish Fe- 
nians are left in prison, thinks 
it the correct thing to be 
severely virtuous. Having 
suffered the steed to be stolen, 
he now, with a great flourish, 
shuts the stable door. Being 
asked whether he would set 
free these two Hibernian “ vic- 
tims to circumstances,” Mr. 
GLapDsToNE replied that he 
could hold out no hope of the 
sort, as the persons named ° 
were not political prisoners in 
the usual sense of the word. 
The right hon. gentleman added 
that “he had no desire to 
gain popularity by giving any 
encies in favour of persons who 


had been convicted of deliberate attempts to foment disorder 
and revolution.” What wonders are worked by 
How ingenious is this endeavour on 
the part of the Premier to run with the (Fenian) hare 'and hunt 
with the (loyal English) hounds! But when the general election 
comes the event will certainly show that such ingenuity is mere 
time wasted. The extinguishment of the great GLapsToNE is 


the prospect 
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AT DARTMOOR. 


<ELETON DRILL” 


Ave. 18, 1873.] 
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THE OFFICE BOY’S MOTHER AT BRIGHTON. 


THERE, Mum ! I said how it'd be ; it ain’t allus the ladies and gentlemen 
with the biggest names as stands the test, 
And glad I am that my writings are 
popular; and you know, Mrs. 
) Jupy, as how I've done my best. 
"a And I’m thankful as you recognizes 
y talent, and that, sensible like, 


bricks and mortar, 

You took and went and sent me down 
to the ** Queen of English Water- 
ing Places” as your 
Reporter. 

Lor’, Mum ! thatsea! why, if it ain't 
enough to make any one poetical, 

Though I don’t mind confessing, that 
when me’s on the seas, me and 
the sea is slightly antipathetical ; 

Which is a long word, but means, ac- 
cording to Cooker, and two or 
three more, 

That the sea is not nice when y: u're on it, but looks beautiful view from 

the shore. 

Well, there, Mum, I went to s e all the swells and swellesses—to stay 

with ’em, 

And my train, as a matter of course, wasan hour behind; but that on the 

LB. & 8. C., you know, Hon’t’d Ma‘am, is the way with ‘em. 

I was squodged up quite tight with the others, in a carriage which really 

was quite full ; 

But the way that the Brighton line pooh-poohs second-classers and mis- 

; manages ev'rything’s frightful. [down, 

But at last, Mum, I got to the sea, most thankful my steam-enginte ran 

For the Plc to London-super-Mare is surely the very worst line out from 

ndon ; 

The trains are behind time; the guards are uncivil; the porters use 

language aggressive ; 

Delays are incessant, discomfort supreme, and, to cap all, the fares are 

excesalve. 

But Br Mum, I won't grumble, I won’t, nor lower the shares on the line 


y ’ 
Even though I confess the officials won’t treat an old woman with civility. 
Well, Mra. Jupy, Brighton’s a fine place, there’s no doubt of it ; 
I spent a few pleasant days there, but yet I feel happy I’m out of it ; 
Such a rush, clatter, jingle, and crowding, and jamming, and equeezing ; 
Such a pushing of a poor old body in a neat cotton print; such a chaffing, 


and laughing, and teazing; vermilion, 
Such a scurry, and, saving your presence! such a heat as es people 


cric-cracs, and whatyoumay- 
d the Pavilion. 


PRIVATE") 


AND 
From the Hon. Mrs. ———’s Diary. 
Victoria Street, S.W., Sunday, August 3rd, 1873. 


R&ALLY my very first quiet morning for days / 

We only came up from Brighton late last night, where we have been 
stopping since Friday as a sort of ‘‘ pick-me-up” after the Goodwood 
w 


["" CONFIDENTIAL |” 


For this child’s part, she wanted to stop over Sunday, but ALey 
explained that a dreadfal visitation would occur at Brighton on Monday, 
and that we had better get home safe and sound before it happened. 

Perhaps I need scarcely observe that the ‘‘ dreadful visitation’ means 
the ‘‘ Bank Holiday" people, for whose interior and exterior ‘‘ aceommo- 
dation” the wortby and philanthropic tradespeopleand lod ging-house keepers 


poetical F 


in this hot weather, eschewing - 


Because the Brightonians was fear’d that the chain-pier was just one too 
few of ’em. fern 


: [fears, 
And they says, says they, if we get another we.may safely abandon our 


’Cos then we can do what w® 
like, for we’re sure to be 
tried by our piers. 

Well, Mum, on the West Pier’s 
a band as plays nice tunes 
in a nice sort of tone, 

Though one young gentleman 
was partic’ lar in his atten- 
tions,and made me uncom- 
fortable with his trom- 

= bone ; ‘ 

==. And as for the other amuse- 

i ments — Lor’! how the 

= good folks do vary ’em; 

muy =. \ here's the whales, and/sthe 
ee winkles, and whelks, and 
Z>\\\\\0\) ; : ‘ 
AES other wild beasts in th 

Aquarium, 

And me and two or thre@ more, we shouted and laugh’d till the perlice 
nearly lock’d. up us, 

As we wonder'd, and doubted, and gazed ut that queer-looking devil (beg 
pardon), the Octopus, 

For we says, says we, and we never meant to be funny, 

My ! what a Chancellor of the Exchequer that thing would make, ‘going 
about with his great long feelers and suckers, a-grabbing the taxes 
and money. ‘ 

Well, then, Mra. Jupy, I walk’d in your service eran flere Parade, 

To ace all the beauty and fashion that there was display'd., 

Oh, Mum ! the dyed hair! the floances, the fal-lals, the laces, 

The pearl-powder, the rouge, and the paint, and the (where you could see 
them) the faces ! ! 

As for me, a poor broken-down widow, as is plain asa couple of bricks, 

I don’t approve of young females taking their paces and playingi¢nil) 


But that’s taste, says you, and that’s how those girls are defended ; 

But, for my part, I don’t see as Nature need be patch’d, painted, 
plaster’d, and mended. 

I hope, by these outspoken words, no young lady I know is offended. 

One single bit more, Honoured Ma'am, I simply now want just to state, a 

Very enjoyable evening may be spent, at a moderate outlay, by visiting 
Mr. Nye Cuarv?’s admirably conducted the-a-ter. 

I laugh’d till I cried, Mrs. Jupy, and was nearly turn’d out of the 


premises, ; 
So funny is Mr. Exprep and his company in the performance of Nemesis. 
But there, Mum, in case you should think this a puff of a Wandering 
Star, | 
Pu just say no more at all, but subscribe myself, with much humble 
affection, and in the hope that you are enjoying perfect salubrity, 
your obedient and obliged Orricg Boy's Mamma. 


of Brighton were yesterday ‘‘doing all they knew.” Iam afraid many 
a gay and gallant Bank Holidayer who will go down to Brighton to- 
morrow in the ‘‘cheap fast,” and ditto ditto ‘‘dittoes,” in the fond hope 
that he is going to ‘‘do” that famous seaside town, will return to the 
congenial atmosphere of Upper Islington, the breezy heights of Holloway, 
or the select society of Clapham Rise with the too settled conviction that 
the ‘‘ famous seaside town” has ‘‘done” ham. 

Of course ‘‘ Goodwood ”’ is all very jol/y and that sort of thing, but I | 
really could not help wondering a little to myself «where lay the powerful 
magnet that attracted such a crowd of the feminine gender there...... You 
see it’s a very different thing going to Goodwood, to ‘‘doing”’ the 
Horticultural, or even the Cup Day at Ascot ; both of these places don’t 
give one any trouble to speak of to get to, but the amount of incon- 
venience one has to put up with and little annoying difficulties one has to 
undergo before one finds one’s self (and one’s dress /) actually safe and sound 
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ALL UNREASONABLE. 


Thoughtless Young Thing with the specs and band-box (not used to travelling alone) and finds out her loss as the train 1s moving. OH, IF YOU 
PLEASE, PORTER, WOULD YOU RUN AND ASK AT THE CARRIAGES WHETHER I SAT THERE, AND IF MY TIOCKET’S UNDER THE SEAT? OR PERHAPS 


THE OLD GENTLEMAN WHO CHANGED PLACES WITH ME IS SITTING ON IT. 


inside his Grace of Richmond’s pretty park, are really quite tremendous. 
It was a long time—and Atay went down to Bognor himself quite ten 
days ago to make sure of being in time—before he could find any accom- 
modation at all decent, and then he could only get stabling for one horse ; 
so we had to hire a wretched old screw who would persist in coming to 
a dead halt, and coughing, and going on in’a remarkable way, every fifty 
yards or so, going up the hill. | | 

It was very lucky, too, that we had taken the precaution of taking 
down plenty of provender from Fortnum anp Mason’s, for the ‘‘ cook ” 
at our ‘‘hotel’’ was totally incapable of any further efforts beyond ‘‘a 
nice roast chicken,” which Axey called a ‘‘jolly old cock,” or ‘a nice 
fresh sole,” the ‘‘ freshness’ of which was not improved by its railway 
journey from Bognor to London and back again. 

And yet, until you come to try it, you have no idea how awfully tired 
you can get of pdte de foie gras in a very short time, when you have to 
take it for brea luncheon, and dinner, and -you can positively form 
no conception of the dull monotony of even caviare until it is experi- 
mentalized upon with obligatory persistence. 

A hubby’s presence, moreover, is not, perhaps, quite what a brand-new 
wife would most ardently desire—however much she may wish for it on 
some occasions—when she is engaged over the mysteries of her top-knot 
** arrangements,” and others of that kind in her bed-chamber ; and yet, 
what ts one to do when the exigencies of Goodwood ‘‘ accommodation ”’ 
don’t admit of the said hubby’s dressing-room, and the poor man is 
shouting through the keyhole that he’s ‘‘ dying to shave”’ ? 

® & * a * * | * 

How I ever got dressed at all last Thursday I hardly can conceive, and, 
when at last my matutinal souchong did make its appearance, it was 
charmingly encouraging to hear Auey first whistle coolly, and then declare 
that, ‘‘for Ais part, he took it the glass was jolly low,’’ and that ‘‘it 
- would be a regular right-down stunning soaker all day,” finishing up by 
’ strolling calmly back from his post of observation at the window, and 
asking me if I ‘‘didn’t think we had better give it up as a jolly bad 
job, and have no end of quiet weeds indoors to make upforit?” ! ! ! 

I declare, really, however much I leve Atay, I could almost have 
thrown the mustard-pot at him then, so awfully upset and put out was 
I—more especially, too, as a couple of the new artful French bus—— 


well, you know—I had ordered in town had not yet arrived, so I had 
had to make shift with anything I could get, and then felt that I 
should look quite flat—that is, you understand, in gi rag with 
others, for girls do ‘‘ put it on’’ so just now, don’t they ? ith respect 
to ‘‘ putting it on,” while Iam on that subject, I really am sure, in 
these ‘‘ bustling times,’”’ there's no knowing at all where Art begins and 
Nature leaves off / 

With reference to this latter little observation, I would like the opinion 
of that connoisseur and mentor in ladies’ dress, Mr. Passine Events, 
whose profound knowledge and general good taste in that ‘‘ department ” 
are so much thought of by the readers of the Sunday Times. Does 
not Mr. P. E. agree with this child, and think there is rather too much 
of ‘*this sort of thing” ? 

2 *,. * * * * * 

However, all’s well that—and so on, you know, and before we had got 
half-way up the hill the sun had come out like a good one, and it was as 
jolly as.anything. 

Well, you know, when at last, in spite of our wretched hired screw, we 
actually arrived on the Course, and got out, and made a little tour of 
inspection, I soon discovered what the magnet, before alluded to, was. 

Well, what is it that causes us women to brave every sort of worry and 
annoyance in order to just show ourselves at Geodwood ? 

Of course, you have guessed my little conundrum long ago; it is, you 
say, ‘‘ Nothing more nor less than Feminine Rivalry in—Men!? 
dear no, my dear, ha! ha! in—Drxss, of course !?’ 

And that is, simply and literally, the truth. 

They all show it so plainly, too, the dear amiable ones, in their faces 
and walk. Really, they are so many perambulating advertisements of 
Madame , of Regent Street, of Mlle. , of ditto, or any Madame, 
or Mrs., or Miss of any Paris or London street that is fortunate enough to 
placard their famed names in big gilded letters. 

For this child's part, she don’t pretend to be a BECKER, or even 80 
much as the ever-silent-always-modest-and-never-blow-my-own-trumpet- 
Oh-dear-no,-sir, Emmy Farrurot, but——well, one must draw the line 
somewhere. There once did live a Shaver of Chins—a common Barber, 
in fact—who declared that he was obliged to draw the line somewhere. 
Well, this Barber drew Ais at chimney-sweeps ; J draw mine at——well, 
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‘6 ladies” who do their little best in doing their great worst at an oué- 
ward and, really, quite successful attempt at rivalling the Dress and 
Mannse of the most extravagantly successful denizens of the London and 
Paris demi-monde. 

‘6 Virtue,” so I have heard, ‘‘has its own reward.” So, as these 
‘* ladies” were taken by the unfashionable, uninitiated ones for the above- 
alluded-at ‘‘ persons,” I conclude that they have thes 

(To be contenued. ) 


THE GREAT MINISTERIAL SHUFFLE. 


Hey, presto, change, front! Hanki-panki-hullabaloo! Here you. 


are—there you are! Fly away Jack—come again Jitt! A great 
shuffle of the political cards is announced. The GLapsTonE 
Cabinet, like a set of toy-soldiers on a stand, have effected some 


' marvellous evolutions, and once again the Chief Contortioner 


comes up smiling. The smile is a little dismal, and a trifle on 
the wrong side of the face, but the great Grapsrone is still to 
the fore; this time “ doubling” in himself the parts of Premier 
and Chancellor of the Exchequer. The Marquis or Ripon 
retires from office, and is to be succeeded by Mr. Bruce, who 
will be raised to the peerage; Mr. Cuitprrs goes, apd will be 
succeeded by Mr. Bricar; Mr. Bruor will be succeeded 
at the Home Office by Mr. Lowe (a pleasant look-out for the 
J. P.’s); Mr. Giapstonz, as has been said, will hold the office 
of Chancellor of the Exchequer together with that of First 
Lord of the Treasury ;.Mr. Dopson will succeed Mr. Baxter as 
Financial Secretary to the Treasury, and will be assisted at 
the Treasury by Lord F. CavenpisH; Mr. Artuur Per will be 
the new Parliamentary Secretary; Mr. Apam will receive another 
instead of his present office, which has been offered to Mr. 
REVILLE, and'all the small Ministerial fry are shifted about. 
Besides these trifling alterations, it is understood that the 


Downing Street hall-porters are to go to the right about, and, 


charwomen of an entirely new political colour (invisible green) 
are to be introduced. Most of the square men are to be put in the 
round holes, and general joy is expected to set in everywhere. 
Once again, therefore, let the trumpets be blown—let the Liberals 
be ‘“blowed” (pardon the participle)—hey, presto, change! 
Hanki-panki-hullabaloo! ‘What a happy man is GuapsTong! 
Who wouldn't be a great Liberal Premier ! 


JUDY’S JOTTINGS. 


GS Tue Greenwich Conservatives have nobly done their duty 
in the election of Mr. Boorp as Member for the borough, and 
have given the great Giapstone a nut to crack at his leisure. 
The result was inevitable, the Liberals having destroyed what 
little chance they might have had by their divisions and mtriguing 
manceuvres. And it was a foregone conclusion for another reason 
—how could any supporter of the present Government be frank 
and above-Boorp ? 


—_¢—— | 
SS Waar is termed a “ settlement” of what was called a “ dis- 


pute” in the Building Trade has come about. A numerously 
attended meeting of the Master Builders’ Association has been 
held, at which resolutions were carried recommending “ pay- 
ment of wages at noon on Saturdays, and fixing the rate of 
wages at ninepence an hour ” after the first Saturday in August. 
In fact, these resolutions concede all that the men have demanded; 
and to call this unreserved “cave-in”’ a dispute is a misnomer. 
[There is a rumour current that English builders are pressing 
upon the masters the expediency of doing their work themselves, 
and paying the men for it, but this lacked confirmation at the 
time of going to press. —o— 

GS A Chateau en Espagne (happy country!) would hardly be a 
desirable residence just now. A third has been added to the 
two parties contending for the supreme authority—the Com- 
munists, who are gaining strength, and have formed an inde- 
pendent government at Carthagena. They are also in possession 
of Granada, Seville, and Valencia—which cities are, however, 
being besieged by Government troops—and have made an un- 
successful attempt to capture Almeria. Spain, in fact, is just now 
the fighting ground for a triangular duel of the Midshipman 
Easy kind, in which the present Government stands a better 
chance of being potted than preserved. 


\ a 
= Mosic-Hax proprietors are notoriously enterprising. One 
of them—provincial, too—has secured a star artiste for a first 
appearance, who is certainly a striking novelty, though of most 
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of us an old friend. This is ‘The Air we Breathe,” which, 
under the new name of em is being used to illuminate the 
London Music Hall, Sheffield. The gas is manufactured on the 
premises, and about 500 cubic feet are consumed per hour during 
the time that the hall is illuminated. So far it appears to be a 
thorough success, as the supply is practically inexhaustible, and 
the light given off is very clear and vivid. Let us hope that 
this new “star” will have a good run: great lights are scarce in 
these degenerate days. —_»— 

= Persons who are familiar with the present aspect of English 
Republicanism will feel no surprise that there should be a 
Republican protest against the payment of the Duke or 
EDINBURGH’s marriage portion. Mr. Caartes BraDLaveH sum- 
moned his cohorts to assemble in Hyde Park, on Sunday, at 
three o’clock, to make it. There was a good deal of tall talking, 
much itinerant blasphemy, some trees broken, more pockets 
picked, and then the Republicans went home again. Nothing 
came of their “protest,” of coyrse. These gentry always do 
ge when there is anything to pay. They don't understand 

e process. 


A LOSS. 
How hard a thing it is to part 
From those we love and cherish; 
How deeply does it pain one’s heart 
To know all things must perish ! 


And when a friend and comrade dear 
Is lost to us for ever, 

; We feel how frail are all things here, 

Since e’en best friends must sever. 


I, too, have lost a friend, who broke 
Its power when care was near me ; 

And troubles disappear’d in smoke 
When he was by to cheer me. 


But as friends fall when valued most, 
Like fruit that over-ripe is, 

My loved companion I have lost— 
That friend my meerschaum pipe is! 


SPUTTERINGS FROM JUDY’S PEN. 


Mr. Lown’s taxation is said to bear equally on all classes ; it hardly 
presses on the rich, and presses hardly on the poor. 

Tury goin for more mythology now-a-days at young ladies’ schools ; 
. es more necessary, owing to the increasing popularity of the opera 

@. 

A PRovINcIAL SuBsoRIBER is informed that they don’t sell ginger-beer 
and oranges in all the stalls at Covent Garden: at least, not in the part 
where the Italian singing goes on. 

A FRIEND just come up from Margate says London looks horribly black 
and dirty—as black as jet, she says. What affectation !—why, Jupy has. 
often seen Margate Jetty. 

Taz Haul by the Sea—The lodging-house harvest. 

‘‘Tg it true Sir CuristopHeR WRN built all the City churches?” 
Jupy understands it must be so where they’re Wrenny. 

A Dancrrovs Plaything—A rattle-snake. 

Iv a City clerk wishes to borrow a novel from a friend, he had better 
not say he's a book-keeper. 

Tax Editor of recently got married : he was said to have gone 
to press. 

m men to suit every one to a hair must be the wig-makers. 
aws for a reply: that is when you ask Toby a question. 

Tas Claimant’s twitch has been described asa stuttering in the left eye. 

A FOOL is surely the best company at a shooting party, because he 
keeps the game alive. 

Ir is not true that Jupy’s Deputy-Assistant-Sub-Editor recently sold his 
boots ; they were only half-soled. 


ERSONAL (very).—If£ Stopzgr does not immediately forward the 

MS. he has been paid for, he will be treated as he deserves. N.B.— 

Evasion and equivocation are useless. You were seen round the corner in 
Salisbury Street, last Saturday, with Moses and the Claimant. J. 


NOW READY, _ 
One Shilling; Post Free, 18. 2\d., 


JUDY'S HIGH JINKS; 


BEING 
FIVE HUNDRED HUMOROUS PICTURES, 
WITH DRSORIPTIVE LETTERPRESS, SELECTED FROM THE PaGEs OF *‘ supy.” 
By CHARLES H. ROSS. 
73, FLEE,.STREET. 
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A DREADFUL THING TO HAPPEN. 
ars.' They were petrothed as children, and Only a 


1. You see the two dear old things depicted below had been datingly fond of one another for ye 
, constitutionel shyness on both sides had delayed the naming of the happy day. 


\ 


\\ 


NU 


9. One dreadful morning, though, being at the sea- EN LS ees ) Wi ‘ 
ae, she took it into her head to take a dip, Observe SANA | er | (4 “7 . : ,. 8. Care qhe inion morning 
tnaidenly reserve, blended with timidity! : iment, he, too, went in for it. Observe the header. 


ve and came up right in front of'her. That ae - 
curly locks of bis; too—the 5. Well might she fly. Well might he do ditto. Worse luck, though, they 
both flew in the wrong direction, and both got into the wrong bathing- 
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M iw | — — 8. They were obliged to dross in one another's clothes, poor things 
6. What on earth are these? G-o-o-d But that wasn't al, either. The stupid, officious,| dunderheaded, local, ( ¥¢ aa¢ yr. Very much more G-00d 
policeman took them into custody directly they landed. > G-r-n-b-% o-u-s-e-¥ |! ea See No. 6.) 
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POOR SUFFERER 
Interesting Invalid. Docton, I wart uy Huspanp To Tak? uw TO Panis. Now, DO TELL ME, WHAT ComPLarnr ovcHT I To Haver? 


SEASIDE SENSATIONS. 
| By a PIER of the Realm. 


RamsoatTe is itself again. 

Resecca has arrived. Susannan has come: Mosgs has put 
in an appearance, more magnificent than ever, and Soromon is 
here in all his glory. 

The children of Israel have taken possession of the Sands, and 
the Gentiles are pushed and hustled into the background. What 
strikes me most is how they all know one another. Large 
gatherings occur round my chair, and they talk family matters 
across me, so that I can't help knowing that poor little Isaac has 
had the meagles badly, but is getting over them, and that Brecxy 
is eneree’ and an addition to the house of Lev: may shortly be 
expected. 

ight royally they spend their money too, when holiday-making, 
and I take it Ramsgate and Margate would have a sorry time of it 
were their patronage elsewhere bestowed. Bless all your pretty 
faces, my little dears, and may you and your plump mammas 
gladden the hearts of the hotel and lodging-house keepers for 
many years to come! 

But they will do that without any apostrophe on my part. 
There are things that go on for ever, like the rolling of the sea or 
the Ticusorne trial, and so the children of Israel, for many 

enerations to come, will flock here, and sit upon the Sands, and 
east and make merry. Meanwhile, I have my duty to perform. 
I have done my Ramsgate, and must hie me on my weary way. 

Yes, I think I have done all there is todo. I have dined at 
the table @hote at the *“ Granville,” and had a shrimp tea at 
Pegwell Bay. Twrman has taken my likeness (I make a sweet 
picture). JI have had many chairs of Estuer Kenny and Jonn 
Penny. I have studied the habits of the Hermit Crab, the 


[And that’s what the bill was for. 


Butterfly Gurnard, and the Sea-horses in the Aquarium. I have 
listened to the melodious warblings of Mr. Frep Foster, and 
gazed in silent rapture upon the Este.ie troupe of Parisian 
dancers. I have heard all the songs of the two strolling nigger 
companies, and the eccentric gentleman who sells water-cresses. 
I have been hot-bathed, and weighed, and galvanized, and I have 
called on CALL. 

I have not bought a tub and spade yet, but if I stay much 
longer, I must come to that. 

But I don’t like going. I should like to stop here. I would 
engage on reasonable terms with Mr. Gore as deputy-assistant- 
superintendent wardrobe-keeper, and take charge of the bathing- 
gowns. For a mere nominal salary I would take the place of 
the party in livery who carries the harp for one of the nigger 
bands, or I would take care of chairs for nothing. 

They tell me people rapidly make their fortunes down here by 
letting lodgings, selling spades and pails, and what not, and I 
think I could get on very well indeed, even if I required to, 
which I don't. There is a joyous imbecile in a battered white 
hat who plays the hurdy and dances. He can do neither. His 
hurdy-gardy is execrably bad even for a hurdy-gurdy, and his 
terpsichorean efforts are beneath contempt; yet that fellow is 
amassing wealth. There is a stone-breaker who is making a little 
fortune by breaking stones. It is true he does it with his naked 


fist, and some of them take a lot of thumping. Upon reflection, 


I don’t think I should care to break stones, even with a hammer, 
or to play the hurdy-gurdy, or jump, but I think I should like to 


take ch of chairs. 
I don’t know whether there are rules and regulations ee 
the letting out of the strange contrivances coming under this de- 


nomination, and I daresay it is quite probable that a kind of 
hereditary right may exist by which the Pennys and Kennys (or 
Pexnizs and Kennies, should it be?) have let out séats for manv 
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generations, so that perhaps I should not be allowed to bring 
down my little bits of furniture, and set them out in a row. 

On second thoughts, too, perhaps the chair business is a little 
overdone as it is; for even now that part of the public who don’t 
want to sit down are jostled in a quite vexatious fashion by the 
good people interested in the sitting-down trade. / 

As it would appear, then, that there is no opening for me in 
that line, I had better go upon my way. 

Two poor little goats, passing me at this moment, dragging a 
load of wretched children, all over-fed and ugly, bleat dolefully 
as they go upon their way. I should like to pull that load of 
ugly brats out by the ears and box them well. 

Their mother passes, too. She wears a horrible hat made of 
muslin, shaped lke a mushroom, and atrociously ugly. What 
has become of the pretty hats of former seasons? Why are 
they all this year so a 
flappy and _ floppy? 
However, after all, 
what does it matter to 
me ? | 
While upon the sub- 
ject of heads I might 
as well have said a few 
words about feet. As 
@ rule, it is an error to 
look after a Ramsgate 
belle. The pretty face 
and elaborately piled- 
up hair may suggest to 
the sanguine - minded 
and inexperienced the 
hope of an arched in- 
step and high-pitched 
heel. 

Ha! ha! 

The sand-shoe is’ a 
noble institution, parti- 
cularly after being wet 
by salt water; I think 
I prefer it, too, a little 
trodden down on one 
side. 

I always was parti- 
cularly partial to stock- 
ings in wrinkles. Per- 
haps it is bad taste on 
my part, but I can't 
“help it. 


THE ONLY JONES. 
Hon’r'd Ma’am, — You 
will of course understand 
my silence last week. 
Hon’r’d Ma’am, I am told 
some very old gentleman 
said silence was golden; 
please look upon my silence 
in that light, and send 
me a cheque by return of 
post. I’ve been carrying 
a banner, Mum, for a 
night or two down in the 
provinces just, so to speak, to keep my hand in. The stage is degener- 


SMASH-UP BUSINESS, 
WHat say you? 


ating, Hon’r’d Ma’am, in my own line (banners, as aforesaid); I’m not’ 


only the top of the profession, but none of the new hands come near 


e. 

I don’t see how a man can get on in my line without SHaksprARE— 
England’s greatest Poet, Hon’r’d Ma’an, is a stepping-stone to the leading 
super business. 

In spite of the emptiness of London, with its few millions of perma- 
nent inhabitants, the theatres are beginning to show signs of renewed 
life. Manfred will have been produced at the Princess’s before these 
lines are published, and Mons, Rrvizre will have opened Covent Garden 
with the ever popular promenade concerts. Of both these entertain- 
car Hon’r'd Ma'am, I hope to do myself the pleasure of speaking next 
week. 

By the way, I had nearly forgotten about Bibb and Tucker at the 
Gaiety. You must go and see Bibb, and, while about it, you had better 
see Tucker too. When I tell you that it is a version of that screaming 
thing they gave us this season and last at the French’plays, called 7'ricoche 


Es 
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A STATE OF UNCERTAINTY. 
Hardened Reprobate (to the Rev. Mr. Sticarys, who has just made an inquiry 
about his ‘‘ state”). WELL, AS TO BEING ON THE RIGHT Roap, You Know, I THINK 


THAT'S ALL RIGHT—BUT IF THESE RAILWAYS ARE GOING ON WITH THEIR LITTLE 
I THINK IT's LONG opps WE NEVER GET ANYWHERE! 


Le 
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et Cacolet, you will not require a large amount of persuasion, I feel sure. 
I went, and I roared. Taz 0. J 


P.S.—Don’t forget my golden silence in the last two numbers! 


THE LIBERAL CONSPIRATORS 
and the General Election. 


THERE are “differences”—and differences; and there are dis- 
tinctions without any. It is asserted that “ Ministerial Differ- 
ences” have led to the recent aoe of the political cards, 
and to the wonderful ‘‘Shake-up” in the Grapstone Cabinet ; 
but it is not very apparent how any differences can exist in a 
Cabinet of which the members are all bad alike. But in reality, 
it is the coming of Genrrat Execrion in full panoply of war, 
as shown in the Car- 
| toon, whose speedy ad- 
vent has stricken terror 
into the hearts of the 
| Liberal conspirators, 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


———— 


} 
6 

s 
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and forced them to such 
a shallow folly as they 
have just been guilty 
of. As if the mere as- 
sumption by the Pre- 
mier of the Chancellor 
of the Exchequer’s 
cloak, the transmogrifi- 
cation of Mr. Bruce 
into Lord President of 
the eee 
guishment . AYR- 
TON, and the addition 
of Mr. Briaut to their 
_ band, could throw dust 
in the eyes of the pub-- 


tf | lic! As to distinctions, 
 ~ | the most ardent sup- 
= porter of the Mini 
SSS] of Muddlers would be 
SSS puzzled to lay his fin- 
1 SSS = AT ° 
|| Sas, SS | = ger on any distinction 
Ss 8 SSS | 0 = = | the Liberals have 
Si) SS = Cs gained. = Truly Mr. 
SSS == | Grapstonr and his 
SSS}| |= | satellites are in a bad 
—— aaa | way. 
== ROUNDABOUT. 
By the Square Man. 


T 


‘““A SIMPLETON,” by 

CHARLES ReapE, in this 

month’s London Society, 

~| is not very strong in its in- 

terest, though the situation 

is a very important one. 

The ‘‘ Chesterfield Letters”’ 

are vapid and common- 

place, while ordinary un- 

actionable words can hard- 

; ly describe the weak folly 

of such a story as ‘‘ Two Scenes in a Life.” For the rest, the number is 
good, ‘‘ Free Lance” being especially agreeable in his gossip. 

In the Argosy, Mrs. Woon’s ‘‘ Master of Greylands”’ is continued. 
Even those who dislike the style of this story cannot deny it a certain 
amount of interest. JoHnny LupLow treats this month of ‘‘ Dr. Knox,” 
and clears up the mystery of the missing bank-note. 

Maemillan, ever a favourite, is very strong in its table of contents 
this month, though it is an open question whether the publishing of Sir 
JoHN CoLERIDGE’s lecture on WoRDsSWoRTH throws any new light on the 
character or writings of the poet he so much admires. The two serials 
are pleasant and satisfactory, though Mr. BuRNAND is given to inequality 
in his writings. ‘‘ The Battle of Dorking made Impossible” should be read. 

The 7'ransatlantic is well worth its shilling this month, if only for the 
sake of a charming little poem by Bret Haars, entitled ‘‘ Truthful 
James to the Editor;” not that this is by any means the only good thing 
in the number. Most of the serious articles are admirable, but it is a 
question whether some better samples of American fiction might not be 
found to represent that class of transplanted literature in this country. 


[Sricains thinks he might as well retire. 
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RATTLETRAP RHYMES.—No. 18. The Lunatic Porter of Pusaleham Junction. 


I sina in sad nup- 
bers of TERENOE 
O’SLAUGHTER, — 

An overwork’d, un- 
derpaid, rash rail- 
way porter; 

The labe where he 
slaved at his porter- 
ing function, 

The North - Southern 
Railway at Puzzle- 
ham Junction. 


He work'd like a 
black, and he toil’d 
like a nigger, 

He sway’d a large bell with unparallel'd vigour ; 

Look’d after the signals, took charge of the 

wickets, 
‘He shoulder'd the luggage, =a oe ee the 
| tickets. 


He bore all the labour with patience, and sagekly 
He lived on two shillings a day, paid him weekly; 
And as trains arrived—sometimes sev'ral to- 


gether— 

He shouted these words, as with lungs made of 
leather : 

‘* Paxzleham Junction—change here for North 
Grambletown, 

Smashborough, Crash borough, Bumps, and Great 
Tumbletown ; 

For Bangem and Maimham, Wails, Sadbury, 
Gloomston, 

Old Graveyard and Skullbury, Grimgool and 
Tombston,” 


The passengers changed, 80 did THRENCE 
O’SLAUGHTER ; 

He grew a dull, sulky, morose railway porter ; 

No longer he answer'd with smiling urbanity, 

Bat) mingled his language with horrid pro- 
fanity ; 

Took to growling and grambling, to drinking 
and shirking— 

Became a Trades Unionist, so left off working ; 

And occasion’d his friends the most terrible sad- 


ness, 

For they saw in his conduct incipient madness. 

If a man ask’d him that thing, a girl ask'd 
him this, 

Rude alike to all parties, to Mister and Miss, 

He made this same answer, with gestures 


atrocious, 

And threatening scowls, that were worse than [97 
ferocious : Y. 

‘¢ Puzzleham Janction —change here for North 
Grumbletown, 

Smashborough, Crashborough, Bumps, and 
Great Tumbletown ; 

For Bangem and oo Wails, Sad- 
bury, Gloomsto 

Old Graveyard and Skullbury, Grimgool and 
Tombston.”” 


AT THE “GREAT LEVIATHAN,” 
WHEN Mr. Bosperrton died he left me a pledge—not in the: usual way 
BosBerten’s second wife,—and 
the pledge I allude to was the duughter of the first Mrs. BosBErron. 

I try very hard to think kindly of Miss Bosprrton—dear Party, I 
mean —for her own sake, also a little for mine, because it is ve 
fortable for me not to think kindly of people generally ; but I try 
especially to think kindly of my step-daughter, because Mr. BopseRton 
confided her to me in a solemn and affecting way. 
just before he died—and I may here remark that he generally called nie 
' ** Poppet” in private, especially when he was more than usually affec-. 
tionate or confiding—‘* be as good as you can to poor Parry. 
not as nice a girl'as I could wish, and she’s uncommonly plain, though 
she doesn’t know it ; but don’t let her marry any fellow who will only 
take her for her money. Keep your eye upon her, Poppet, for my sake.” 

This was what poor Mr. Boppenton said, though it doesn’t sound as 
pathetic as it really was ; and I mean to keep the promise I made him, as 


of pledges, perhaps, for I was Mr. 


well as I know how. 
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On th’ arrival one day of the 2.40 train, 

Mister Tenznoz O’SiavcursRr went wholly in- 
sane; 

But with lunatic cunning the on-lookers cheated, 

Till his great public vengeance was fully com- 
pleted. 


money the passengers then, upon looking about, 
e 


Rspied an old gent, cross, dyspeptic, and gouty ; 

‘Ha, ha! the first victim,” he muttered, “I’ve 
caught yer; 

You shall suffer, good sir, the refreshment-room 
torture !” 


By persuasions, by threats, by entreaties, and 
smiles, 

He sompeltd him to swallow, by prayers, tricks, 
and wiles, 

Refreshment-room pie, biscuit, tartlet, and bun ! 

Of vengeance and crime his career thus begun, 

As he shouted in glee, ‘‘Change here for North 
Grumbletown, 

Smashborough, Crashborough, Bumps, and Great 
Tumbletown, 

For Gea and Maimhan, Wails, Sadbury, 

loo 

Old Graveyard. and Skullbury, Grimgool and 

Tom bston.”” 


His next victim, a wrinkled, beluggaged old lady, 
Who was querulous, fluster’d, and very old- 
maidy ; 


(a 


BoBBERTON. 


uncom- 


‘*< Poppet,” said he, 


She’s 


nowadays. 


He took up her luggage—at York ‘twas she 
miss’d all— 
No wonder —he’d labell’d and sent it to Bristol. 


Mn Ni. 
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But the joke of all oe and the cream of all 
cream, 

He playd "that afternoon by the strong aid of 
steam. 

There came a young couple for whom life was 
dawning — 


In fact, they Shad only been married that morning. 


The bridegroom he caught, very nervous and 
flurried, 
And quick to the Dover Express had him 


 Trurrted ; 

While the bride, who was bound with her hus- 
band for Chester, 

Was landed alone on the platform at Leicester. 


And the gay Terenon sang, ‘ Change here for 
. North Grumbletown, 

Smashborough, Crashborough, Bumps, and Great 
Tumbletown ; 

For Bangem and Maimham, Wails, Sadbury, 
Gloomston, [Tombston.”” 

Old Graveyard and Skullbury, Grimgool and 


Then sprang on an engine young TERENCE 
O’SLAUGHTER, 
That excitable, foolish, and mad railway porter ; 
He turn’d on the steam, and went off with a whiz, 
And has never been heard of from that day to 
this. | 
MorRAL. 
Aw we from this take, ye Railway Direc- 


And al youroverwork’d men the inspectors; 
And porters beware, when you're fun you'd 

be poking [joking. 
That it. isn’t ea taste, all this practical 


To v8 Pusiic.—Advice here is kindly in- 

tended— 

7, Don’t patronize railways till rude ways are 

Kis, mended 

< Beware lest you meet with more TRRENOE 
O’SLAUGHTERS ; 

Take care of buns, tartleta, guards, luggage, 
and porters. 


Party has fine notions, one of which is to call herself Miss De Lacy 


She says the Dg Laoys were her mother’s family, and friends of 
WILLIAM THE Conqueror ; that they were distinguished in history, while 
the Bosperroxs were nobodies. 
own father, and a highly respectable man. 
be ashamed of her own name. 

All Parry says to this is ‘‘ Bother!" but I cannot look upon this as 
argument, and so I drop it. 

Parry says she is sick of the country and its humdruminess. Why 
can’t we go to London for a change 

I suggest that it is now the height of the season in London, which is 
very gay—too gay for thoee so recently deprived of Mr. BoBBERTON. 

Parry sneers, and declares that a year is not s0 very recent—and that 
I never wore caps. This is exactly Parry: if she can’t get her own way 
in a moment, she is sure to sneer. 
impertinence, if she has no feeling. No one at my age does wear caps 
Weepers and deep crape are quite as respectful to the memory, 


I argue that Mr. Bopserton was her 
I don’t think it good taste to 


I tell her there is no necessity for 
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This was old Brown, whose This was Brown’s youngest 
large family completely crush- —‘* Fat, vulgar thing !” 


ed him, 
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At least so Saran, the 
second eldest, said. 
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Betsy was not considered pret- 
ty ; but then she had such beau- 
tifal back hair. 


"ARRY was al- 
ways the swell 
of the family. 


SAMUEL wentasa waiterto § JosEPH took the chair ata Emtiy was an extra lady at Tom wrote for the CHARLES was considered very 
the “Albion,” but the late free-and-easy, and found the , Drury Lane. Press. handsome, when he was sober. 
hourswere too muchforhim. hours agreed with him. : 


ALFRED had long legs ; Though they did not seem so Avaustus always ex- Little Jack want- Dick contributed Sputterings, and 
when he was sitting down. pected his aunt would ed to punch every- laughed at them himself. All the rest 
have provided forhim. body else’s head. of them ended badly. 


and not nearly so unbecoming ; but Parry still sneers, and says, ‘‘ She 
supposes it’s all right, but she can’t see the objection to going out a little, 
after a year. I could still wear silk and crape.”’ I ask her where we can 
go to, by way of diverting her mind from sneering and saying di 
things, which really do try my temper. 

We don’t know any one in London, and all our country neighbours are 
returning in a week or two. Lodgings are so very dull, and hotels more 


80, for we can't go about without a gentleman. 
Patty ‘*Why not do as the PrnkerBartons do every year? 


They go to the ‘ Great Leviathan,’ and live in public, table d'’héte, and all 


that sort of thing.” 
Now, if there is a girl I disapprove of, it’s Jura PrekeRBARTON—a 
dressed-up, flirting, forward girl. Parry sees I don’t like her suggestion, 


and temporizes. 


** Of course, mamma,” she says, ‘‘ we needn't do as they do. It would 
hardly be right to poor papa’s memory, but still we should be amused, and 
see just a little change. The great advantage of living at the ‘ Leviathan’ 
is that you may mix or not mix, as you like.” 

I make a mental resolve that I will not ‘‘mix,” and I tell Parry that 
I will think it over. 

‘*Oh! bother thinking,” she says, in her rude, impulsive way. ‘* What 
is the good of that? We must write at once for rooms, or we shall not 
get them. Ma, dear, I'll take all the trouble off your hands; and I’m sure, 
with such a treasure as PARKER in the way of maids, there is nothing you 


need worry about.” 
@ & * & e e 


e 
We have arrived at the ‘‘Great Leviathan.”’ Parry wrote for rooms, 
but at the present moment—I write this, being determined te keep 
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up a sort of diary of what we do in London—lI am sitting on a long bench 
in the hall. Parry is very angry. PARKER, my maid, is mute, but sour. 
Parry says it’s unbearable negligence, and she shall complain to the 
manager. I tell her not to heat herself—that our rooms won't be ready 
any the sooner—but she walks up to the office quite furiously. - 
I will follow her, for fear she should get angry and expose herself. 
# 


The man at the office is civil, but sorry. The parties haven’t quitted 
Nos. 999 and 2,004 yet, but they expect them to be ready every moment. 

I whisper to Parry that it isn’t the man’s fault, and she had better be 
quiet; but all Parry says is that she never knew such inattention— 
never ! and I think the man at the office winks his eye to another man ; 
he certainly smiles. — 

Parry asks, with an air, if any letters have arrived for Miss Dz Lacy 
BosBerronr, thinking to produce an effect. 

He at the office hands her a printed card as the only acknowledgment 
of her expected arrival. It is from ‘‘ Madame Farresrau, Artiste en 
Corsets,” and at this Parry gets very red indeed, and retirés to her bench 
in the hall. | 

A bell rings—it seems to ring all over the house. Parxer asks the 
hall porter what it means. 

He says it is the dinner-bell— table d'héte at six o'clock. 

Parry almost shrieks at this. We are both frightfully hungry, and 
there is no chance of our getting out our things to be made presentable. 
People rush past, evidently on their way to the banquet-hall. Some have 
opera-cloaks on, and are very smart indeed ;. others have plain morning 
dress, and an idea seizes me. 

I say to Parry, ‘‘ Why not go and dine as we are?” 

She is astonished I should suggest such a thing, and won’t fall in with 
the notion at all. 

The hall porter standing by most good-naturedly comes to my aid. 

‘‘ Perhaps the ladies would like to go into the dining-room for refresah- 
ment, until their rooms are ready ? ” 

Delightful suggestion. : 

We go. We order some dinner, and sit down at a little round table in 
a very large room. 

A great many people are getting dinner algo ; and theyall stare at us— 
in short, I may say we stare at each other. 2 | 

(To be continued.) 


JUDY'S JOTTINGS. 


o> Donino the last week or so of intensely hot weather, 
Londoners have been asking why on earth they should not have 
seats upon the Thames Embankment, after they have been so 
long talked about? and especially as Mr. W. H. Suirn, M.P. 
for Westminster, has for a long time been ready to pay for them. 
It is really pitiable to see the poor pedestrians fagging about, 
when just a little slackening of the red tape which binds the 
Board of Works hand and foot, would give them seats on which 
to rest. A fountain or two along this thirsty highway would be 
a boon, but the Board declines to “ stand,” however much of that 

ositign they may condemn the public to. Yet the Board might 

earn from Ear] Russe.z's motto that it is pleasantest to “ rest,’ 
if any of us are to ‘be thankful.” 


——— 

G2 The suggested revival of the practice of auricular confession 
in the Church of England has set all the Roman Catholics on 
the gui vive. Monsignor Capex comes to the front with a sermon 
in the Roman Catholic Cathedral of St. George’s, Southwark, 
preached with special reference to the subject. He could well 
understand, he said, the English mind coming back, after three 
centuries, to a practice which ‘was a necessary condition of 
man,” (!) and he denied that “domestic ties are interfered with 
by it, or questions put which can pollute the mind.” In short, 
Monsignor Carer (having naturally a warm desire to see the 
English Protestant Church prosper!) thinks that English 
Churchmen cannot do better than revive the practice. Could 
there be a more significant step of the danger Protestant Church- 
men are incurring? and when the enemy takes to advising his 
opponents what they shall do, mischief is brewing. 


—_o—_ 

€= Tue London School Board are really doing something at 
last. Ata recent meeting a financial statement for the past half- 
year was submitted, showing that the current expenditure ex- 
ceeded £40,000. The outlay on the capital account during the 
same period appears to have been £163,004. Finally, ‘the 
outstanding liabilities of the Board have increased from £16,479 
to £432,164." The Board may not be erecting many schools, 
but they have built up adebt big enough to satisfy anybody. 
Let who will condemn them, however, they are the men for our 
money ! 
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Ge In foreign countries they manage sedition-mongers better 
than we do. Judgment has been given at o heneeet we read, 
on the Socialist ers accused of organizing the labouring 
classes of Denmark to overthrow by force the existing constitu- 
tion of the country, who have been condemned to periods of 
three to five years’ penal servitude. If there was at one time 
“something rotten in the state of Denmark,” the Danes have a 
tried here with advantage on Sir Cuartes Duxe & Co. This 
side the German Ocean we “shut up” our malcontents by. 
answering their ents; in Denmark they shut them up 
altogether. Their plan is the best. : 


—-@——_ 

2 Correcrors of curiosities have just now a rare opportunity. 
The Claimant's butcher's shop at Wagga-Wagga is advertised 
for sale. The vendor offers to dispose of it and transport it to 
this country for £2,400. As an inducement -to purchasers, he 
states that ‘‘on the door still remain pencilled accounts of sales ' 
of meat written by the Claimant.” Doubtless such a merely 
nominal price will secure a speedy sale. As to the tra ing 
rer perhaps the less said about that till the end of the trial 
the better. 


soundness in their method of treating agitators which might be 


NURSY PURSY. 
(This poem, written by a child aged only five years and three months, is printed 
more as a literary curiosity than for any other reasun. A kind of tender 
psoas may be observable here and there, which jin a child so young is, at 
east, surprising.) 
Wuxo wore a hideous high-crown’d cap, 
Who called me tootsy-wootsy chap, 
Yet used my little head to slap ? 
Dear Narsy-pursy. 
Who ssid she’d watch, then meanly slept, 
And pinch’d me spiteful when I wept, 
And for my pap her stale crusts kept? 
Dear Nursy-pursy. 
Who gazed into my heavy eye, 
And said, ‘‘ A powder we must try ; 
This horrid child, he lives too high”? 
3 ene Dear Nursy-pursy. 
Who, when I yell'd, cried, ‘‘ Hold your din!” 
Or choked me with a drop of gin 
(It wasn’t spasms, but a pin)? 
Dear Nursy-pursy. 
Who on my toddlums let me run 
Much sooner then she should have done, 
Which I’ve grown up a bandy one? 
My Nursy-pursy. 
Mora :—Drat her! 


SPUTTERINGS FROM JUDY’S PEN. 


A Hovss of Detention—A pawnbroker’s shop. 

How to Rise in the World— Qo op in a balloon. 

Cuvus for Young Married Men—The Junior United. 

Brst Wine for Lawyers—A-tawney port. 

A Leapine Article—An old maid’s poodle-dog’s chain. 

Bus Conductors— Lips. 

A Sgx-saw.—A sword-fish. 

Surpr’s Bread—Rolls (0 lor’ !) 

Tux Drink for Fighting-men—Spa-water, of course. 

Tus Press Gang !—The clique. 

An Eye Calling—Helping the surgeons at the Ophthalmic Hospital. 

Nor a Teetotaler—-One who must have his glass before he can do a day’s 
work—a glazier. 

A Navtioat Monogram—The crest of the wave. 

Oxg who always gets Bread when he Kneads it—A baker. 

Iy the Suan pledged his word with Her Britannic Majesty, was that 
popping the question?—N.B. Jupy would like this inquired into. 

Ons who Makes his Way in the World because he Prepares for a Rainy 
Day—A crossing-sweeper ; only he does not always find it answer, sarely. 


NOW READY, 
One Shilling; Post Free, 18. 24d., 


JUDY'S HIGH JINKS; 


BEING 
; FIVE HUNDRED HUMOROUS PICTURES, 
WITH DRSORIPTIVE LETTERPRESS, SELECTED FROM THR PAGES, OF, ‘*gUDY.”’ 
By CHARLES 'H! 'ROSS)Y “—° 
73, FLEET STREET. 
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Japan, that the a 
lish ladies wear their hats right at the back. fool to them.” 
Not so far back as this, though. 
——" —- _—_ i 
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5.. Wrong again. These are not mushrooms on 
a wall. They are the new hats which two sweet 
things are wearing. . 4 ) 


4. No, you are quite wrong. These are not the 
re aah on the contrary, they are mushroom sfin 
a fie 


Petite Chinoiserie. A pretty little back view 
from Pekin. 
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6. A splendid notion.. A real creeper 
(scarlet runner, or something of the sort) 
growing in a pot worn at the back, and 
twined round the head and hat of the fair 
wearer. ‘' All a-blowing and a-growing.” 


N 7. A flirty little thing blown aboutby the 

Pete ser rough sea breezes, her plaits flying behind. 

saalbied gai Hy ie \\\ It is not every day, mind you, you meet a 
Wine eee oft! | aN \ thing of this sort—or even want to. 
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idling alle yailhicstead of paddling about in that style? strong-minded young lady with her hair parted on one side. make such a shocking fright of herself? 
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PROGRESS, 


Charwoman. 
IS GOING TO THE THEAYTER TO-NIGHT. 

Lady, CERTAINLY ; IS HE COMING HERE FOR rou ? 

Charwoman. 


NOBODY IN TOWN. 


Ir as useless any longer denying the fact. I have not gone any- 
where yet. The blinds are down, it is true, and I am supposed 
to be absent upon a continental tour. But it’s all a sham and 
a snare—a hollow mockery—a ghastly delusion. I am here— 
here still, hidden away, bottled up, concealed in the back part of 
the premises. 

Can you, who are just now inhaling great gulps of sea-breeze, 
realize the miserable monotony of my forced imprisonment—the 
irksome wretchedness of the long hot days? You can't. 

And the question is, how long am I to endure my sufferings ? 
I cannot go away; I cannot afford it. I dare not reveal myself 
in the public streets for fear that one of the Dre Robinsons or 
FitzJoneses may bave run up to town for a day and drop upon 
me unawares. I think I would rather die than that one of the 
F'irzMontmorency girls should find out we were still in town, 
and dreadfully, terribly, awfully likely to go on stopping here 
any length of time. 

When I say we, I allude, of course, to Mrs. CHIcHESTER 
Smit, the wife of my bosom, and the partner of my sorrows 
and captivity. I am afraid Mrs. Cuicurester S is enjoy- 
ing herself even less than I am. I observe a pining expression 
about her which is distressing to see, and she is certainly getting 
thinner. 

_ At the same time she is getting a little fractious. We have a 
tiff or two daily, and peck at one another over our meals, There- 
fore, the solitude of the back yard even has its charms, though 
the waterbutt is at best but sorry company. 

* * . * » ¥ 

The time has come, though, when I must have some kind of 
change of air or die. I have been pent up for five long weary 
days. The back yard will no longer do for me. If I don't get 


Piessk, Ma’am, I’> Like TO LEAVE Hau¥ AN Hour EarLigR THAN USUAL, IF QUITE CONVENIENT, AS ME AND MY HusBAND 


No, Ma’aAM, THANK you; I’M TO CALL FOR HIM AT THE CLUB. 


a whiff of wind in the free and joyous streets without, I shall 
surely perish. I must—lI will go forth. 

Why should not 1? The streets are dark. In a billycock 
and my seaside coat, no one is likely to see me. 
* * + * * ae * 

Horror ! 

Somebody has seen me. I will take my oath it was old 
MontmMorency in a cricketer's cap and a broad check cut-away. 
I don’t think he knew me, though. I did such an artful dodge. 
It almost cost me my life plunging under the nose of a hansom 
cab-horse: but I plunged, and I escaped. 

* % . + + . * 

Horror again ! 

De Rosinson in a glengarry and plaid; but I plunged again 
and dodged him too. 

This excitement lends a kind of charm to the thing, but is 
dreadfully dangerous. A twopenny omnibus as nearly as possi- 
ble had my life that time. However, Dz Robinson did not see 
me, so it does not matter. 

* * * > + * * 

Horror for the third time! 

FitzJones, a8 Tam a living man! FirzJones in an alpine 
and a tourist's suit; and he saw me plainly before I could 
dodge. 

Perhaps he will think he was mistaken—that it was not me. 
Iam spattered all over mud from head to foot, but I have got 
away somehow. Perhaps I had better go home. 

* * * * * * * 

I have been at home two days. I can endure it no longer. 
It is dark again. Dr Rosinson, Firz, and MonrmMorency must 
have gone back again by this time. They could only have been 


up for the day. It is very certain I shan’t meet them again. 
#* * * + * * * 
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LIKE THEE? NOA, NOA, MEASTER; O]’D REYTHER STOP AS I BE. 


H!'S FRIEND 


See Pacs 190. 
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A RASH UNDERTAKING. 
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He joyfully hastens 
home with the album 


sent a joke to Jupy, didn’t you ?” —her album ! 


Pipps, ‘‘ but the stupids wouldn't have it.” 


Z. . 
tiny 


&@ For further particulars, apply to the Hall Porter, Colney Hatch. 


Looking then quickly at his companion in the box, I saw that, with the 
regular female instinct, she had noticed his emotion, and partly divined 
the cause— jealousy, and no mistake. 

‘*'You kuow this—this person, Horace?" she said grimly, fixing him 
with her beady little eyes. 

He didn't make any answer, but an expression of pain again crossed 
his striking countenance, and shrouding himeelf behind the curtain, he 
looked out eagerly on the stage. 

At that moment the new girl began her lines. She spoke them very 
prettily and well, but the audience listened with a most dispiriting, apa- 
thetic silence. 

Then the ballet came on and had a short dance; then came the new 
girl's first song. This song was very difficult, but a regular telling one, 
if well sung, and written expressly to suit Miss RosHERVILLE's peculiar 
style; no wonder, then, the girl felt nervous as she commenced it; it 
would, I daresay she knew, either make or ruin her with the audience. 

Cold, dispiriting inattention for the first few bars of it. Through my 
ventilator I saw the poor child almost shaking with nervousness ; my 
young gentleman watching her eagerly but anxiously, with a strange 
bright light in his eyes,—there was a most curtous change in his face, I 
thought, since she had come on,— while the lady looked at her spitefully, 
as if delighted at her breaking down. 

A few bars more, the silence still unbroken except the noise of the pit 
munching their apples and oranges, and a little skrimmage up in a corner 
of the gallery...... A few more bars, and she came to the most difficult bit 
of all in her song. With the emergency, strange to say, ber spirits seem 
to rise ; I saw her, as it were, almost pull herself together for it...... Look- 
ing into the front of the house then, I saw it changing...... Two minutes 
more, and the whole vast house seemed to gather itself up and listen...... 
Another few bars, ending in a few very high notes, with a sort of shake 
and wonderful (rudd in them, caused the apples and oranges to remain 


suspended midway between hands and moutbs...... The front of the house | 
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The Album is 

eae per Underground Rail, slightly damaged on the 
outside, but in other respects in exactly the same state as 
when delivered into Prpps’s hands. 


quickly taken up; then a few discriminating and kindly-disposed stallites 
began to clap lustily ; then the critical gods became good-natured all at 
once; then ‘‘ Bray-vo, little ’un!” then a deafening storm of ‘‘ hurrahs,” 
hand-clappings, and feet-stampings shook the walls of our old place, and 
I knew that the new girl had got her success—she would be all right 
enough after this. 

Looking at her at that moment, standing bowing with a bright, delighted 
expression across her pretty face, and something very like tears glisten- 
ing in her great eyes, I saw her gaze suddenly turned towards our box. 
A long and almost frightened look, followed by a sort of choking sob in 
her throat, a ghastly pallor spreading rapidly over her neck and brow— 
another two seconds, and——if old Spammer hadn't rushed on from the 
wing inthe very nick of time, and caught her, the new girl would have 
fallen down there and then in front of our footlights in a dead faint. 

What dark and terrible unrevealed mystery was this & scene from? 

* 


Well, and what do you think, sir, it turned out to be after all ? 

Why, just this:—The young gentleman turned out to be none other 
than Mr. Horace Waauey, the celebrated burlesque writer, who had 
written the new burlesque for our theatre, and the new girl was ‘‘ cast’’ for 
the principal part ; this was the only cause of hts anxiety about her—hAer 
abiluy, that is. His ‘‘ spasmodic emotion” was only cucumber, and our 
new girl was all right directly—her stay-lace was cut / 

The best of this story 18, that tt ts not altogether quite untrue. 


THE WONDERFUL MINORITY. 
Tuat the idea hitherto entertained by Jupy’s benighted office-boy, of the 
spiritualism business having become bankrupt, and the poor spirits being 
no longer worth a rap, was absurdly erroneous, is clearly proved by the pub- 
lication of No. 58, Vol. III., of the Spiritualist, a number of which pub- 
lication has just been placed in Jupy’s hands. 
The spirits are rappier than ever, it would appear, and the mediums in 


was rapidly changing. As the new girl, gaining fresh courage from the , high feather. Mr. Cuartes KB. Witiiams is at home daily, to give 


attitude of her judges, increased her efforts, and finished up her song with 
great spirit and execution, the first sparks of enthusiasm in the pit were 


private séances from twelve to five p.M., or he will attend private séances 
at the houses of investigators, or he will give public séances at 61, 
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evenings, admission, 2s. 6d. (Sat- 
evenings, for spiritualists 
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Lamb’s Conduit Street, on Monday 7 Ey Wi Ns 
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edium, ig aleo open to receive 
engagements in London or the 
Provinces; Dr. Huan McLgop 
“heals by spirit-power, and with 
very great success ;"’ Professor 
ApoLPHE DivreR attends patients | 
(Mesmeriam and Clairvoyance) ; 
Miss Hupsox, Normal Clairvoyant 
and Prophetic Medium, is at home 
daily (Sundays excepted); and 
Miss Goprasy, Curative Mesmerist 
aad Rubber, mesmerises or rubs 
for one guinea per week, and 
travelling expenses. But this is 
not all ; we have a féte for London 
spiritualists advertised to be held 
at Willesden Grounds, with ‘‘ all 
the usual sports, croquet, bowls, 
cricket and archery, swings for 
children, gymnasium and veloci- 
pede machines, also a racecourse 
for those who admire running.’’, 
Besides this, Dr. Sexton will ‘‘ go 
through the tricks of Dr. Lynx 
and expose them, and conclude 
with Herr Doprzr.” And ‘“‘at 
the conclusion, a bonfire is to be 
made, and when at ite height will 
be extinguished by a new combina- 
tion of gasesand water ; the process 
being a communication from the 
spirit-world."’ 

And well, indeed, do the spirit- 
ualists deserve some relaxation 
after the heavy duties imposed 
upon them by their attendance at 
the National Conference at Liver- 
pool, where the aérial flight of a 
plamp Bristol rograioa whom re 
spirits carried forty-two miles M 
while he was in a trance, was seri- 5 ssish aa cadena 
ously related by another reverend 
geatleman. Jupy only too gladly recommends the Spiritualist to the con- 
sideration of all lovers of true comic literature. The dearest comic (That 
Man P.’s paper) costs 3d. Another penny, and the Spiritualist is yours. 


THE ONLY JONES. 

_— “SUCCESS to 
Mons. Riviere,” 
Hon’r'd Ma’am, in 
the very largest 
type and the very 
blackest ink, if 
you please, Pro- 
menade concerts, 
instituted by Jut- 
LIEN, and carried 
on by MELLON, 
once more are 
numbered amongst 
the attractions of 
Lendon. this sea- 
son, under the 
able lead of M. 
Rivizre. Covent 
Garden Theatre 
has been trans- 
mogrified. Witha 
foundation of can- 
vas and a super- 
structure of calico, 
paper, tinsel, paint 
and silver stars, 
the vast stage has 
been converted 
4 a into an Eastern 
——x .—___ temple, while from 


the huge orchestra 
**Music’s golden 


tongue ” discourses eloquently from eight till twelve every evening. Every- 
body should go once—those who have once been will go again. 
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SO THOUGHTFUL, 


Dear, good, and kind Aunt Emma has been to the Soho Bazaar and house. 
brought home such lovely presents for the Children. Mamma happens 
to be suffering agonies from neuralgia. But no matter. Dear, good, 
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Mr. Gurven bas opened the 
Princess's with Manfred. What- 
ever can be done to make a play 
never intended for the stage 
presentable on the boards has 
been done. Scenery, groupings, 
balleta, ‘‘ effects,” and what not, 
please the eye, and for a while, 
perhaps, deaden the ear ; but that 
Mr. Gurver dare not rely upon 
Lord Byron's tragedy alone is 
shown by the announcement of 
Mr. Avbsry’s new extravaganza, 
The Will of Wise King Kino, 
which will have been produced 
before these lines are read, and 
which, Hon'r'd Ma‘am, I hope to 
speak of at length next week. I 
am glad the young author has got 
over hisdiscouragement in Oriana, 
and hope this time he will score a 
success. 

The Belle Héléne has been re- 
suscitated at the Alhambra as a 
novelty. The dresses are pretty, 
the orchestra is capital, but Mr. 
BuRNAND'S words ure inandible. 
The singing and acting of Miss 
Ross Brtt, as Paris, are very good ; 
she is a great acquisition to a 
rather weak company. Miss Kats 
Santer, as Helen, is Miss Karz 
SawrLey, and in that character 
finds, evidently, a host of ad- 
mirers. Her singing is poor. 
The usual Alhambra attraction 
of a grand and gorge:us ballet, 
with Pirrgri as chief dancer, 
follows the opera. It is quite 
TOO! worthy of the reputation of the 

There will be plenty to see 
directly in the theatrical way. 
Among others, Mr. J. 8. Cuarxs 
at the Haymarket, which will be 

~ opened under the management of 
Messrs. Wattur Jovoe and W. RB. Frexp at the end of this month. I like 
Mr. Crarke. He makes you laugh ! 

Hon’r'd Ma’am, one more experience, and I havedone, I went to the 
Strand and saw again Old Soldiers and Nemesis. Mr. Vernon, in the 
former, is admirable ; in the latter, M. Marius is bad. Indeed the 
whole of this lively, sparkling, pleasant little opera shows all the signs of 
indifference and carelessness often so unfortunately apparent towards the 
close of a lengthened run. 


HODGE AND HIS FRIEND (?). 
(See CaARTOOx.) 

THe absolute necessity for the expiring Liberal Ministry to 
invent a cry which may have a fair chance of popularity when 
the discomfited GLapsTonitTEs appeal to the country has resulted 
in the resuscitation of the old county franchise shriek. Unfor- 
tunately, besides the members of the present Government, there 
are several paid blatant revolutionists who receive salaries for the 
express purpose of raising discontent and promoting dissatisfac- 
tion. These men would willingly make allies of Hopcr and his 
family, but Hopex is, happily for himself, not so blind to his 
own interest as to follow his would-be leaders through a course 
of public-house oratory and seditious gatherings into the work- 
house or the gaol, but answers the unenticing tempter, “ Noa, noa, 
Measter; oid reyther stop as I be.” 


ROUNDABOODT. 
By the Square Man. 
Tax other day I paid a visit to the Brighton Aquarium. It was the 
celebration of its first birthday, and fish and harmony were presented in 
large quantities for the delectation of visitors. The romantic Octopus 
shook with emotion at the exquisite warblings of Madame Parey, the 
sensitive oyster thrilled with pleasure at the deep bass notes of Signor Fou, 
and the playfal porpoise pranced prettily to the accompaniment of Mr. 
Gargs’ Band. The happy idea of making the Brighton Aquarium not 
only a school for students, but also a lounge for dawdlers, has proved a 
great success; and no wonder, for Mr. Rexves Surrh has brought his 


? 
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_ experience to bear to render the place an attraction not only to marvelling 

- visitors but te promenading residents. Ata déedner given in the after- 
noon to celebrate the anniversary, it was stated that the Aquarium was a 
great success financially—a fact at which all lovers of fish, dress, and 
music should rejoice. I confeas to a small amount of wonderment that: 
the programme of the concert did not include, ‘‘ Here in cool grot,’’ ‘‘ Ob 

 weel may the’ Eel grow,” ‘‘ Beautiful Roes,” ‘‘ Haste to the Oyster- 
bed,” &e. &c. 

. The trains of the London, Brighton, and South Coast Railway, if you have 
the misfortune to miss the express, give you ample leisure duriog your 
journey from Brighton: to London to look over any light literature you 
may happen to have with you. I availed myself of the opportunity to 
read Tinsley's Magazine from beginning to end, and never, as far as my 
memory serves me, have I done so with as much satisfaction to myself. 
It is an exceptionally good number, ‘‘ Ug” being the best of its eighteen 
stories, articles, and poems. It is rather a pity that so good a number 
should be injured by indifferent illustrations, but this is a fault common 
to all the monthlies. With so many good conscientious artists to be had, 
it is a pity so much ignorant slipshod work should be engraved. Picture- 
leas Temple Bar is, of necessity, free from this fauit. A new novel, 
entitled ‘‘My Beautiful Neighbour,’’ commences this month. Avpaper on 
‘‘ Madame de Maintenon,” and another on ‘ Life at Ruisseau les Bois,” 
are worth reading. Mrs. Henny Woop's Argosy pursues the even tenor 
of its way with “The Master of Greylands” and its mysteries as first 
attraction, and ‘‘ Johnny Ludlow” a good second. With ‘‘ Overlooking 
the Engadine,” a series of pleasantly-written papérs on the Tyrdl comes 
toanend, Oe a a ee 

Mesrrs. Rovurtevce’s last addition to their books of American humour 
is called ‘‘ My Opinions and Betsey Bobbets, designed as a Beacon 
Light to Guide Women to Life, Liberty, and the Pursuit of Happiness, 
but which may be read by Members of the Sterner Sect, without injury to 
themselves ov the book. By Jostan ALLEN'’s Wife.” The bad spelling in 
this little volume will probably deter many persons from reading its pages, 
but there is a good deal of fan to be found in many of the sketches, which 
may repay those who look into them more closely. . 


ee 


JUDY’S JOTTINGS. 


G2 In these trades-union days it is very difficult to tell who is 
master and who is man, even in the rural districts, thanks to the 
ene agitators who, encouraged for party purposes by 
essrs. GLADSTONE & Co., have set honest men by the ears. An 
example of this state of things has been displayed at Ashton, an 
Essex village. Three unionists had threatened three men, who 
were at work contrary to the decree of the union, with broken 
heads, whereupon the threateners were arrested and placed in 
the parish cage. The whole village turned out for their rescue, 
but the authorities anticipated it by taking them at once before a 
magistrate, who sentenced them each to a fortnight’s imprison- 
ment. The parish cage did not suit the taste of the unionists, 
but it was a most appropriate place for a set of gaol birds. 
G2 A Sovrn Amenican newspaper, the Valparaiso West Coast 
Mail, publishes a communication which readers of English 
papers will peruse with horror. According to the writer, neither 
Dr. Kenegacy’s client nor ArtHuR Orton is the “real Sir 
Rgorr,” for (says he) “ Sir Roogs is now at one of the South 
Pacific Islands, a tattuoed chief, monarch of all he surveys, and 
is so beloved by the dusky natives that they won't let him leave 
or give him a chance of escape.” It is to be hoped he may 
remain there. The bare possibility of another Claimant turning 
up, tattooed not only on the arm merely, but all over, 1s more 
than human endurance will bear. 
—— 
Ge Franxness—not to say rudeness—has long been a charac- 
teristic of Mr. Lowe’s. but he does not often speak out so plainly 
as he did the other day. A memorial to the Home Office for the 
remission of a sentence of six months’ imprisonment passed 
upon two trades-union carpenters, for assaulting a fellow-work- 
man who had ‘‘ratted” during the builders’ strike, has elicited 
from Mr. Lowe a confession that in a case which has been pro- 
nounced upon i bs judge and jury he is powerless. ‘In fact,” 
says the right hon. gentleman, ‘I can do nothing.” A most 
pertinent description of his own qualifications this, which he 
’ ghares with his brother Ministers, and it is of course the reason 
why, in common with the other members of the Do-Nothing 
Cabinet, he draws a large salary. 
—_——~@——. 
4 The preparations for the forthcoming balloon trip across 
the Atlantic, which is to be made at the expense of the proprietors 
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of the New York illustrated daily journal, Zhe Daily Graphic, 
are exciting great attention. Professor Wise reckons to start 
some time next month, and to reach England or Ireland in sixty 
hours from the time of starting. The whole cost of the under- 
taking is calculated at £2,000.. The proprietors of the journal 
are very sanguine that the circulation of the paper and the 
balloon will'yo up together. . 

——@-—— 


SS The “ plague of rabbits,” which in past times constituted 
the stock grievance of the small tenant farmer, is fast ceasing to 
be. One landlord after another adds his name to the list of those 
who meet their tenants fairly and squarely in this respect, and 
now it is announced that— ‘ 
Sir A. B. C. Dixte, Bart., has granted his tenants permission to kill all 
rabbits they may find on land in their occupation under him. 
If the man who makes two blades of grass to grow where only 
one grew before, is to be honoured, the man who saves half his 
tenant's turnips must, indeed, be a public bunny-factor. Bravo, 


‘Sir A. B. C. D.! 


G2 Tuk Navy has not escaped the “‘ general hash ” which seems 
to be the result of all Ministerial management :— 

‘* A first-class hoy on board the Lord Warden, named Danizt Lewussy, 
who deserted in May, 1872, subsequently gave himself up in China, and 
was brought back to the Mediterranean in the Juno, has been tried by 
court-martial at Malta, found guilty, and sentenced to eighteen months’ 
imprisonment and dismissal from the service.” 

If this is an example of Mr. GoscuEn’s /irst-class boys, what 
must the remainder be like? 

—o-——_- 

@S A creat storm (in a teacup) is raging among English 
Churchmen. Dr. Tristram, while sitting as Chancellor of the 
Diocese of London, was applied to by the Vicar of St. Barnabas, 
Pimlico, for leave to erect a “ baldachin "—in plain English, a 
canopy—over the communion-table at the east end of the church, 
and in supporting the application it was argued that the ‘ balda- 
chin,” or baldacchino, though common in Italian churches, was 
not Romish. It was argued that it was in use by the Lutherans, 
and an example of it was alleged to exist in the church of St. 
Barnabas at Oxford. Dr. TRistram has taken time to decide, 
and a discussion has arisen in the Times as to what ought to be 
done. But surely all this talk as to whether some foolish 
Ritualist may sit or stand under an awning or not, seems to be 
less about baldacchino than just about balderdash-ye-know ! 
Have not Churchmen any better work to do than quarrel about 
this rubbish ? 


Muuitary.— When a soldier scales a fortress, does he always have a 


. weight on his mind? 


A Srraicat Tip.—If you want to work like a black use the Hindoo 


pen. 

Tux Best Thing to doshould the Drum of your Ear be Destroyed—Get a 
trumpet. 

He1cut of Impudence—A Life Guardsman peeping over Jupy’s blind. 

A Lapy Friend of Jopy’s thinks quite as many matches are made at 
Scarborough as at Bryant & May’s. 

Ir a man beats carpets, does he cane chairs also ? 

THE gas Jupy lights her office with is laughing gas | 

SurtaB.e Beverage for Dartmoor Camp—Tent wine. 

A Cockney swell was rebuked by a Brighton belle the other day, and 
bas had a ringing sensation in his ears ever since. 

The Best Place to get a Chop— Harcugrt's Hotel. 

An Annual Report—The Tower gans on Her Majesty’s birthday. 

How I prize you, my dear! said the jemmy to the safe door. 

Lapigs who Light up well at Night—Those who have lantern-jawa. 


NOW READY, 
One Shilling; Post Free, 18. 24d., 


JUDY'S HIGH JINKS; 


BEING 


FIVE HUNDRED HUMOROUS PICTURES, 
WITH DESCRIPTIVE LETTERPRESS, SELECTED FROM THE PAGES oF ‘‘Jupy.” 
By CHARLES H. ROSS. 
73, FLEET OSTRE ET. 
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A HOT DAY WITH ALLY SLOPER AT WINKLETON-SUPER-MARE. 
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Senscos (the grucer)’s boy, | sent with Need the Subscriber be told it was SLopza’s “Won't it draw the flies—just !” said Spriacs's 


Oonstant 
and special instructions not to joftex. by the way, back view? ‘‘ Whats lark if I dabbed adabo'treacle by; and wasn't Spricos’s boy just right, that's 
eaw such a funny object on the sea-shore on it!” said Spraicos’s boy. He did so whilst ALLy all. Poor ALLY! having such a nice nap, too. 
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gony of Arty. ‘'That worrited, he couldn't Worse agony of ALLY. Really too much of a good Concentrated double-distilled agony 
aS bit of reat.” Wild Gelgns of grooer’s boy. thing—joking apart. Wilder ast of grocer’s boy. siren! 8 boy ee upset by a 
of ALLY’s gingham. 
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) Charitable act on ALLy’s meses out of nase and fury of excited Srnicoas, whose grocery ALLY, restored to happiness, with bis nap. 
ocean unpleasantly damp grocer’s bo ad come to grief. The only thing in Senoos's boy's Foexet thew the water had 
{not spoilt was a papier moure—observe ALLY turming{that circumstance,to account. 


ts mat  Betnbad by WoopraLl anv Koeper, Milford Lene, Strand, London, W.0.—Waparapar, August 27, 1878. 
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HE SAID SO, ANYHOW!tas//\ 6% 


SERIO-COMIC JOURNAL. 


Mrs. Hovar's Son’s Wife (fra’ Lunnun) has come down to stay with her Mother-in-Law for @ day or two, and has been Marketing. © 


Mrs. Hodge. 
Daughter-in- Law. 
Mrs. H. ANpd WHAT DID HE say, Lass? 
Daughter-in- Law. 


SEASIDE SENSATIONS. 
By a PIER of the Realm. 


{Nore.—J upy hastens to print this communication from her valued 
Correspondent, whose hotel bills she has been paying for the last 
fortnight without receiving any copy in return. 


N.B.—She thought his lordship was stopping at Gravesend, and 
had written to remonstrate with him, urging the unfashionableness 
of the locale as a reason he should change his quarters. It is, 
therefore, gratifying to find that he has done so.) 


This place (Brighton), which in the memory of our great- 
grandmother was only a little insignificant town, on a corner of 
the coast little frequented, is now become fashionable, elegant, 
and universally known. ‘Till lately it had the name of Bright- 
helmstone, but, like low persons rising to eminence, who are 
ashamed of their origin, it has now assumed the other title, 
which certainly has a more genteel sound, and “ passes trippingly 
o'er the tongue.” 

[Nore.—Unless Jupy felt quite certain she had to deal with a 
nobleman of the nicest honour, she would be inclined to think the 
above was a bit out of some old guide book. | 

The soil of Brighton is naturally dry, and the heaviest rains 
that fall here seldom prevent the exercise of walking for any 
length of time after they have ceased, a circumstance not un# 
worthy of regard in a place of pleasurable attraction. 

(Norr.— Without in any way wishing to find fault with his 
lordship’s style, which is extremely elegant and flowing, Jupy 
wishes mildly to observe that it is rather filling at the price.] 

The Steyne is a delightful promenade, frequented by beauty 
and fashion during the mornings and evenings in the season, 
when a small but select band performs for their amusement in 
a neat orchestra. One inconvenience, however, is universally 


Sure-Ly, Lass, THA DIDNA GET THE EaGs oop at FARMER GiLvs's? THEY'RE: BAD, FOR SARTIN’. 
Ou, no, I ASKED HIM IF HE’D TAKEN THEM OUT OF THE NEST HIMSELF. ™ ~ 


-_— 


—_- — 


WELL, HE SAID THEY WERE ALL Nest Kaas, Zee 


felt—the fishermen of Brighton spread their nets ‘to dry where 
the company walk, by which means they are often in danger of 
being caught. Where so much benefit is derived to native 
individuals from strangers resorting thither, surely every com- 
pliment should be paid them, and every accommodation furnished. 

(Note.—TZhere must be something wrong here. <A resident of 
Brighton for the last thirty years, Jupy has just sent for, says 
he cannot recognize the description. | 

The Marine Pavilion is the favourite summer residence of the 
Prince oF WatEs. The front of Lady Anne Murray's elegant 
mansion on the Steyne is finished with artificial stone, of Apam’s 
manufactory, and makes a handsome show. The ‘‘ Castle Tavern,” 
kept by Mr. Titt, contains an elegant suite of assembly rooms, 
built with infinite taste and judgment under the direction of Mr. 
Grounpen, of London. The other set of public rooms is at the 
“Old Ship Tavern,” in Ship Street, an excellent house, kept by 
Mr. Hicks. The coffee-room fronts the sea, and over it are 
several pleasant bedrooms. Witttam Wane, Esq,, is Master of 
the Ceremonies, and the terms of admission to the balls, assem- 
blies, and to tea and promenade, are as follows :— 


Subscription for the Season... 00. os. wee vee ee «10 6 
WOO @66R BGM: 2k dee as was a te ae ere ee 
OR EG: PTOMORRDS iis tae sis aoe eas: “Gare quar tse. & 
Sunday Tea and Promenade... ... 1... 22. cee eee 2 O 
Cned Assembly Wight® sic dc.se aes oes ser ee 0, 0 


[Nore.—Jupy had no notion that the amusements of the élite 
were conducted upon these economical terms. | 

Dorset Gardens, among the recent improvements of Brighton, 
deserve to be particularized. To those who wish for quiet, and 
who can enjoy the charms of nature, this is a delightful retreat. 
The cricketing ground is chiefly used by the Prince or WaLEs 
and his friends. 
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The theatre is neither ill-built nor inelegantly fitted up. The 
scenes are well executed, and the dresses and decorations are 
very decent. The nights of performing are Tuesdays, Wednes- 
days, Fridays, and Saturdays, and the regular actors and 
actresses, who are respectable for provincial boards, are occa- 
sionally reinforced by some first-rate performers from London, 
who make a trading voyage to this place. 

[Notr.— Having reached this point, Jupy at once telegraphed to 
Mr. Nye Cuart, who says that his Theatre is open every night, 
and that just now Mile. Beatrice is—as she always does—and 
deserves to do—drawing large houses. Whatour Pier of the Realm 

is talking about Jupy cannot imagine. 


The Master Printer has stopped the Press (this will cost at least 
a thousand pounds) to inform Juvy¥ that the statements made by 
the Pier have been copied almost verbatim from a Guide to Water- 


ing Places published in 1808, — eee 


only question now to be 
decided is whether this ar- 
ticle should be printed or not.. 
_ If anything else turns up in 
time, out it goes. 

Nothing has turned up. 
Here's the article, but the 
playful Pier had better not 
come near No. 73 for a day 
or two.| 
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Jupy has resolved .that no con- 
sideration of expense shall stand_ 
in the way of her chronicling, :’ 
for the enlightenment of her’ 
readers in general, and the uni- 
verse in particular, the doings at 
all the places of healthful holiday — 
resort. An army of special cor- 
respondents has been dispersed 
over the country, and a new 
department has been added to 
her office, for the receipt and 
literary manipulation of tele- 
grams. The present opportunity 
is taken of thanking Mr. Scupa- 
MORE, and the authorities at 
Telegraph Street, for their kind 
co-operation in the working of 
this gigantic scheme. 

From Herne Bay, Jupy learns 
that the weather has been pretty 
much the same as elsewhere— 
astonishingly hot during most 
part of July and the first week or 
two of August; which is con- 
sidered very remarkable at this 
season of the year. Sometimesthe 
wind has been 8.8. W., but some- 
times, on the contrary, it. has 
been N.N.E. More frequently it 
has been neither. The illumi- 
nated clock has had a serious 
attack in its gas-pipe, causing a 
kind of twitch or spasm of lumi- 
nosity, like the jumping tooth- 
ache. An operation has been performed ; and the venerable patient, having 
experienced instant relief, now looks as bright as a strongly-magnified 
button. From Shoreham, the most interesting piece of intelligence is 
that the postman has a new second-hand white felt hat. Considerable 
excitement was caused a week or two ago in Southend by a report that 
the second son of Jonn Sir, Esq., of London, whose family is for a 
time located in the upper part of this fashionable watering-place, had, 
while fishing at the end of the pier, caught a flounder, On instituting 
a careful inquiry, our correspondent was able to ascertain, beyond reasonable 

oubt, that the rumour was strictly true. The fish weighed over an ounce 
and a half, and lived about twenty minutes in a pie-dish three-parts full 
of what may almost be deemed a flounder’s native element ; that is to 
kay, an exceedingly mild, flat pickle of pump-water and table-salt. But 
at seventeen minutes past one, the same afternoon, the captive Pleuro- 
nectida turned white side upwards and peacefully expired. Rosherville 
has been for a long while comparatively free from earthquakes and hurri- 
canes, Visitors are arriving in great numbers and going away again, 
generally after being supposed to have spent a happy day. The alleged 
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IT WILL DO YOU NO GOOD. 
Wise Boy. Yan! 
IT AWAY, YOU'D PICK IT UP. 


SOMETHING 
Mawworm. You HAD BETTER THROW AWAY THAT CIGAR, MY Boy: 


Go ON wi’ YER, YER OLD ’Umbvc! 
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case of measles at Margate has turned out to have been a false alarm. 


Mr. and Mrs. Brown are at Broadstairs ; and Mr. and Mrs. Ropixson, 
Miss Rosinson, Miss Mary Rosinson, Master Rosrnsoy, Miss AMELIA 
Rosinson, Master JouN Rosrnson, Master THomas Rosrnson, Miss JANE 
Ropixson, Master Richard Rosinson, Miss Cuara Rosrnson, and Miss 
Rosamond Rosinson are at Ramsgate ; where likewise are Mr. Morpecal, 
Mr. and Mrs. Isaac Sotomons, and Messrs. SHapRacu, MrsHacu, and 
Apepngco. An act of precocious daring has been performed at Pegwell 


' Bay by a lad of six, who, with the sail of a cutter, one pound two ounces 


burden, attacked and mortally wounded a wasp. Great anxiety is felt at 
Portslade concerning Major the Honourable Furrrerty Suysirp, whose 
sudden and mysterious disappearance has caused, indeed, the utmost alarm. 
He was last seen on the platform of the railway. 


ROUNDABOUT. BY THE SQUARE MAN. 

Amonc the many excellent reprints which Messrs. Rourtepas have lately 
given us, not the least interesting is RicHarpson’s once celebrated novel 
of ‘*Pamela; or, Virtue Re- 
warded,” which has been in part 
revised and parlourized by Mr. 
THomas Arcuer. The woes of 
this chaste maiden in the round 
_ cap and high-waisted, scanty- 
skirted frock are diverting 
_ @nough re-read nowadays. One 
can hardly cry, though, over the 
poor thing’s sorrows, any more 
than over those of her brother 
JosEPH, whose history FIELDING 
has told us. She was a really 
excellent young person, and one 
cannot help feeling really pleased 
| to hear that, when in the end 
_ she was happily united to the 
_ man of her choice, who ‘‘adorned 
the married life with all the 
warmth of an elegant tender- 
ness,” ‘‘she made him the 
father of seven fine children, five 
sons and two daughters, all 
adorned and accomplished by na- 
ture, to be the joy and delight of 
such parents.” It does one good 
toread about these pattern people. 
I feel ‘better for it. Go thou, 

gentle reader, and do likewise. 
‘*The Calendar of the Months ; 
_ or, Young Naturalist Abroad,” 
is the title of a little volume by 
the Rev. J. G. Woop, M.A., 
which will afford a considerable 
* amount of amusement to young 


j a |B 
> all ; 
Th Sh PS ORE 


: 
=e, git, 
5 . 
.* fe 
5 | 
i rs 
Lane? 


= 


worth purchase, 

THE ONLY JONES. 
Hon’r’p Ma’am,—I am glad to 
say that my statement of , last 
week, that Mr. GuivER was 
obliged to supplement the gor- 
geous spectacle of Manfred by 
another attraction in the shape of 
Mr. ALBERY’s extravaganza, was, 
to say the least of it, premature. 
The production of The Will of 
Wise King Kino has been in- 
definitely postponed, the for tu- 


IN THAT. 


Ir I cHvucKED 


nate lessee of the Princess’s Theatre discovering that he is able to fill 


his house without having recourse to an additional novelty. 


THE DREADFUL CONFESSION OF CAPTAIN SADBOY. 


[The following extraordinary epistle has come to me through the penny post, the 
envelope having evidently been misdirected. Of course J do not endorse a 
single word of the writer’s.—J upy. ] 


My pear Dick, Jollyboys’ Club, Wednesday, 11 P.m. 


When your astonished eyes fall upon the place from which I write this, 
and when your still more surprised ocular organs behold the time of night 
at which I am inditing the same, you will, nay, you must be aware that 
something startling, not to say strange and wonderful in the last degree, 
has taken place in the career of yours ever truly. And it has. 

But yet, Dick, companion of Childhood’s Happy Days, and trusty friend 
of my early Youth as thou art, hardly, 'pon my soul, can I brace myself 
to make such an extraordinary, astounding, nay, miraculous revelation. 

Why, when I come to think over the tremendous Double Event that 
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YOU SHOULD HAVE TAKEN 


TRYING IT ON. 
IT'S AN OLD RETURN. 


YOU CAN'T PASS WITH THIS. 


Ticket Examiner Bull.—-THIS WON'T DO: 


A FRESH TICKET AT GREENWICH. 
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has ‘‘ come off’’ in the last few hours, I declare, positively, it is only after 
the gentle and soothing stimulant of a B.-and-S. that my mind can ever 
partially realize it. ents 
I assure you, on my sacred word of whatd’ vecallit, it really cannot. 
= : 


The above little hiatus represents, if you please, a—well, alittle hiatus, 
or, as they say in concert programmes, ‘‘Ten minutes’ interval.” The 
‘*little hiatus ” 7 have just filled up by filling up a little biatus of my 
own with some really capital grouse-pie and a small bottle of Moét, 
which I considered my sensitive constitution stood in much need of. 

I am now better—much so; still, scarce can I nerve me to reveal the 
dark Srcret of the last few hours, 
scarce dare I yet tear aside the 
awful curtain behind which—— 
but, perhaps, another of those 
small bottles, eh ? Good. 

I am better now—very much so. 
Yet, can I——- ?_ But I suppose I 
must. So I will. 

Let me, then, tell you the simple 
state of the case, though I don't 
expect you to believe it all at once. 

Well, then, my Ricuarp, at last 
—and letthe most memorable words 
be put into italics—at Jast J am 
free! Phew! 

It is true, though, dear boy. Yes, 
once more am I able to plant my 
foot upon my native heather—the 
pavé of St. James’s, that is | 
—once more do I breathe as a 
free-born Briton always did ought 
to ! 

My dear Dick, if you could but 
only know what and how I've suf- 
fered—yes, sir, positively suffered 
—for the last three months or so, 
during which period, as you well 
know, I have been a martyr—a 
married man, I mean—you would, 
I’m sure, drop the tear of sym- 
pathy, and extend the paw of pity 
to yours truly, ee 

I bore it, Dick, honestly, as long SS 
as poor human nature—my human SS 
nature, that is, which is very poor 
—could stand. I suffered, and 
was silent. I brooded, and at last 
hatched the ScuEme. 

The next thing to do was to carry 
it out. The carrying out part I 
found worse than the brooding and 
hatching part. 

At last, Ricnarp, at last did I 
screw my courage to the sticking 
point, and then I cut it— my stick, 
you know. 

Yes, old man, I pm itr. ’Twas 
even thus :— 

On a sultry but otherwise lovely 
evening at the early commencement 
of the present week—Jast Monday, 
in fact—a tall and soldierly form 
might have been discovered all 
alone in the solitude of a luxu- 
riously-furnished banqueting apart- 
ment in Curzon Street, Mayfair. 
On his manly brow sat black Care, 
also a hat of the same hue......... 

To cut it short, however, at 
exactly fourteen minutes and three- 
quarters past the hour of eight 
o'clock, last Monday evening, I 
walked quietly out of our dining- 
room, proceeded with equal coolness across the hall, in the same calm 
and collected manner took my umbrella from the stand, ditto overcoat, 
ditto gloves. And then—still with the outward semblance of inward 
calmness—J opened my own street door / 

Sue little thought, Rrcwarp (she was up in the drawing-room making 
the post-prandial bohea, and oh, what slop she made!), Sux little 
dreamed, I say (and, O, how she did snore !),that a deed of such tremendous 
import was then in the act of being done. Little, I say, as Sue poured 
in the hot water with a liberal hand (it is one of the few things she is 


WILL GO TO THE FUNERAL ? 
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FELLOW’s PocKET-MONEY NEXT! 


liberal over, is hot water), did Sue imagine that such a blessed epoch in | 


THE WAY OF ALL FLESH. 


lst Gentleman. So, Poor OLD JOHNSON HAS GONE AT LAST: 
2nd Gentleman. YES, POOR OLD CHAP, HE'S GONE. I SUPPOSE YOU 


lst Gent. OH, YES, OF COURSE, DEAR Boy, I’LL Go witH PLEa- 


s od , a 7 0 
THE REASON WHY. 
Mrs. Nailor. Your Sox APPEARS TO BE VERY FOND OF MY DAUGHTER ; © 
BUT HE HASN'T GIVEN HER ANY TOKEN OF AFFECTION WHATEVER AS YET. 
Mr. Slipper (who don't approve of the match). Token or AFFEC- 
TION? Goop Gracious! no. Yovu’LL BE WANTING ME TO INCREASE THE 
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the career of her victim resulted from the simple faet of ¢his having that | 
minute just opened his own street door. : 

It may, perhaps, strike you as being something like a trivial operation, | 
but, my dear Dick, it really opened to my enraptured vision a Paradise !— 
Freedom ! ! Liberty !!! ° 

Ha! ha! Freedom and Liberty of the subject! Cigars and cognac ! 
Billiards and quiet rubbers! Soda-and-B., and sitting up to any o'clock ! 
Pardon these exuberant spirits, they are not alcohol.’ ° 

But to return. Istood upon the door-step and felt the blessed breath of 
Liberty whats-its-naming my forehead. I gazed around, and my palpi- 


| tating heart began to bump like anything with new-born hope. 
: | 


** All may still be well,” I said 
(to myself), ‘‘I may be happy yet. 
Nay, more, I will be.’ The last 
| three words I said aloud, for I saw 
that the windows above were 
closed, and that Sux couldn’t hear. 
And then—and then, why, then 
I walked quickly round the next 


corner. 

Even during that short walk I 
‘felt in an agony. Supposing SHE 
_ had her eye upon me from behind 

the window-blind ! 
| It was a terrible and trying 

_ moment, Dick, but I was equal to 
the occasion. Round the corner : 
was a hansom cab waiting—in the 
} 
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furtive and rakish manner peculiar 
to hansoms. 

I immediately got in, and in a 
whisper told the cabman to drive to 
the Lowther Arcade, At the en- 
trance I dismissed him, walked 
quietly through the Arcade, found a 
four-wheeler in Agar Street, jumped 
in and drove off like the deuce and 
allto the Club. Once inside the 
blessed familiar doors, and seeing | 
the jolly face of the hall-porter, I 
felt safe. 

** Recollect, Tomxrnson,”’ I said, 
slipping a sovereign into his hand, 
“‘if a lady ever calis for me here, ' 
I'm not in the Club, and you. have 
no notion where 1 am.” 

TomxKinson shut up his right eye, 
and J knew J was safe. 

Ha, ha, ha! Come and dine, ' 
my boy; come and have a jolly 
blow-out to-morrow with thine, a, 
Free Briton, Jack SapBoy. 

N.B.—Seven sharp. And won't 
we have a lark neither! 

P.8S.— Never marry for money, 
old friend. 
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Ree SPUTTERINGS FROM JUDY'S PEN. | 
WO Ir the Yankee succeeds in cros- ; 
sing the Atlantic in his balloon, it 
would be as well to get a leaf out” 
of his book, though, perhaps, it 
would only be a fly-leaf after all! | 
LY A Curip of Metal—One of the 
pee * | Woolwich Infants, 

IstnaLass—An old man in spec- 
tacles, 

Nor a very Soft Pillar—When 
it is down a granite pillar! 

A Killing Game—Croaky. | 
| Wuen you burn silkstone coals 
_ is it the correct thing to light the 

fire with satin-wood ? 

Mr. Grace is, it is said, to get £1,500 for his Australian tour. If he 
gets this sum for a two’er, what will he be paid for a score ? 

Sometuine likely to End in Smoke—The report of a gun ! 


A Frrine Party—A coal merchant. 

SomeTuHine all the better with a Lining—A purse. 

A New Creation.—Apam is First Commissioner of Works. No one 
can deny but what he is the proper man. 

A Buoomine Error— Rouge in private life. 

Common Objects of the Sea-shore—Niggers. 

TaveE Lovers (k)not—Candidates for the Divorce Court. 
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JUDY’S JOTTINGS. 
_HE company 
7X of incapables 
Pini hed ZC} Se who compose 
iE, i Oo = that fearful 
ae | ; ba and wonder- 
ie » . th aes ful medley 
, )) which is call- 
ip Ae the Libe- 
A ral Cabinet, 
2 9%->=~ do not as yet 
Lo oe Yip, have settled 
aA ——— quietly down 
: — into their 
- places, and 
another 
= shuffle of the 
"ais ee ———/C\ political 
:  ——E— cards seems 
imminent. An article appeared in the Times of the 25th inst., 
which is regarded as a sort of “ feeler” for an ‘entirely fresh 
arrangement.” Mr. Ayrton is discovered to have administra- 
tive talent though his manners are confessedly bad, and he is 
consequently proposed for Postmaster-General ; while our new 
Home Secretary, the Right Hon. Rosgrr, is suggested for the 
India Office. This last is an entirely new reading of a well- 

known hymn, beginning— 
‘* Lows, the poor Indian ’’ ! 

which Jupy commends to the Lord Chancellor for the next edi- 
tion of his hymn-book. Meanwhile, the quieter members of the 
Ministry who have neither distinguished themselves by quarrel- 
ling with each other nor by any special fitness for their posts, are 
allowed to disport themselves at their own sweet will. The First 
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| AWFUL INCIDENT ON THE SOUTH COAST. 
A Short-Sighted Lady can't make out what on earth this Board is about till she gets QUITE CLOSE to t. 


[Serr. 8, 1873. 
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[CONFUSION /!1 


Lord of the Admiralty, for instance, has jbeen all at sea ever 
since he became First Lord, and is—most‘appropriately at this 
holiday time—all at sea, still. 
—?— 

4 Me. Grapstone is a man of many parts. He has lately 
taken in hand his Welsh neighbours, and has patronized the 
Welsh Eisteddfod which, on the 19th inst., was opened at Mold, 
when the right hon. gentleman, as President, delivered the 
inaugural address. He reviewed the conduct of the English 
Government in respect to Wales, showing that since the Revo- 
lution, until a few years ago, it had been the Imperial policy to 
fill ecclesiastical appointments in that country with Enoglish- 
men ; that the English Government endeavoured to hector the 
Welsh people into the abandonment of their language, but they 


had clung to it with a fidelity absolutely unexampled, because it 


had been for them a feeling not of language merely, but of 
patriotism. Mr. Grapvstone doubtless spoke feelingly upon the 
subject of language, for ee is the right hon. gentleman's 
strong point. Of talkee-talkee he is a great master. It is only 
when the time comes for doing that he goes all to pieces. 
——¢—_ , 
4 Ir is stated that Mr. Lowe, the new Home Secretary, will 
shortly throw open to the public competition all clerkships in the 
Home Office, inspectorships of factories, and other appointments 
of value, which have hitherto been disposed of under the 
patronage system. But it is not stated (though doubtless it is 
the fact) that all the appointments are to be made upon the prin- 
ciple which has guided the appointment of Mr. Lowe himself. 
Any man showing a peculiar fitness for a certain berth is to be 
placed—somewhere A | 
_—p——— 

eS “ Waat's in a name”? <A good deal at times. The 
daughter of Don Cartos, the Pretender to the throne of Spain, 
for instance, has plenty in hers, which according to a contem- 
porary is, in French, Brancue-pe-CastiLLe-Marig-DE-La-Con- 


Serr. 3, 1873.] 


CEPTION - THERESE - FRANCOISE - D Assi8E - MAgGuERITE - JEANNE- 
BEatRIcE - CHARLOTTE - Louise - FERNANDE - ADELGONDE - ELVIRE- 
ILDEFONSE - REGINE - JoSEPHE - MICHELLE-GABRIELLE-RAPHAELLE. 
These constitute the young lady’s Christian name only, and 
when her titles are added, there is probably a dozen lines or so 
more. It isto be hoped that the Don is not going to have a 
large family, for two or three children christened in this fashion 
would exhaust the vocabulary. 


—4¢—— 
Gy Mr. Waattey, M.P., has left New York for England. He 
states that he has accomplished the object of his journey to 
America. This is rather sudden, and as cruel as it is unex- 
pected. Couldn’t the Yankees have kept a little longer a gentle- 
man who, if he be not Waattey-able, is beyond all question 
decidedly WHottry-able? The Americans ought to sympathize 
with a man who has plenty to say for himself. 

—_»@—_—_ 


qs A HORTICULTURAL contemporary describes an immense 
fungus which has been found eroay parasitically upon the 
pitch pine joists of the Bank of England. The entire growth 
.was so large that, when packed in a box for transit, it was as 
much as two strong men could carry. _The largest piece was no 
less than 6 ft. 3 in. in circumference, 7 in. thick, and weighed 
82lbs., growing upon a piece of joist weighing 63lbs. The 
fungus was umbrella-shaped, and had completely destroyed the 
wood of the pitch pine joists, and in the decayed parts were 
found an abundant crop of young cockroaches, spiders, and 
mites. By the bye, a report which had gained some credence, 
that this vegetable monstrosity was the veritable “gamp " of the 
Old Lady of Threadneedle Street is not—well, at present it lacks 
confirmation. 


TRYING IT ON. 


(See CARTOON.) 


Never a week goes by but the newspapers report some case of 
a “ well-dressed man” or ‘“‘a person of gentlemanly exterior” 
attempting to defraud one or other of the railway companies by 
passing an out-of-date ticket. In magisterial wisdom such 
persons are treated as swindlers. It would, of course, be utterly 
abswrd to suppose that a gentleman holding nearly the highest 
position in the realm could be guilty of conduct in the remotest 
degree resembling that of the individuals whose names we see 
placarded (dead-crow like) at the various railway stations; it 
would, of course, be wholly ridiculous to accuse any high-prin- 
cipled member of Parliament of using ‘‘an old return” to pass 
him from Greenwich to Westminster; it might, indeed, be 
' libellous to state that Mr. GiapstoneE had attempted to defraud a 
railway company, therefore to guard ourselves against the possi- 
bility for an action for defamation of character, we will simply 
state the well-known fact that Mr. Giapsronr, on accepting at 
his own hands a second office of profit under the Crown, has 
neglected to comply with the regulations of a certain Act of 
Parliament, which would necessitate his seeking re-election before 
the meeting of Parliament. 


THE SCENE OF THE TRAGEDY. 
(By Our Special Commissioner.) 

Ar this season of the year anything exciting is naturally hailed 
as a little godsend by the gasping papers, comic and serious; it 
is, therefore, only natural that Jupy—at any cost—should engage 
a Special Commissioner (they are really not very expensive) to 
pick up the latest bits of news respecting the latest sensation. 
She, of course, alludes to the horrible tragedy in Little Panmkin 
Street, which has so provident——she means so unhappily 
occurred just at this moment. 

On hearing that the tragedy had taken place at a public-house, 
our Special Commissioner, with even more than his usual readi- 
ness, set about his arduous task, and, provided with ten shillings 
for working expenses and his ‘bus fare, turned his face towards 
the spot now rendered horribly notorious by the perpetration of 
this diabolical crime. 

* * * * * * * 

This space represents an interval of some hours, during which 
Jovy is looking anxiously for the return of her Commissioner. 

At last, however, her Special Commissioner's copy is to hand. 
It is partly obliterated by having been inadvertently used to 
stand a pewter pot upon, otherwise she has no doubt the style is, 
as usual, perfect. sas * * % * 
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Jupy regrets to say that, after twenty minutes’ laborious appli- . 


cation, she has been unable to make anything whatever of the 
copy forwarded by her Special Commissioner. Happily at this 
moment, however, there is a ring at the bell: Doubtless another 


batch of copy. Perhaps the first can be passed over and a com- 


mencement made with the second portion. 
* * * + + + + 
Jupy’s Special Commissioner has not sent any more copy. He 
wants instead another half-sovereign on account. He is stand- 


ing drink to a gentleman at the bar, and ison the point of making © 


some most interesting discoveries. 
* * * * * * * 


Jupy has sent the money. She was not altogether without , 


misgivings, but she sent the money. | 
* * * * 


* e * 
No result. 
+  «* * * * # * 

Still no result. 
# % + # * + + 


A knock at the door. Who is this ? 

A policeman. What does the policeman want? He wants 
to know whether this card belongs to a gentleman on the Jupy 
staff, and whether that gentleman wears blue checked trousers. 

Goodness gracious! Jupy is not in the habit of noticing the 
pattern of her contributors trousers. Now she comes to think of 
it, though—yes, the Special Commissioner did wear a blue check. 

In that case, he was turned out of a place in Little Pannikin 
Street, and, refusing to move on, was locked up. 

Will Jupy bail him ? 

No, Jupy will not bail him. Let him remain where he is. 

No more Special Commissioners for this paper, thank you. 


THE LONG-WINDED ONE. 


‘THERE was a man, one Counsellor Mag, 
As used to carry a big blue bag; 
I had a claim to a large estate, 
And hiréd him to do the prate. 
‘* A word or two I’ve got to speak,” 
Says he, and then he talk’d a week. 
He talk’d a fortnight—three weeks—fonr ; 
The Judge, says he, ‘‘Is there much more?” 
He talk’d another week (that's five), 
The Foreman says, ‘‘ Pray look alive;” 
- But still he talk’d and talk’d away, 
For many and many and mapy a day; 
At last a Juryman, says he, 
*‘This must not, should not, cannot be; 
I cannat sleep, nor bite, nor sup; 
Will any one shut this party up?”’ 
Counsellor Maa he smiled a smile, 
‘* T’ve not quite done, sir, yet awhile ;” 
He talk’d for months—p’r’aps five or six— 
The Jury in their backs got cricks 
(The Usher died—that goes for nix). 
He talk’d for years—perchance a score ; 
Said many things, and still some more. 
The Judge and Jury slowly died; : 
They laid the latter side by side. 
One lives it out—sits grey and grim, 
While Maa, unwearied, talks at him. 
He says no word, the Jury don't; 
Perhaps he can’t—perbaps he won’t; 
He’s losing money, so he fears 
(Twenty a week for twenty years) ; 
And p’r’aps this preys upon bis mind ; 
Or p’r’aps he’s dull, thus left behind ; 
But yet he sits, though mortal ill, 
Maa, fresh as ever, talking still! 


0. 19 of the RATTLETRAP RHYMES will appear in our next 


number. 


NOW READY, —— 
One Shilling; Post Free, 18. 24d., 
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By CHARLES. H.. ROSS. 
738, FLEET STREET. 
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IS BETTER THAN CURE. 


-suffering Agriculturist to Excursionists (more in sorrow than in anger). I gay, you KNow, I REALLY CAN'T STAND THIS SORT OF THINe 


a 


A MAY DAY LONG AGO.' 


My grandmamma, aged twenty-one, opened her blue eyes one 
bright May morning, fifty-four years ago, and stretched and 
yawned and called to her French maid, Frivotts, to bring her 
chocolate. My grandmamma loved early rising, and never lay 
a-bed later than two. 

Her ladyship, therefore, when she had swallowed her three 
cups, got up at once and took her bath, and gave herself over to 
Mademoiselle Frivotte, who did what was necessary in the way 
of paint and powder, and then my grandmamma ed for her 
cambric déshabille, but changed her mind and wore her Circas- 
sian wrap instead; and then another ladyship came in her car- 
a to fetch grandmamma to go and make some morning calls. 

This other ladyship was older than my dmamma, five 
years or 80, but quite as prettily painted; and the Bond Street 
bucks and dandies ogled the two fine ladies as they drove by, 
and it was very charming and delightful. 

They went first to her Grace the Duchess’s, and there was the 
Marquis there, more wonderfully made up than ever, and my 
grandmamma’s friend ogled him, but he ogled my grandmamma, 
and then the other ladyship got very red and pleaded a head- 
ache, and they went away together smiling and talking to each 
other in the most affectionate manner possible, that horrid old 
Marquis kissing his hand to the other ladyship and squeezing my 
grandmamma’s hand as they went down stairs. 

Next my grandmamma and her friend went to the Pall Mall 
haberdasher’s and tumbled over the goods, but did not buy any- 
thing, and then it was time for my grandmamma to come home 
and dress for dinner, so she and the other ladyship kissed and 
pres and my grandmamma said, ‘“‘ Odious wretch!” under her 

reath, as she tripped lightly away. 

Now when my grandmamma was just completing her toilet, of 
all the stupid boring things in the world, what should my grand- 


atx! So gust Look ouT: AND THE Next Timm you come Across HERE, PR'APS YOU'LL HAVE THE KINDNESS TO GO ROUND THE OTHER War. 


papa (who I forgot to mention before—but he was only grand- 
mamma’s husband)—what should my grandpapa want to do but 
come up and see her, and, as my poor dear grandmamma could 
not for the life of her think of any excuse, she was really 
actually obliged to send down her compliments by Monsieur 
Fripon, my lord's man, and say that she would be happy to 
receive his lordship if his lordship would honour her by walking 


up. . 
Then his lordship walked up and sat down, a little out of 
breath, and waited till Mademoiselle Frivotte had arched my 
grandmamma’s left eyebrow. befora he disclosed the object of his 
visit, which was that her ladyship should honour him by 
accompanying him to Drury Lane Theatre. You can easily 
imagine my grandmamma’s mortification and disgust at the 
dreadful thought of being obliged to give up the dear, delightful 
Italian Opera for the horrid Kaglish screaming at the odious 
ah and she secretly resolved to use her influence with Mr. 
EMBLE to induce him, in future, to act only unattractive pieces 
on opera nights, which I have no doubt Mr. Kemster did to 
oblige my grandmamma, who was a very great lady. 
lord, having sat out half the right eyebrow process, and 
am. | with some admiration the play of Mademoiselle Frivotir's 
slim fingers, kissed my grandmamma’'s hand and took his depar- 
ture, and in little more than two hours my grandmammsa had 
taken her place at dinner, which had been kept waiting twenty 
minutes or so, till her toilet was completed. 

There were all kinds of dreadful peor there that evening, 
my lord's friends, my lady supposed, for she had never even 
heard of half the creatures’ names before, but she was not very 
rude to any of them, and quite delighted at last when my lord 
sage that he should take two or three to his box at Drury 

ane, and leave her to go in peace to the opera, where, unlike 
the theatre at which she felt certain she would not have met a 
soul she knew, she found all the world assembled. 
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Among the all the world, too, the dear Countess, at whose | was in full force. 


conversazione next Sunday the Honourable Captain had been 
specially invited to meet her. My lord was not to be invited, 
of course. The dear Countess was very amiable and commode. 

The Italian singers sang as sweetly as ever that night, but my 
grandmamma was notin the humour to listen to them. Instead, 
she drank tea and laughed atid talked loudly. The Duke was 
only half-a-dozen yards off, but she could not make him turn his 
head. Then the heat of the place overcame my grandmamma 
and she-fainted away, andthe Duke sent round to know how she 
was, which delighted. my grandmamma very much, and she re- 
covered rapidly. 

But the worst of it was,she‘was then and there obliged to go 
home after this occurrence amd go to bed the same houras the 
canaille. 
a broiled chicken, two jellies, 
and three or four glasses of 
Madeira, and dreamt when 
she slept that she Was a 
singer at the opera-housge, 
and that the Duke;and the: | 
Marquis and the Honourable, | 
Captain rapturously encored 
her. *® *% € - * 

I can hardly believe that | 
all these fine doings hap- | 
pened so long ago, and that 
that withered and wrinkled | 
old lady, propped up with 
pillows opposite, is the very 
same grandmamma, but she 
is; and so the world goes 
round and round, | 


vare* 


THE aiRaNan 
STORY OFA RUSTY NAIL... 
As Related by Itself. | 


Anp yet what, perhaps, is the | 
good of telling you my poor little 
rusty romance—it is such a very 
little one, and so rusty! If you 
do believe me—and it’s ten to 
_one if you credit such a battered 
disreputable-looking rusty old 
fellow as I am—why, maybe, 
you'll only laugh at the idea of 
such a worn-out scarecrow ever 
having had one at all! 

But let me tell you, madam, 
and you, too, my fine gentleman, 
that L-was not once upon a time 
what you see me now. Fine 
feathers make fine birds, meaning 
no offence to you, dear lady, and 
you should just have seen me in 
the days of my untarnished | 
youth. No, indeed, you would 
not have recognized that smart, 
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jaunty spick-and-span young fel- 
low of Yesterday—Ah, me! how 
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In her bedroom, therefore; she supped lightly on half | 


we - 


Nh 
~.. Bi nh 
NY 


et 


MOST EXTRAORDINARY. 

A report has been recently current in the N.W. District to the effect 
that Sergeant IarpstaFr¥ accidentally dropping into a Private Bar (for 
reasons of his own), happened to alight wpon Constable Curr who had 
also dropped in, promiscuously as it were (also for reasons of his own). 
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I—that is, the creeper and myself—came in for a good 
share of the usual amall-after-dinner-talk. 

Presently eame a gentleman with, I think, the very prettiest young lady 
I had ever clapped eyes on. What should this young lady do but catch 
her silk dress in me, and how sorry was I to tear her so. I don’t say that 
this fair creature actually uttered a naughty exclamation, but—well, 
perhap, you know, it was her ‘‘ best: dress.” 

The next moment down plumps my gentleman on his knees, and tries to 
extricate me from the ‘* best dress.” It was simply wonderful the time 
my extrication took. Counting the period by your gold watch, it-would be 
perhaps, not more than five minutes, but measuring it by the tieking of 
the living timepieces worn by the foolish couple wnside, ite blissful unutter- 
ableness meant years, ix ‘ — 

Anyhow, / was the instrument—/ did it—it was J who, really, was the 
deus ex machind, for, when my young gentlgman ‘got up after extricating 
me from the best dress, he was a ruined—I, meap, he was an ‘‘ engaged 

man, ; 

And the big yellow moon 
shone down on her fair upturned 

face—upturned to her first kiss. 
And J—well, he s6 blessed me 
for being the poor unwilling 
agent in effecting his great bap- 
' piness that, instead of throwitig 


——— 4 


_ after all! _ 
| Poor boy, she jilted hisj—re- 
gularly downright jilted him! | 
And I? Why, then, wat do 
you think he did with me 
Positively, positively be ste 
honoured me. J was the un- 
worthy agent still, It was J 
who sustained her portrait in 
this room aji the long, long years. 
Sd * * = + 


He ‘got ‘very reckless and 
hardened-like as he got older. 
Day by day, month by month, 
and year after year, he: went 
from bad to worse. Yet, when 
his eye rested on me, his face 
would alter instantly, and I 
have seen him hurl his just- 
mixed tumbler of toddy out of 
_ the open window, and come up 
to me witb, O, such a pitifal, 
tender, different face. jiaas 

Then he went away for years 
and years, leaving me aitill 
guarding his treasure. 

When he came back and 
opened the door, I saw his gaze 
fixed on meat once, and the cold 
stern face change. And he was 
away twenty-five years. During 
all those years J terribly 
altered, whilst he ?—ah, me! . 

* ® * * * 


S\N See me. away, he actually took ' nte 
i U)\ \ Za N: up, and put me away tenderly in 
~ laa his ‘waistcoat-pocket. - - 
, SSS _ Bow foolish we alt are when 
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far off that seems, and yet how 

near and O, how dear !—in the 

crippled, bent, poor creature of 
= = * 


Though threats of instant reporting were freely exchanged, ut is a 
singular fact that no intimation of the matter has yet reached the 
Head Authorities. 


Years rolled on.. Little by little 
I gathered the history of my 
master during his long absence. 


To-day. : 

You do want to hear my poor little romance? Yes, then I’ll tell it you. 

You want to know, in the first place, how it is that I come to be left 
here in this dull, gloomy unfurnished room in ‘‘ Barnard’s Inn, Holborn, 
E.C.,” the only ‘‘ fixture” in the set of chambers? 

Well, pretty lady, I don’t mind telling you, hecausze——ab, well, never 
mind why, now. : 
_. Well, then,.it must be nigh on half a century ago that I was bought, 

with many dozen of my brethren, by the head gardener of a certain then 
celebrated ald City swell, who had a regular show country house down Rich- 
mond-way., I was bought for a very common purpose—to help in teaching 
the youthful mind of an American creeper on the verandah outside the 
drawing-room windows how to shoot. 

For some months I discharged my duties well and conscientiously. 
Then the first scene in my little drama was played. 

We had a ‘‘ big dinner” on that lovely June evening, and some awful 
swells—male, and the other sort. Well, the coffee was over, and the 
pairing-off business, ‘‘just one look at the harvest moon, you know,” 


ain What an experience he had bad ! 
This poor battered old gentleman, what had he not done—to get rid of 
himself | $204 
& He had Ied half-a-dozen forlorn hopes, had been broken by court-martial, 
had been in the Marshalsea debtors’ prison—had come out after the 
‘‘ Limitation’? period had elapsed ; had then gone abroad; had got 
ruined again; had married an Australian heiress ; had been ruined, 
divorced ; had been first a slaver, then a pirate ; had commanded a ‘‘ free 
corps’’ in Mexico; had got up bubble mining companies in New York ; 
had—in fact, he had done everything in every quarter of the globe, and 
then, why then, he came back quietly to the old room in Barnard’s Inn, 
and— to me/ Subsequently, he went through the process common—too 
much so, perhaps, to some—of a certain undertaking. 

The pertrait—her portrait—was taken, or rather undertaken, away 
with him, whilst 7 was left—as you see me now. 
* * * Sd * a * 

He might have taken me with him, for I couldn't have got rustier 
anywhere. 
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RATTLETRAP RHYMES.—No. 19. The Little Lady and her Little Temper. 


So very mear perfec- 


yO NO REWARD! | 


And was much too 
foud of railing. 


To see her in her tantrums 

Startled ev'ry male beholder ; 
But, oh ! she was so pretty 

No one had the heart to scold her. 


When anything went wrong at home, 
Her deeds were scarcely lawful, 

And when she ‘‘ upped and spoke her mind,” 
The words she used were awful. _ 


The little lady fell in love | 

(These little ladies can), 
Surrendering her maiden heart, 

‘To such a nice young man,,- ee 
Alas! alas! how could he guess 

A smile could turn to frown ; 
He knew not of the wickedness 

Of THomasmma Brown. 


He never guessed her tiny veins 
With passion could grow big ; 

He little knew she stormed and cried, 6 
And stamped, and dashed her wig ; 


Abusing in her angry moods, 
Her venerable mere, 


ne ee as, 


A VOICE FROM A BRIGHTON BATH CHAIR. 


* * # # You dreadfully bad man, you. You're dying to 
make your escape. Oh, yes, you are, don't tell me! It can’t be 
very entertaining to pass hour after hour with a poor helpless 
thing like me. You haven't passed many hours? I should not 
have the heart to ask you to make the sacrifice. As it is, you 
have sacrificed too much—far too much for me already. 

* * * * * * * 

Those are the Chichester girls, I think, aren't they? You 
admire the eldest, of course—or the youngest, eh? Bread and 
butter, rather—according to my taste, but I'm no judge, of course 
—I'm not aman. They're looking this way, I think. “‘ How do 2” 

.@ + * * * * * 

You admire that style, of course? I thought so. 

* * * * * * 


eee eee 


Oh, don't apologize, pray. I don’t blame you, though I cannot 
agree. Still I think there is a kind of sort of—dash—a shop- 
girly showiness, eh? like the things that try the mantles on at 
the dressmakers'—what do you call them, mummies—dummies— 
you know—ha! ha! And so you think that's very nice, do you? 


She wrote to him such charming notes, 
All signed Eadem semper ; ie 
And forsix weeks he never knew 


But, oh ! fone day, one:fatal day, 6 ipa 


tion : 
AP PLY. ve She had a little temper. 
“ Overléoking just es 
MISS T#* BROWN. oné failing 
y She had a little tem- She stormed as was her use ; 
per, ‘She called him naughty wicked names, 


And sent’ him to the ——— can 
She kicked his unoffending hat : 
Her passion was not shammed; . 
And when she flounced from out the room, 
The harmless door she slammed. 


She Jeft her poor astounded Jos 
His senses in a whirl ; 

Sighing ‘‘ Naughty THomastna, 
Oh, naughty, naughty girl.” 


He thought and thought of many ways, a 
By which he might reclaim her ; 

And then he planned a harmless agheme, 
By which he hoped to shame her. 


To soften down her temper, and 
To mollify her ire ; 

He went him to the beadle, who 
Was also village crier. 


Cry, cry for me,” ALPHONSO said, 
‘*T will not be denied ;” 

And these verbatim were the words 
The beadle went and cried :— 


** Lost ; a little lady’s temper, 
Some say she never had one ; 
Who finds it had best keep it. 
N.B,—It is a bad one. 


IS of a sweet young And tearing out in handfuls her 

lady Expensive golden hair. 

r | t 
' m 1 te a4 Oh, ne! he never knew these facts, 
Sueh a precious littl Poor JoB ALPHONSO KING ; 
on a And called her pretty poppet, and 
Such a pretty little His darling little thing. 
thing ! 


‘© No reward for it is proffered, 
Tis not worth half-a-crown ; 
Apply at 9, Grimalkin Street, , 

Miss Toomasina Brown.” 


From her window THomasIna 
Heard the village beadle’s voice ; 

And she sobbed, ‘‘ Where's my ALPHONSO, 
Where's the young man of my choice ?” 


And there came to her ALPHONSO, 
Standing by was no beholdet ; 

And sbe wept upon his waistcoat, 
And she sobbed upon his shoulder. 


They flew into each other’s arms, 
And sobbed Ladem semper— 
The little lady, jubilant, 
She’d lost her little temper. 


Posrsoript, 


_— 


They married. Tommy’s tempers Jos 
Declares no longer vex him ; 

But, my! the way she carries on, 
The manner she henpecks him ! 


ugh, really—joking apart, 


There is something in the child tho 
even if her feet are a little large. 

* * * * * * e 

Do you know it is a dreadful life to be dragged about in one of 

these odious chairs. But a woman's life at any time is wearily 
monotonous—aimless. Men have the best of it. Don't you 
think so? You can’t think how hard it all is to bear, and how 
hard it is to bear it and yet keep on smiling sweetly. Not thatI — 
smile sweetly. I did not say that. Don't you notice how hor- 
ribly old and wrinkled I have got? Iam not joking; I havea 
wrinkle—really, though—look just over my eye.. And so you 
admire that poor child with the feet? They are alarming, though. | 
You should tell her to-go to some clever man. They have ways 
now of getting rid of a lot of foot by pitching up the heel. It 
would be a kindness if you gave her a hint. | 

* ae 


* % 


So you must go? Doge, then, pray. How I have bored you! — 
Yes, yes. There, there. Just so. Very pretty. Don't forget 
about the boots. = - iad * * 

# # # * s # * 


A fool! and to think he should know no better. What a rage 
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RATTLETRAP RHYMES.—No. 19. The Little Lady and her Little Temper. 


me IS of a sweet young 
y = lady 
TM gh: I tune my lyre to 


per, 
And was much too 
fond of railing. 


And tearing out in handfuls her 
Kxpensive golden hair. 


Oh, ne! he never knew these facts, 


sing, 
adhe wreetonn Hits) Poor Jos AupHonso KIng@ ; 
se J ha ad _ And called her pretty poppet, and 
Such a pretty,little His darling little thing. 
< thing ! She wrote to him such charming notes, 
” A R f All signed Eadem semper ; 
Ks NO REWARD! set ike, vale amen And for eix weeks he never kne Sou 
AP PLY, vo AP : ‘She had a little temper. a 
Miss ‘T= BROWN Overlooking just is 
; \ one failing— But, oh ! fone day, one fatal day, 
She had a little tem- She stormed as waa her use ; 


She called him naughty wicked names, 


And sent'him to the ge f 
She kicked his unoffending hat : 


To see her in her tantrums Her passion was not shammed; _.. 
Startled ev'ry male beholder ; And when she flounced from out the room, 
Bat, oh ! she was #0 pretty The harmless door she slammed. 


No one had the heart to scold her. 


When anything went wrong at home, 
Her deeds were scarcely lawful, 

And when she ‘‘ upped and spoke her mind,” 
The words she used were awfal. 


The little lady fell in love 
(These little ladies can), 
Surrendering her maiden heart, 
‘To such a nice young man.,- a: 


Alas! alas! how could he guess 
A smile could turn to frown ; 

He knew not of the wickedness 
Of THomasmna Brown. 


- 


He never guessed her tiny veins 
With passion could grow big ; 

He little knew she stormed and cried, 
And stamped, and dashed her wig ; 


She left her poor astounded Jos 
His senses in a whirl ; 

Sighing ‘‘ Naughty THomastna, 
Ob, naughty, naughty girl.’’ 


He thought and thought of many ways, 


By which he might reclaim her ; 


And then he planned a harmless sgheme, 


By which he hoped to shame her. 


To soften down her temper, and 


To mollify her ire ; 


He went him to the beadle, who 


Was also village crier. 


‘¢T will not be denied ;” 


os 


** Lost ; a little lady’s temper, 
Some say she never had one ; 
Who finds it had best keep it. 
N.B,.—It is a bad one. 


‘* No reward for it is proffered, 
"Tis not worth half-a-crown ; 
Apply at 9, Grimalkin Street, , 

Miss Toomasina Brown.” 


From her window THomasIna 
Heard the village beadle’s voice ; 

And she sobbed, ‘‘ Where's my ALPHORsO, 
Where's the young man of my choice ?” 


And there came to her ALPHONSo, 
Standing by was no beholdet ; 

And sbe wept upon bis waistcoat, 
And she sobbed upon his shoulder. 


They flew into each other's arms, 
And sobbed Eadem semper— 
The little lady, jubilant, 
She'd lost her little temper. 


Postscript, 


They married. Tommy’s tempers Jos 
Declares no longer vex him ; 


And these verbatim were the words 


But, my ! the way she carries on, 
The beadle went and cried :— 


Abusing in her angry moods, The manner she henpecks him ! 


Her venerable mére, 


te 


A VOICE FROM A BRIGHTON BATH CHAIR. 


‘6 Cry, cry for me,” ALPHONSO said, 


There is something in the child though, really—joking apart, 


* # # ® You dreadfully bad man, you. You're dying to 
make your escape. Oh, yes, you are, don’t tell me! It can’t be 
very entertaining to pass hour after hour with a poor helpless 


thing like me. You haven't passed many hours? I should not. 


have the heart to ask you to make the sacrifice.. As it is, you 
have sacrificed too much—far too much for me already. - 
* # * * * * * 

Those are the Chichester girls, I think, aren't they? You 
admire the eldest, of course—or the youngest, eh? Bread and 
butter, rather—according to my taste, but I'm no judge, of course 
—I'm not aman. They're looking this way, I think. ‘‘ How do ?” 

. @ * * 2 * # * 

You admire that style, of course? I thought so. 

* * * * * * 


Oh, don't apologize, pray. I don't blame you, though I cannot 
agree. Still I think there is a kind of sort of—dash—a shop- 
girly showiness, eh? like the things that try the mantles on at 
the dressmakers’'—what do you call them, mummies—dummies— 
you know—ha! ha! And so you think that’s very nice, do you? 


even if her feet are a little large. 
* * * * * * ® 
Do you know it is a dreadful life to be dragged about in one of 
these odious chairs. But a woman's life at any time is wearily 
monotonous—aimless. Men have the best of it. Don't you 
think so? You can’t think how hard it all is to bear, and how 
hard it is to bear it and yet keep on smiling sweetly. Not that I ' 
smile sweetly. I did not say that. Don't you notice how hor- 
ribly old and wrinkled I have got? Iam not joking; I have a 
wrinkle—really, though—look just over my eye.. And so you . 
admire that poor child with the feet? They are alarming, though. 
You should tell her to-go to some clever man. They have ways 
now of getting rid of a lot of foot by pitching up the heel. It . 
would be a kindness if you gave her a hint. 
# # # * * * * 

So you must go? Do ge, then, pray. How I have bored you! 


Yes, yes. There, there. Just so. Very pretty. Don't forget | 
about the boots. * * # s # 
# # * * * # * 


A fool! and to think he should know no better. What a rage 
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SEA VIEWS. 
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RAMSGATE.—Young Cuapg.urre has been waiting ever ao long for a fa 
I'min. I declare to goodness, I've a good mind to jump out of , if anything, complicated matters. 


this stupid chair this very moment, and—— What folly! To- 
shall help me out, and—— I rather think he'll see 


morrow 
But most 


the difference, if the man isn't a born idiot. 
men are. 


SLOCUM PODGER. 


Latest Intelligence. 
Stocum Popoxgsr, you may, perhaps, be surprised to hear, is much 
as it was. We have not a good season down here, a circum- 
stance which we attribute to the building of the Brighton Aqua- 
rium. My bow-windowed room is yet to let. 

A bold speculator with Barcelona nuts came down, per cheap 
train, last Monday. He lives on the beach, subsisting, it is be- 
lieved, entirely upon his own merchandise. What he will do 
when he has oracked the last nut, and chewed up the basket, 
goodness only knows. | , 

We have had the measles in the back parlour, and the whooping 
cough on the first floor. My good lady contributing twins, has 


BROADSTAIRS, —Mrs, Mawrowzxn is reoommended to try horse exercise. Mr. M.'s office is to urge on the fiery steed. 
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vourable opportunity to pop the question. He has got it this time, surely. 
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The measles and whooping 
cough we had taken very cheap 8s permanencies. . 


Extraordinary to relate, as my hand was tracing the lest line, 
a double knock came to the door. An elderly maiden lady has 
taken the bow-window and best bedroom. The next-door neigh- 
bours either way are fit to bite their heads off. 

She has gone out to market. She has been gone an hour. The 
boy from the grocer's has brought in a pound of moist sugar, two 
ounces of tea, a halfpenny fly-paper, and a tin of Australian beef. 

I can't say I feel altogether comfortable. 

{Weather rather raw, and wind inclined to be north-easty 
whenever the rain does not happen to come down in torrents.) g 


JUDY’S JOTTINGS. 


3° Tae spasm of national generosity which ensured from 
Englishmen a cordial welcome to the Suau of Persia seems to 


have exhausted itself, and we have subsided into the “ Liberal 
niggardliness " to which we have become accustomed of late [i 


_ Sepr. 10, 1878.] 


It appears from a telegram referred to in the Bombay Gazette 
that the Surran of Zanzibar, who has contemplated a visit to 
this country, has been informed by the Home authorities that “ it 
is not convenient to receive him at present.” This method of 
treating an acquaintance who invites himself to stay with us is 
decidedly mortifying for H.S.H. (His Sable Highness)—less 
like Sultan, indeed, than in-sultin’/ 

—_G——— 
GS “Our future masters,” as Mr. Lowe termed the working- 
classes, are “going it” apace. Ina trade circular issued by a 
firm of colliery proprietors at Cardiff, it is stated, as a reason 
for the diminished output at the collieries, that quite one-half of 
the colliers are enjoying themselves at the seaside. A short 
while since the Barnsley collieries were at a stand for a whole 
week while the miners held a long bean-feast. It is said that a 
collier can earn £6 or £8 per week; and it is becoming evident 
that, if you want to rise in the world, the best way is to go down 
as low as you can. ge 
G2 That “ unmixed blessing” from the Liberal Cabinet, the 
Licensing Bill, which was to effect such marvels of social reform, 
like all the other schemes of our Liberal administrators won't 
work. The chief constable of Liverpool, has reported to the 
magistrates that since the passing of the Licensing Act there 
has been an increase in the amount of drunkenness. He 
accounted for this mainly by the greater amount of money and 
the shorter hours enjoyed by the labouring classes. What will 
Mr. Bruck—a thousand pardons, my Lord ABeRparr—say to 
this? Couldn't he renee to get a Bill through the Upper 
House which would compel these unskilled labourers to go home 
and go to bed at eleven ?—it would not be straining things very 
much further than his Licensing Act does. Perhaps his Lordship 
wil turn this over in his mind during the recess. 


—_—»—— 
aa Brevity, besides being the soul of wit,'is an immense com- 
fort at times—never more so perhaps than when one is enjoying 
a well earned holiday. The Prince or Wates, who has well 
earned his, has been cruising about in the Royal yacht. But 
the other day, unfortunately, he ventured to go to Plymouth, 
and the corporation (of course) soon had an address ready for 
him. But H.R.H. was equal to the occasion. The address was 
“taken as read, and acknowledged by the Prince or WaALeEs 
thus :—‘‘ Gentleman, I thank you very much for your kindness,” 
and then H.R.H. departed. (He did not add—not out loud, that 
is— If you catch me in Plymouth Sound again, wrhy-——” 

—_—_»—— 


EF Counr Scrorts, the President of the Alabama Tribunal, has 


written a note accepting a testimonial presented to him by the 


United States Government. He says “he rejoices at having 
been enabled to contribute to a great international work,” and 
promises to set a ceal of store by the tea-service Uncle Sam has 
sent him. Fancy calling this unconditional ‘“cave-in” a great 
international work! The next thing, of course, will be an invi- 
tation to a quiet tea party of all the old ladies concerned! 
——-@——— 
$2 Hans Busk has long been known as a good shot—a thing 
to be mentioned with due respect on the 10th of September— 
but a few days since he came out as a “ man of mark” in a new 
line. He has had built a little sea-going vessel, called a lifeship, 
the mission of which will be to cruise up and down the Channel 
in all weathers, bringing succour;,to ships when approaching a 
lee shore. The vessel is about 70 tons burtlien, was designed by 
Captain Busx on the finest lifeboat lines, and will be furnished 
by steam engines of 70-horse power. When the lautch took 
place the traditional bottle was broken over the bow by Miss 
Gooprn, and the lifeship named the Peronelle. Everyone will 
wish the Peronelle “Bon .voyage” on her benevolent mission, 
having come to the conclusion that not the sponsor only, but 
projector and craft as well, are all Goodens together. 
ay aan 


&8° H.M.S. Devastation is to-undergo a series of sea trials from 
the western ports of the English Channel. There has been 
rough weather during her late cruise, and “the fear of those 
sailing in her is, not that she will capsize, but that she will be so 
Overwhelmed and covered by heavy seas as to become un- 
tenable.” It is rumoured that Mr. GoscHEn contemplates adding 
to the navigating staff of these vessels an officer whose duty it 
will be to say whether it is going to be a fine day or not, so that 
Ironclads may go to sea or stay in port, as the case may be, with 
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security. These officers are to be called Clerks of the Weather, 
and will receive salaries on the usual Liberal scale—nothing to 
begin with, and half that amount to retire on. 


—_—e———. 
ee Ar the annual exhibition of the Rickmansworth Cottage 
Garden Society, Lord Esury addressed the labourers on the 
increase of wages that had taken place throughout the country 
He regretted two drawbacks which had attended it—violent 
a Maa and greater eee Perence but he hoped that other 
labourers would take example from the navvy, who had raised 
himself from a very equivocal character to be one of the best 
behaved men in the country. Most observers will agree in this 
opinion: though all the credit must not go to the labourer, 
because in the wages market, you see, the navvy always has his 
pick. 


GROANS FROM A “TALLYWAG.” 
Tune—‘' The Mistletoe Bough.” 
THe Tallywag wails o'er affairs of state, 
And the Editor batters his weary old pate ; 
He strives to make out that defeat means a win, 
But his cheerfullest smile is a sorrow-struck grin. 
Oh, for the Editor’s grin. Oh, &c. 


The Shaftesbury election has caused him to groan 
O’er the loss of a seat which he’s ready to own ; 
But still in his grief there's the old gallant dash, 
For a lady, he says, cooked the ‘‘ Liberal ” hash. 
Oh, for the ‘‘ Liberal’? hash. Oh, &c. 


His candour is famous, though he doesn’t say 
What caused all the scheming—the serious delay ; i 
It wasn’t because of a Lord—oh, dear, no! 
That ‘‘ Liberal” managers bamboozled so. ! 
| Oh, for the ‘Liberal’? plans. Oh, &c. 
It’s sad, but it’s true, that the Tallywag feels 
There’s something a-cloggin’ the ‘‘ Liberal” wheels ; 
And its columns are full of apologies lame, ee | 
"Because they have played out their ‘‘ Liberal ” game. - °| 
Oh, for the ‘‘ Liberal” game. Oh, &c. ses 
' "Twill soon be all o’er with the Tallywag’ssong,  . \— 
For its ‘‘ Liberal" doses are getting too strong ; | 
Its woe-begone pages shall then, every week, 
Be occupied solely in ‘‘ gulping the leek !” 
' Ob, for the “Liberal” leek. Oh, &c. 


- * 
- 


SPUTTERINGS FROM JUDY’S PEN. 
“* Rea Worcestershire Sauce ” (from the harvest field),—‘“‘ Go back to 


Lunnnn, yer durned old Cockney!” (Not an advt.) 


‘*Types” of Civilization—Printers’. 

Way will Ritualists in future have smaller beards than other people !— 
Because, we fear, they will have balda-chins, | 

A LUNATIO writes to ask whether, when a door is not a door but a jar, - 
the door jam is kept in the said jar. 

Hints to housewives—loop your muslin curtains up with the window 


WHen is the wind barmy—Don’t say when it is in the y-east. | 

Must a doctor have a license to amputate a game leg. 

Ir all the sea walls on the Sussex coast were to give way, would it be a 
prudent step to send a gang of navvies down to Shoreham (shore’m). 

Go to the seaside if you wish to study the lights and shadows of married 
life or the changes of the tied. 

To Warst Puayers.—Should a chimney-sweep trump his partner's 
trick when he cannot follow soot'? 

THE Claimant ought to win the day ; he has got the weightiest matter 
on his side. . 

Can Democratic Shoemakers ever become Housebolders ?— Certainly 
not, when they’re all (1)Opagrs. 

Tar Harn-at-LAw—Mr. AtwR.u's specimens. 

BRYANT AND May's matches have got the prize at the Vienna Exhi- 
bition. When shall we hear of any of poor Hymen’s matches being spoken 
well of? . 


—> 


“NOW READY, 
One Shilling; Post Free, 1s. 2kd., 


JUDY’S HIGH JINKS: 


BEING 
FIVE HUNDRED HUMOROUS PICTURES, 
WITH DESORIPTIVE LETTERPRESS, SELECTED FROM THE/ PAGES oF “‘gupy,” ~ 
By CHARLES_H)) ROSS. 


73, FLEET STREET. 


~—-——— 


JOURNAL.  [Seprr. 10, 1873. 


ED 


\ a Wh 
\ \ ( QE 
Ni \ AN \\ 
\ \\ AY WN 
x. \ \ 
\ 


| 
u . 


° 


» - 
‘ Vue ~! ’ 
5, Sy*' i 
‘ \, 
~~. .» % 
sf a) m 
«SS ay os 
as “SS 7 
“ — —_— —= at 
~~ —> 
—" 
—_ —$—$_$—$— 


OTN ee TTT EOI 
NS wets > =. ~~ 


“Ad j - 
- 7 — = —- u 
San av 7 (UAL UEC HTT 


<> 


\ 


eect tahs 


i 
: 


4/ 


72 


Mi 


® 
SN 
- : ¥ 
tS 
y 


. \\ \ ; SS 

A ) ‘A 
AVN Nae 
tay, 2. However, pe Rook the poor babe to his heart, 
1. This is the shamoful way a respectable uld gentle- i ola ie 
man, in the rag and bone line, was imposed upon by a 4 
dissipated femalé porson, of whom he bought a few 
rags. 


~~. 


ath 
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| BEST PRICE 
| GIVEN | 


5. Succeeding to the business, the wretched found- 


ling, one day purchasing some old rags, discovered 


base i ti- 
4. Behold here a horrible instance of base ingra bis abandoned mother. 


tude. The wretched foundling thrusting his patron 
3. Then brought fit up as his own (it was never into the grease-pot, with the intention of selling the 

anything but bones), teaching it all the art and result to the soap boilers. 

mystery of his craft. 
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8. But the monster never thrived, and being 
himself sold up at last (Girt cheap) by the sheriff, 
he finally. became. s @carecfow (arti frightened all 
utilized her as his shop sign. the diriis' out ofthe parish: 


6. Who recognized and clasped him to her breast. 7. On the wig wing $ But as he had had the misfortune 
The wretched foundling did not see it, though. to buy her, he 
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“WHAT ARE T:.HE WILD WAVES SAYING?” 


Well, if you must know, they say they are beginning to qrow a little bi! tired of this sort of thina. and wis to goodness evcrybody would go home again. 
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OTHER PARTIES OF THE NAME OF JOHNSON. 


I prosisxp to be DouBLeton’s’ security. It was a mere matter - 


of form, because. DovBLETon could quite: easily have got the 
money on his own name; but he was good enough to say I was 
a good sort, and might as well. 

I thought I might as well, as DovBLEton raid so, and it was 
settled that way. 

First 8 man from the United Vultures Loan and Discount 
wrote to me, to say that DocBLEToNn had proposed me as a secu- 
rity, and as I was out of town, Mrs. Jounxson’s mother opened 
the letter and telegraphed to me pathetically upon the subject. 
Anotker party of the name of Jonneon, at the hotel at Hastings, 
where I was staying, opened the telegram, and then the lendlord 
read it, and eyed me askance as I went in and out—so that I was 
glad to pay the bill and take my departure. 

Before I got back home, however, I had had an indignant 
letter from Dousieton. I was a nice fellow to do another fellow 
a good turn, he said. My security, as he told me, was a mere 
matter of form, but yet I chose to go and crab the whole thing by 
being out of town just the very moment I was wanted. 

I felt this rebuke keenly. I only have a fortnight’s holiday in 
the year, and have to suit my time to the seniors’ convenience. 
Thus it was I had to go just at —_- 
a time when it was not advis- 
able for Mrs. Jounson to take 
a railway journey. 

However, I hastened to apo- 
logize to DousBLeton, and asked 
him how I could set matters 
right. Dousieron was rather 
sore abdut it; but he said he 
would ty and got the thin 
out of the confounded mess 
had ‘at into, and told me 
the be88thing I could do was’ 
to go miéelf straight up to the. 
United. Vultures, there and | 
then, and state the case to the | 
secretary. ‘. 

I told Jounson, diffidently, 
that I was only out for my SUN yt, Noy 
dinner hour from the office, and SS Le i yl 
that the hour was nearly ex- SURO 
hausted, and perhaps the head WN < 
clerk might object; But Dov- :, . 
BLETON seemed to take it to 
heart so, I didn't see how I 
could get out of it, so I took a 
cab. we 
The United Vultures’ nest is 
in an upper story of a high 
houre, let out for offices, up a 
crooked City Jane. There are 
several staircases in this house, 
and several corridors and long passages up and down, all of 
which I rambled in search‘of the Vultures, whose nest at that 
time was being repapered and painted, so that they had come down- 
stairs for a time, and were temporarily on a Jower landing. 

There were, however, so many businesses in the house, always 
coming in or going out,.or removing temporarily for repairs, that 
nobody hardly knew anything of anybody's whereabouts, and 
one or two people I dropped in upon by mistake, were really 
quite short with me. . 

But I got hold of the.right place at last, with the name on a 

ost outside, and tapped on a counter to attract the attention of a 


SERVE 


HOW DREADFUL! 


ittle grey-haired gentleman making entries in aledger. ‘My name 


is Jopneon,” said I; “and I’ve come aboutthe loan.” “Ob,” said 
the little grey-headed gentleman; *‘ Mr. Sotomons wants to see 
you. Wait a bit.” I waited a bit while he went into the inner 
office, in which I heard a loud voice (probably Mr. Sotomons’) 
say, ‘“ Oh, Jounson’s there, ia he? J'd like to have a word with 
Junnson. Show Jounson in, end I'll give him one for himself.” 

I can't exactly say that Mr. Soromons had a seductive way 
with him, heard at a distance, but he was ever so much worse 
when you got nearer, for, said he, the moment I entered, “ Look 
here, JoHNEON; you won't do, you know, and it’s no good his 
sending you, you know that very well.” 


7EM RIGHT. 
Mrs. Barkis (meeting Mr. Bopp.E, who went to Brighton and back last 
Sunday for Three Shillings). AXD DID YoU SPEND A PLEASANT Day, sir? 
Mr. Boddle. WEL, MIDDLIN’ LIKE. But I Lost My MIssvs COMING BACK. | 
Mrs. Barkis (with her head full of the recent accidents). Poor Tuixe, 


Bot I sHoULD MAKE ’EM PAY FOR IT IF I was you! 


[lle only meant she got left behind, though, because she would run back 
into the Refreshment-room at the last moment. 


There was a way SoLomons had of putting a case you couldn't 
easily contradict. Yet I thought, under the circumstances, I 
might almost venture to ask, ‘‘ Why?” 

But he blazed up dreadfully when I did so. 

“ Why?’ screamed Sotomons, “why? why, because you 
ain't good enough, that’s all. You've been through the Court 
twice already, and you've got a bill of sale this very minute. So 
look here, you know, Jounson. You're not good enough, and if 
hibit wants the money, he must send us something a little 

etter.” 

But a light began to break in upon me at this point. 

“ WaLkrtR?” I said, “I don't know any Waker. I'm to be 
security for DouBLETon, and l’ve never been through the Court, 
and I've not got a bill of sale.” ‘ Who's DovusLEeTon?” roared 
SoLomons. ‘Don’t knowsuch a name.” ‘‘Ien't this the United 
Vultures?” I asked. ‘‘No,it isn’t.” ‘‘Oh,” said I, “I beg your 
pardon.” 

He was right, too. When I came to look again at the paper 
pasted up outside, it said, “ United Vultures three doors lower 
down.” I had been into the “ Judas Iscariot Friendly.” When 
I tried them three doors lower down, they took me to their 
bosoms in quite a fatherly sort of way, and I promised “jointly 
and severally” on along slip of bluepaper. * * * *& 

Subsequently, when DousBtE- 

TON failed to pay, the United 

| Vultures sold me up. 


| THE HEIGHT OF THE SEASON 

| IN TODGER'S RENTS. 

' TopaeR’s Rents are said to be 
threatened by the Board of Works, 
but, up to now, no active steps 
have been taken towards their de- 
molition, and the Renters are com- 
paratively cheerful. 

The inauguration of the. oyster 
season has been celebrated, as 
usual, by a ‘‘ grottern’’ at the street 
corner, erected under the personal 
superintendence of M’rupz, Mrs. 
Hicara’s eldest but one, and the 
young gentleman from the coal and 
potatowarehouse. The Misses Jacx- 
son have been especially fortunate 
in levying toll, in honour of this im- 
posing structure, from the passers- 
by. They are reported, upon good 
authority, to have raised three- 
pence-halfpenny in fourdays. When 
lighted up at night with a tallow 
candle, the effect—except when it 
is windy—is really imposing. 

Mr., Master and Miss O’Fua- 
HERTY have gone a-hopping, which 
makes the Rents rather duller than 

usual at this time of year. ~ Mrs. 

O:FiaHERty’s cries for the police, 
after having words with Mr. O’FiaHeERrty, haveawakened nobody out of their 
first slagp for some time past. Mr. O’FLAHERTY is, however, expected 
back about Sunday or Monday, when, perhaps, Mrs. O’Fuanzety will call 
for the police again. They have the brokers in, as usual, at No. 7. 

A few fastidious persons have recently taken objection to the fried-fish 
shop at the corner, which has so long formed a kind of landmark—seen 
afar off, and smelt even farther. We should recommend the owners of 
such over-nice noses to shift their lodgings to some other neighbourhood. 
(Perhaps the drawing-room floor may be vacant at Buckingham Palace.) 

La Mode, as represented by the sweetly pretty blue and pink bonnet with 
lemon-coloured strings in Misa Spaicorxs’s parlour window, is not exactly 
the same in the Rents as elsewhere. The flies (of which there are a good 
many hereabouts) seem to be rather fond of this bonnet. There are usually 
about twelve or eighteen on the crown at one time when the sun shines. 

The sun sbines on Miss Spriceins's side of the Rents, and in a patch of 
suplight Mrs. Moougy’s father takes the air every morning. The old 
gentleman, with his silvery locks and cheerful smile, forms a pleasing 
object for the eyes of the residents in the houses opposite to dwell upon ; 
it would be pleasanter still if his face were ever washed. 

Mrs. Mootey is his last surviving child out of eighteen, and Mrs. 
Mootey’s father is the patriarch of the Rente. He has seen: better days, 
and when young and rich was open as the day with his money. He set 
Moo.egy up in business three times, and Mrs. Mootgy loves him for it, and 
says that he shall never want. She is even now exerting her influence to 
get him into the workhouse. 
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| And I sat myself down on the quay 


| hipped, and actually out of health. 
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OFFICE BOY’S MOTHER AT BOULOGNE. 


Mapam, you my think me of no account ’cos I’m only an office boy's 

mother, 

But a worm, Ma'am, will turn, and I dare say you've heard that one turn 

45 is deserving another ; 

And my meaning is this, you may 
send me in England wherever 
you choose, 

But it don’t seem a fair kind of thing 
to take a poor lone widder and 
pack her off by herself amongst 

all them nasty Mossoos ; 

~' Poor ignorant things as they is, as will 
never come to no good; 

What with their revolutions and con- 
fusions, and their speaking a 
lingo that can’t be understood. 

Well, Mum, business is business, and 
when I got your orders, though 
it went sore agin the grain, 

I went and took a ticket, and got into 

Ui) - the Folkestone train ; 

Yip>.< S— _ But the young man never told me I’d 

QS have to go in a boat, which I 

a : think was uncommonly wrotg, 


“— 


For if he had, or you had, or anybody had, you'd never have caught me 


a-going to Boolong. 

Lor’! there now, I sat myself down and felt that uncomfy and queer, 

As soon as ever as the Captain said, ‘‘Go on ahead,” and we steamed 

away from the pier. 

“© Put back,” says I to the Captain, I says, ‘‘I want to get out,” says I, 

‘1m a poor lone widder,” I says, ‘‘ but I ain’t prepared to die ;” 

‘* Don’t take on 80,” he gays, ‘‘ you'll soon get used to the sea ;” 

“Oh! oh! ! on!!! ooon!!!!" I groans — and “Give her a basin,” 

says he. 

How I ever survived the voyage is more than I can say, 

And I don't see if Briranwra rules the waves why the wares should carry 

on in that titappy way. | : 

Well, we got to Boolong! I don’t think 
much, Mra. Jupy, of France; 

For though I’m an old woman I’m 
pretty sharp, and can take most 
things in at a glance ; 

And as for the fishwomen—there now 
—a lot of them standing together, 


shoes or stockings--Lor’, Mum ! 
you might have knocked me down Yy) ny 
with a featber; Lv gern \ rae 


where I could, for there wasn't < 
no benches, | 
And I says, says I, out loud—and I 
didn't care who heard me—I says, 
‘‘T don’t think much of these /< 
Frenchies.” : ; | 
So up comes a general officer, all sword, epaulets, hair, and cocked hat— 
And speaks without being introduced, he does/ But, Lor’! I’ve heard of 
these French soldiers, and I knew the game he'd be at— _ 
And I says, ‘‘ No!” says I, ‘‘I’m a poor lone widder, and don’t want none 
of your billing and cooing ; 
So don’t fancy you're going to take me in with your gammon and French 
parleyvooing.” ; 
But he kept on persevering, he did, and, my Goodness! just didn’t he 
stare ; : 
And quite indignant, I jamped up, and said, ‘‘ Well, I declare !”’ 
And says he, ‘‘ What do you declare!’’ says he, at least so they told me 
he meant; 


THAT IMPOSTOB, BUFFLES. 


‘* Wry don’t I go out of Town ?” 

Humph! Ab, well, if you come to that, why don’t I? There’s really 
nothing to prevent me, is there? No, I’ve only got to tell my fellow to 
put so many shirts, &., into a portmanteau, to provide myself with my 
cheque- book, to hail a cab, and take a first-class right away for ANYWHERB. 

This being the state of the case, ‘‘ Why the Doosz,” aa my old friend, 


| WriuraM Borrixs, commonly called ‘‘ Bruty,” who has just shut the door 


of the Club smoking-room behind him, says, ‘‘ don’t ye go, dear boy?” 
Yes, Burriss is quite right, I ought to go. I’m getting moped, low, 

I’m losing my appetite, and worse— 

I’m losing my palate. Yes, that bottle of Haut Brion, which is now 


And he thought I was smuggling, and was only-a Castom-house officer 
after all; and J told him again I was a poor lone widder, and 
gave him a back number, Mum, and he went away quite 
content. 

There was a pleasant young man who was English, with yellowish hair 
and nice features, 

So I says to him, ‘‘ Please, sir, will you tell me how to talk to these poor 

benighted heathen creatures ;”’ 

And he answered, ‘* You'll have to speak French.’’—‘‘ It’s no good telling 

that, sir, to me.” 


IS Oh yes it is,” he says, ‘‘ for 
SS * when you talk French you 
| ra rey Wee” 

ALS. er FZ *©Well, if that’s all,” I says, ‘‘ it 
ra i ep ain’t difficult, and their 


dixionary can’t be very big, 
Though I don’t quite hold with 
running about all day crying 
‘Wee, wee, wee,’ like a pig.” 
But I went into a shop and said, 
‘* Wee,” just as bold as a 
morsel o’ b 
‘Oh! D. Wee,’”’ says the man. 
“Wee,” saysI; and he filled 
= Z me a scrimingin glass 
_ shelf, just close to his elbow 
= and handy ; 
And I give you my word, Mam, I emptied two of ’em before I knew as it 
was brandy. 
Then I went on the beach and Plook’d at the bathing, and saw, in the 
smartest of dresses, 
All a-swimming*together promiskws, a shoal of Mossoos and Mossesses. 
And I says, ‘* Don't tell me,” I says, ‘‘as this style of thing ain’t im- 
proper; 
What's the use of a Lord Chamberlain,” I says, ‘‘if on this he don’t put 
any stopper ? 
Take away their license,” I says, that angry I came near to bursting, 
‘* Tt’s wrong, it’s ondecent, it’s shocking, it’s brazen-faced, bold, and dis- 
gusting !’’ 
‘¢ What's the matter ? old woman,’ 
‘SOh, thank Ivings!” I cried, as 
I sank in the voice’s arms; 
‘*but here, right away in 
furren parts, amongst a jot 
of barbarian savages; it does 
my heart good to know 
there’s an Englishman near. 


9 


Briton; you wouldn't de- 

ceive me; : 

Sucoour a female in dress,” says ~~\ 

I, ‘‘and promise you never | / 
will leave me !" 

He didn’t behave quite hon’ra- 
ble, that young man—in <<, 
fact, more like a rogue than —— 
& prince, 


For he borrow'd eighteenpence on the spot, and if you'll believe me I’ve 
never seen him since; . 

But there, Mum, I won't say no more, but that next time I hope you won’t 
send me so far; ' 

And I beg to subscribe myself truly thankful that I am a British widder, 
and not one of them lady Mosscos, and also your obedient and 


obliged 
Orrion Boy’s Ma. 


before me on the table, is from the same bin—they daren’t play any of 
their games upon me here—but yet, by George! I—I can hardly belseve it. 
That sauce, too, I had with those cutlete—which our chef here is ao 
famous for—didn’t strike me as being at all up to the proper mark. 

I ought to have gone out of Town weeks ago. 

Bless me! how soon it gets dusk now ; why, there's the fellow lighting 
the lamps in the square outside already. Dear me! how nimble he is 
about it, and how merry and light-hearted he seems over his stupid idiotic 
work. Why, I declare, he’s positively whistling, What can a wretched 
drudge of a fellow like that have to be so precious cheerful about, I should 


like to know?...... Hab, now he’s lighting the lamp just opposite. Hallo! 
What's he waiting for now, I wonder ?...... Oh, of course, a woman. 
Bah! I might bave known that....... 


gn rn pe SS SS ss nS 


comm ewe me mm + ee - 


» 


220 


How glad the two fools seem to be to see each other! See, she turns 
her face up to meet his; the gas-jet he has just lighted falls upon it...... 
How pale it is, and how big her eyes look! Eh? why, she’s actually going 
to cry, I do believe....... Hah, my young lamplighter is kissing her tears 
away, and saying something that soon makes her smile through what is 
left of them. Why, she looks quite happy again. Yes, she’s really not 
a bad-looking girl......... 

Ah! they're going to part now. I can see my young fellow holding a 
little hand tightly in his big brawny one....... He’s leaning over her now, 
and whispering something earnestly to her, that makes her lJift up quickly 
a face all sunshine.......Her lips shape four words that I can almost see, 
even from here, are ‘‘ Heaven bless you for that/" so bright is the light 
in the big eyes. Her tiny hand presses his for one moment. The next 
minute her poor little shawl is fluttering round the corner, whilst my 
young fellow shoulders his ladder bravely, and goes off to light more 
stupid gas-jets with a very thoughtful, but yet a happy-looking face. 

Pshaw! What Fooxs people do make of themselves. 

Dear me, how sleepy I am, 
to be sure! Bad sign this, get- 
ting so drowsy after dinner,— 
digestion weak —general want of 
tone, and all that.......... 

** Really, do you really leave 
Town to-morrow ?” 

The Scene.—A conservatory, | 
opening out from the reception | 
rooms of a large London house, 
dimly lighted with Chinese lan- 
terns, placed skilfully among 
dark shrabs and choice brilliant 
exotics. The Time.—Any o'clock 
after midnight. The Dramatis | 
Persone.—A very old standing 
dish in dramatic companies— | 
two characters which have been 
‘cast’ for ‘‘leading business ”’ 
from even the ApAm and Evr 
period—a man, and (of course) ~ 


rele 


Sultry, perfectly breathless, is 
the night. 

‘*Shall we go out into the 
verandah ¢ ”’ he asks. 

She rises without a word, and 
he follows her outside. 

How graceful is the tall slight 
figure in its trailing white silk, 
leaning pensively over the stone 
balustrade ! 

So the male character in the 
little drama evidently thinks, 
for he goes up to her and also 
leans over —very close to the 
white silk......... 

Below them are the thousand 
twinkling lamps of Piccadilly ; 
above, a deep blue sky, and, far 
away on the horizon, a faint 
pink blush—like, Hx says softly 
to himself, Her sweet face some- 
times (poor fool! he had never 
heard of the famous ‘‘ Bloom”’ 


DOI 


oy yy i, 
OVI j 
CYT 
VY) y \ 
\h hy “i Mi 


then). Kind-hearted Sailor Man. You TAKE MY ADVIOR, Sin, BRanpy’s THE 
_They both look long at the ONLY THING TO DO You ANY Goop. You TRY AND PERSUADE MY Mars 
pink horizon. HERE TO LET YER HAVE SOMR BranDY—I1's ONLY A SHILLING A Drop. 

: a is dawn, ? she murmurs, 

‘Ab me!’ 


‘*Of what?” He whispers, ‘Tell me,{darling, I may accept it asa 
token—a symbol of the dawn of your ——” 

She interrupts him. ‘‘ But you are going to leave me—you are going 
away—out of Town.” . oo 

‘* Only say ‘stay,’” says the poor moth, fluttering eagerly, ‘‘and——” 

‘You will actually be kind enough to tell your man not to pack the 
portmanteau,”’ says this modern Evg, with the well-known silvery laugh, 
and turning her wonderful eyes full on him. 


Time.—Eleven a.m. Scene.—Under an umbrella on the beach at 
Folkestone. Dramatis Persone.—As before. 

She. —‘* Dearest !” —and so on, and so on for the next hour and a half. 

He.—‘* Darling !’"—and so on and so on, for the same period. 


Time.—Eight p.m. Scene. —The Smoking-room of a West-end Club in 
September. Dramatis Persona.—As before —with the exception of the 
feminine element—only older, much older. 

He sits—the only ‘‘ member” in the room—before the open window. 
There is a tall bottle by his side and a cigsr in his mouth. The bottle is 
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quite full, and the cigar has gone out. In the remote distance a liveried 
servant slumbers peacefully. 

The snoring of this unhappy menial—‘‘ What business, hi 'should 
like to know, ‘as members to be ’ere in September?” (sic unhappy 
menia!)—arouses Solitary One. 

‘¢ What am I here for?’ he sighs wearily; ‘‘ why don’t I go away; yes, 
away—anywhere /” 

Why, hang me, if I didn’t drop off after all! Confound that Haut 
Brion and those infernal cutlets! ‘‘ Have I been to sleep, Jamus ?” 

** Can’t really say, sir.” 

‘¢ Why not, sir, confound you ?” 

‘* Well, sir—really, sir—I beg pardon, but I think, sir—I believe, sir 
—I’m afraid I dropped off myself, sir.’ 

Poor beggar! no doubt he wants to get away for Ais holiday—out 
of Town. | 
_ ** Well, JAmgs, just bring me some coffee and curacoa, and that’s all I 
shall want; you need not wait after that.”......... 

It was only adream, then! 
Why, I could almost —ah, dear 
me, what fools we all are !......... 
I almost could—Pshaw! and 
_ after all these years, too! 
Pooh!...... Bah toss Bosh! 
Burrires was right when he 
said ‘‘ we live in a high-pressure 

___—__~_._ ae age, and cannot afford to live 

=a nS upon réchauffés; action, dear 

oar a UY boy, action, and plenty of it!” 
i cy WT, Ai Poor old Birnty ! Do you feel 
wf a ANE | much at ‘high pressure,” I 
= ff re | wonder, when you take those 
— : }-=—— | white (too white, Bruty) teeth 
= | outo’ nights, and deposit them 
| carefully in their case? Do you 

act up to your own advice, 

my poor old friend, when you 
doff that curly brown wig to pop 

your cotton nightcap on hastily, 
| and then, whilst gulping down 
your nasty gruel-stuff, you take 
out that little old-fashioned sha- 
green case with her portrait in- 
side? Poor Bruty! you're no 
better off, I do believe, than 

any of us, after all! 

It is getting darker and darker. 

Not a soul in the Club, I do 


There’s somebody 
sneaking quietly in at the door! 
Eh? No! Yes! Why, bless 
me! it is the very man—+ié is 
Burr.ss! t 

Poor old friend! have you, 
too, a hidden reason for not 
‘going out of Town”? Have 
you, too, a skeleton that flits be- 
fore you on the sunny beach, and 
is ghastly in the shade of cool 
country lanes ? 
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_JUDY’S JOITINGS. 


4° Tue professors of sleight 
of hand, conjuring, and the 
black art generally, do not always get things their own way. A pro- 


fessor, who recently gave an entertainment in a seaside place, 


was indulging in the usual boasting about his sleight of hand 
feats. After his performance was over, a gentleman present 
offered to bet him £5 that he would make everything disappear 
in less than a minute. The professor took the wager, when the 
other turned out the gas. [The £5 was paid, and the next day 
that professor was giving his entertainments at another watering- 
place where they have no gas in the locality. | 


— 
és Tue First Lord of the Admiralty means to be right this 
time, if taking precautions will make him so. The ironclad 
The Shah has just been launched at Portsmouth. The ship 
received its present name in lieu of the Blonde, by which it had 
been previously known, in honour of His Majesty of Persia, 
and it is officially stated that the name will be placed on the stern 
in Persian characters, “which it is agreed shallithe’ forwarded 
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from the Foreign Office.” There is nothing like being careful, 
but imagine two Government departments agreeing about any- 
thipg—under a Liberal Administration ! 
, _— oOo 
Ge A curtain M. Joverert, of Paris, is reported to have hit on 
the means of making artificial sugar. It is the simplest thing in 
the world; being, it appears, produced by “a synthesis of the 
constituent atoms of carbon, hydrogen, and oxygen.” People who 
would like to try their hands in this direction will, perhaps, 
please make a note of these details, and act accordingly. 
— 


GS Tue Home Rulers of Ireland have at last decided upon 
their wants. They have made up their minds what to insist 
upon. In solemn conclave at Dublin they have assembled, and 
here is their programme :— 

The replacement of the Lord-Lieutenant by a Suzerain (with a nomi- 
er title of King), nominated by the Qoummy, and elected by universal 
suffrage ; 

The establishment of diplomatic relations with foreign Powers ; 

The right of “the people’ to confer hereditary titles; __ 

300 peers and 300 commoners, elected by universal suffrage, to form 
the Irish Parliament ; 

No peer to ait in the House of Lords unless elected by the people ; 

The right to establish an,Jrish army and navy ; 

The right to confiscate the estates of absentees, and to order the sale 
of their estates ; 

&e. &c, ke. 


When they have got the one or two little things mentioned 
above, they will draw up another list. But, probably, those 
already mentioned will not be realized in a day or two. 
——¢—— 
GS Ir is announced that a scheme will shortly be published 
‘‘ for the foundation of a National School of Music, under very 
distinguished patronage.” Should this national musicel school 
be established before the present Ministry leave office ‘(which is 
very unlikely), one of the arts to which much attention. will be 
paid is the national musical art of singing small, under the 
immediate direction of the Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs. 
| —o-— . 
fe ~ Tae Bethnal Green Board of Guardians has “ declined an 
offer from the Marchioness of Sattssuny to provide a Turkish 
bath for the inmates of the workhouse.” It is understood that 
the Bethnal Green guardians have been in hot water so often 
already, that they don’t care about having it on the premises, 
; — =< 
¢& Tue General Post Odice has for some months past been 
working the“ Duplex” system of telegraphy ; that is, transmitting 
messages to and from places at the same time on the same wire. 
This system is said to commend itself, in an eminent degree, 
to the present Government, for it enables them to say’a thing 
one minute, and take it back the next. 
——- 9-—— 
= Ir is rumoured that Mr. Grapstong, in order to raise & cry 
for his party, intends to abolish the income-tax—or try to do 80. 
The Liberals are in sad want of a cry, doubtless, but in their 
frantic efforts to get hold of one, all they have been able to achteve 
up to the present time, is to raise a laugh. 


THE ONLY JONES. 
How’r’p Ma’am, 

I like to bear of rising talent, and so the other day I read, with all the 
pleasure you can imagine, in a theatrical contemporary, of the début of a 
young Jady serio-comic singer, at the Canterbury Hall, who, the critic 
saya, ‘‘is sure to tread the very highest rung on the ladder of popularity.” 
The same authority goes on to state, that ‘‘She is full to overflowing of 
fun, vivacity, and ehic, and with consummate slyness she makes her 
audience contribute to their own amusement. Thus, in a song called 
‘Winking at Me,’ she ‘ spots’ a gallant young warrior in the balcony ; a 
gay Lotiiario in the pit ; or a stray Benedick in the stalls, accusing each 
in turn of ‘winking at me,’ threatening them with terrible consequences 
should they be discovered ; drawing the attention of the whole house 
upon them, and causing unbounded merriment at their blushing confusion.” 
Benedicks, Lotharios, and modest young men of Spartan morality, will 
alike know how to spend a thoroughly happy evening when they read this. 
They have only got to catch the fair songstress’s eye, and if they don’t 
enjoy themselves thoroughly, it is not her fault. 

The: critic continues, ‘‘She has also another capital song, with the 
re‘rain ‘They always like it though they say they don't,’ which she makes 


applicable to young ladies who pretend to object to being kissed, to singers 
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who try to excuse themselves from responding to an encore, and to similar 
hambugs.” I don’t know whether young ladies. pretending to object to 
being kissed is all humbug, but I have occasionally observed the dear 
creatures wiping their faces with an expression scarcely indicative of pro- 
found rapture, when the kisser’s back has been turned. The critic ought 
to know best, though. Iwill leave it to him. But there can be no 
doubt about one thing—the young lady who sings these nice songs, ought 
to get on. 

The Haymarket opened the week before last with Messrs. Jonn S. 
CLARKB and George BeLMorg to amuse the public. Hon’r'd Ma'am, I 
am quite equal to filling the whole of your valuable paper (with your 
key-ind permission) with an account of The Heir-at-Law and A Widow 
Hunt, but perhaps your readers may care to know no more than that 
they are admirably represented, and consequently irresistibly comio, at 
the Little Theatre in the Haymarket, so I turn to the Charing Cross 
novelties. About five-and-thirty years ago, Doves in a Cage, by 
DovucLas JERROLD, was a failure. Mr. Narion’s company is hardly 
likely to make it a success, but the Last of the Legends, an extravaganza 
by Grupert a’Beoxkert, in spite of being badly played, wit hone solitary 
exception, and being heavily handicapped by metrical interpellations, is 
likely to enjoy a long run. The writing is sharp and pointed— indeed, the 
piece, though nominally a burlesque, is something more than fooling, and 
is worthy of more critical attention than is usually devoted to pieces of 
this class. Report says, the Charing Cross manager is abeut to produce 
Macbeth, with several songs by Mr. W. H. C. Natron. I append a portion 
of the probable programme :— 


MACBETH. 


A Tragedy by WiLiiam SHAKSPEARE, with numerous Songe 
Mr. W. H. UC. Nation. ” 
Act If. . 
Scrne I. : 
Court of Macbeth’s Castle—Going . Hea Macveene Soliloquy —Premeditated 


urder. 
Song. ‘‘I Love the Life of the Zingari.” Written by Mr. W. H. C. Nation. 
Composed by Mr. Quaver. Sung by Mr. MacBeru. 
(Published by Messrs. NAIL AND BcRaw. Copies may be had in the Saloon.) | 
Lady A 8troog-minded women ~The orsuasion to Crime—The Deed 
one!!! 


{ , 
Song. ‘‘The Gleeful Gleaner.” Written by Mr. W. H.C. Natiox. Composed: by 
Mr. Tintang. Sung by Mrs. Macseta. 
(Published by TOMLINSON £ND Co. Copies may be had in the Saloon.) 
The Arrival of Visitors—The Im de Porter —All Ale!!! ; 
Dvet. “The Pit-pat of the Rain.” Written r. W. H.C. Nation. Composed 
by Mr. Taprpzgnny. Sung by Messrs. Lennox axp Macpvrr. ‘ 
(Published by Messrs. Natt anD Screw. Copies may be had in the Saloon.) 

The Deed of Blood—The Daggers—The Murder —The Discovery!!! ° . 

Song and Finale. ‘‘The Pensive Lily.” Imitated from a French Romance, by 
Mr. W. H.C. Nation. Sung by Mr. Macsera and Chorus. 


SPUTTERINGS FROM JUDY’S PEN. 


Extract of Meat— Bones, of course ! | 

Tux name of the shoemaker is wanted who said all the barefooted Arabs 
of London ought to be leathered. (N.B.—Would the above ever see the 
last of ’em ?) 

ErrcRaAM ON THE DeatH oF AN UNDERTAKER.—He whose business it 
was to measure other people's lengths has now measured his own. 

Stump Orations— Dentists’ puffs. 

. Wuion is the vainest bird, the peacock or the weathercock ? 

A Rowour that quickly Spreads—A peacock’s tail. 

Coverings for Bald Heads—-Half-crowns. 

Apropos DE BottEs.—The reason why BowaPanrrTE lost the Battle of 
Waterloo: because he had to contend against odds—a BiucuER and 
a WBSLLINGTON ! 

Tus Latest Kind of Verdict—*‘ Decidedly guilty, though with some 
ee doubt as to whether he is really the right man.” They hanged him 
anyhow. 

Lors of farmers smoke their hams. Meerschaums are too much, though, 
for a good many Cockneys. 

A Farenp of Jopr’s proposes a pleasure trip to Cadiz. Not for Jupy. 
How can it be pleasure when it’s (S)pain? 

Mr. Rimmev has taken the First Medal for English Perfumery at the 
Vienna Exbibition. Jupy always admired Mr. Rrx1aE1’s scent, but doesn’t 
see why it should be sent so far away; she likes it best sent to No. 73. 
(Mr. Riuaegt to note.) 


Query.— Dore the Hour have more than the usual number of second 
editions ? 


NOW READY, 
One Shilling; Post Free, 1s. 24d., 


JUDY’S HIGH JINKS; 


BEING 
FIVE HUNDRED HUMOROUS PICTURES, 
WITH DESCRIPTIVE LETTERPRESS, SELECTED FROM THE Paces oF *‘ JUDY.” 
By CHARLES H. ROSS. 
78, FLEET STREET. 
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A STORM IN A TEAPOT. | Gixty Years Ago.) | 


Paovooun.—Dame Trot and Dame.Dor were two desr nloo old ladies who lived together in perfect peace and harmony. and every afternoon of their lives took tea 
atthe same heur (each making it to hor own tas'e in her own teapot); and one day, Damo Tarot said to e Dor. ‘‘ You old dear, I will treat you to some winkles.” 
** Bless your old heart! 20 you shall,” replied Dyme Dor; ,‘‘and at the same time I will treat you to eome s'rimps.” 
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1. Here please to observe Dame Tror and Dame Dor 
wa for the shrimps and wiokles, and smiling on 
¢ach as swootly as swocetly—or swootlier still. 


¢ 7 

Well, you see, Dame T Fi aga ‘ict any suv ona hav Mies cack en cnkina thine: 

806, e TRCT waa A any one we done an un 

it evourred to ber that, as the kettle boiled, she Se any One Oe aie toe Teens Taos aoe 

might as well make her tea. But Dame Dor did not when first she tasted it. 
! 


Trot was not looking, she flopped a lot of cold water 
into the kettle. 
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4. Then Dame Dot prepared to make her tea; but 
Dame Trot, labouring under a sense of injury, took 
and emptied Dame Dor's tea into her own pot. 


winkles and Dame Dor's maid with the shrimps, 60 
all will be right after all. 


5. This is Dame Dor tasting her tea, which was, 
really and truly, if you will believe me, no better than 


hot water. 
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; 7. But the shrimps were as dry as anything, and there } / 9-—And Dame Txot pulled Dame Dor's back hair’ 
was nothing in the winkles; ad what with ono thing off, aud Dame Dor doused Dame Taor's cap ; aud} 
and another, it was all of it just about as aggravating as 8. So the old girls Jost ce altogether, and threw)\ when & mutual friend droppea in, she was really 

~~. it c~uld be. the shrimps and wink!ees at one another's heads. very much surprised at what ahe beheld. . 
ot 
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BRUTAL OUTRAGE. 
It is so long since the Colonel bore a Deadly Weapon upon his person, that when he went to the Levée the other day, he found it quite a trouble to him. 
Vulgar Small Boy. Carry your Sworn, Sr, piease Sir ? 


WHAT A DAY THEY’RE HAVING! 


Ir will rain cats and dogs directly, and all their poor little bits 
of holiday rags and patches will be splashed and tumbled; but, 
so far, what a day they’re having! 


Four van-loads of them have gone past my window, and three © 


omnibus-loads, the latter filled to overflowing inside and out. 
I take it there is some pleasant country spot (though I have not 
made inquiry) somewhere farther on made dreadful by these 
simple yahoos. 

The young ladies of the party, it would seem, take especial 
pleasure in riding on the roof of these excursion ‘buses; and I 
notice that they all carry riding-whips or switches. As I do so, 
the visions of poor, patient, meek-faced donkeys rise before me. 
If they only knew that so much solid, bouncing playfulness was 
coming down for the day, they would surely pluck up a little 
spirit for once in a way and join in one wild, mad, desperate 
stampede. But, luckily, donkeys don't see far before them, so 
they have no notion what is in store for them, and do not bolt. 

Mrs. McKnassit's Puy.tis has just been up to clear away the 
breakfast things, and gives me some information. It is not alone 
with a view to donkey-riding that the ‘bouncing beauteousness 
takes down the canes and riding-whips. It would appear that 
out Whitechapel way, New Cutwards, and elsewhere, it is the 
‘chic thing (as they used to say at the Hall-by-the-Sea) to take 
“a aggriwator” with you. I ask Mrs. McK.’s Payitts whether 


they are always called aggriwators, and she says, “I calls em 


so,” which you must please take as final. 
It would also appear that much “switchiness,” so to speak, 
Hee on generally, and everybody fetches everybody else “ oners.” 
t must be amusing fun to go a-courting among bouncers in a 
thin tweed suit. 


I wonder, though, when I come to think of it, which is really 
and truly the awfulest lark of the two—to buy a penny 
whip or a paper wreath and a pasteboard nose? There is 
evidently an amount of wild, exuberant, delirious enjoyment 
derivable from the bare fact of having a pasteboard nose on, 
which is apparent in every look and action of the wearer. But 
does it last? 

I can quite understand how one must rollick in a pasteboard 
nose, in spite of the irritation; how, in reply to some arch wag 

ing to us, “ I'll have your nose!” one calls out, “ Will you? 
Come and fetch it ;” or something sharp and telling of like 
character. But after awhile—an hour or two, say—is there a 
reaction ? 

I observe, too, about my excursionists, that there is a some- 
what reckless abuse of tobacco going on, and I suppose this is 
quite natural, as the end in view is a mouthful of fresh air in the 
country. I take it that fresh air, taken in advisedly large 
mouthfuls at a time, and unadulterated, might make a genuine 
bred-and-born New-Cutter seriously unwell. I must make 
inquiries about this. 

t a day they're having, though, all of them! I don't 
amuse myself like that when I go out. It is true that I have 
never had a holiday with a aggriwator and a pasteboard nose— 
or even a bouncer. 

Something unspeakably lovely and indescribably languid takes 
half a coupe to herself, and generally goes on first with her maid, 
leaving me to follow, and it doesn’t very much matter whether I 
do or not. : 

That is why I am here just now being “seen to” by McK. 
and Payiiis. Oh! why can't I go an excursion? Why haven't 
I a pasteboard nose, a penny cigar, a switch, aud a bouncer? I 
think I should be ever so much happier if I had. 


-would keep a Govern- 
—ment alive, our 
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JUDY’S JOTTINGS. 


KS THE Standard thinks that there are signs that even the 
partisans of Mr. GrapstonE begin to be weary of excusing his 
repeated defeats at the elections on the old theories. Seventeen 
Conservative victories in unbroken succession—victories in all 
sorts of places, in Jarge counties and in small boroughs, in great 
manufacturing centres and in agricultural districts, in special 
genteel constituencies and among communities of working men, 
in the suburbs of the metropolis, and in rural district towns— 
have forced the Liberal organs to the conclusion that the people 
who thus steadily vote against the august Wi111amM must really 
mean something. And so they do. 
STONE'S term of office is coming to an end. The august one will 
shortly be (officially) an 
August. Ceaser. 


—»—— ay" 
@ Mr, Lowe has made 
a speech at the Cutlers’ | 


—_— 


fending the general policy 
of the Government. He 
declared that when they 
took office they deter- 
mined to attempt the 
solution of all great diffi- 
culties that were then on 
the political 


horizon, and 
this udadiovs fro 
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almost! extravagent’ pro- 
gramme ” they had) With 
the exception 6fAhié re- 
form of higher€dteation 
in Ireland, been enabled 
to carry out. If audacity 


resent 
Ministers would, of 
course, have a long 
career yet before them. 
But it will not—these 
spasmodic efforts to keep 
the Governmént alive 
are but the throes which 
precede official disso- 
jution. 


——4—___ 

Qe Tue free and inde- 
pendent voters of Don- | 
caster are about to try | 
their legal right to Par- | 
liamentary _representa- | 
ticn. The borough has 
never been disfranchised, 
but the privilege of re- 
turning two members 
was waived or discon- 
tinued voluntarily in the 
reign of Epwarp THE 
Turd, solely on the 
ground of expense. The 
Council in committee 
has resolved to take legal 
advice on the question, 
whether their indiffer- 
ence has practically de- 
stroyed their os for ever to indulge in the luxury of two M.P.’s, 
which (it would seem) is not, in these days, so great a luxury as 
it used to be. cancion | 


2° Ministers on their travels do not appear in any wise to 
lose their distinctive peculiarities. A Kirriemuir correspondent 
thinks it of sufficient importance to communicate to the world 
that when Mr. Lowz, the Home Secretary, passed through the 
village a few days ago, he bought a halfpenny newspaper and a 
cotton umbrella. Comment is superfluous. 

——— 


CHARITY SERMON AGAIN TO-DAY ? 


THEY, Ma? 
Good Mamma. 


| 
Good Little Girl. 
Good Little Girl. 


a Tue march of civilization is still going on, and the | 
| refuse to buy a copy of the Echo ! 


regeneration of mankind is expected to come off very shortly. 


They mean that Mr, Grap-. 


—— on — a EE 


“REALLY MOST AWKWARD, YOU KNOW.” 
Good Little Girl (to Good Mamma). 


Good Mamma. WrLI—a—yYES, DEAR, WHY? 
Goop PEopLE LIKE TO PUT Monky IN THE PLATE, DON'T 


I pon’? KNOW—THAT IS—YES, OF COURSE. 
Give ME HALF-A-cROWN TO PUT IN, MA, DEAR. 


[Etcetera, etcetera, till they reach the door, when Ma says ‘‘ Hush!” and stops it. 


JUDY, OR THE LONDON SERIO-COMIC JOURNAL.  (Szpr. 24, 1873. 


/ 


Several departments of the Royal Arsenal at Woolwich are | 
making further supplies of ammunition for our expedition to the | 


Gold Coast. More arms and stores will be sent out. Our 
native troops are to be armed with muzzle-loading Enfield rifles, 
and for their use ‘‘six and a half millions of ball-cartridges 
have been ordered by the War Office.” And yet, strange as it 
may appear, the benighted heathen don't care to be regenerated, 
and turn up their flat noses at the blessings of British rule! 
Extraordinary ! 
a oo 
ger Tue high-heeled bottines so much affected by ladies have 
received their coup de grace. ‘‘Cavalier boots” are, it is 
announced, about to be introduced for the fair sex. They are 
turned over with leather just above the ankle, or as far as what 
may be respectfully term- 
ed the point de mire, so 
as to give a faint imitation 
of the old cavalier boot ; 
an edging of: lace falls 
over this. Every one 
likes to see a pretty foot 
bien chausse—but it is 
‘quite safe to predict that 
this harp addition to 
a lady’s walking arrange- 
mene will have only a 
very short run. 
ea. eee ‘ 

Wuenever the sub- 
ject of pilgrimages is 
broached, most people 
having any pretension to 
be wits bring forward the 
rather antiquated joke of 
the pilgrim who “ boiled 
his peas.” . In these de- 
generate days,. however, 
it is not the peas but the 
pilgrims that are “ cook- 
ed;” and it is only fair to 
say that Messrs. Coox 
AND Sons do “ cook” 
them remarkably well, 
and that most of them 
will be found, upon ex- 
amination, to be “ very 
soft” indeed. 


SPUTTERINGS 
From JUDY’S Pen. 
THERE is a time at which 
lamb becomes mutton ; there 
is a time at which the mint 
sauce of flirtation has to be 
discarded for the currant 
jelly of serious intentions. 
Mr. Lowe, in his recent 
speech at Sheffield, cited 
with approval an old maxim 
from the Latin Grammar. 
There is another quotation 
from the same source, which 
we trust will be his motto 
at the Home Office :—‘‘ Sera 
nimis est ad bonos mores 


MA, DEAR, DON’T YOU HOPE IT’S A 


Wny is a recruiting sergeant like the wind !— Because he blows where 
he listeth ! 

Wuart mental quality does a dress resemble ?—Address. 

A Leaat Attachment— Matrimony. : 

A Posto Notice, which must be a great Hardship to the Birds about 
Town—‘‘No Bills allowed.” . t 

Srycers often complain they are not in voice. Now, what is always in 
voice !—Why, invoice, to be sure. 

Wuat is invariably the beginning of love?—The letter : 

Way is a wafer like Cupid ?—Beceuse it is the go-between which forms 
mutual attachments. 

GALLEY Slaves—Night Compositors. 

Tue Cheapest Sauce in the World—A London newsboy’s, when you 
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THE ASHANTEE. 


INITARY ARRANGEMENTS OF THE GOLD COAST EXPEDITION. 
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We tt I wot the English climate 
Is our noble country’s bane ; 

Well I know 'tis always, always 
Snowing when it does not rain. 


Well I know young ALFRED PRINGLE 
Loved to madness ISABELLA ; 

Well I know he wooed and won her, 
Wooed her ’neath a spread umbrella. 


List while I the story tell you, 
While I do my best to rhyme it; 
Listen to a truthful ballad 
Of our very horrid climate. 


Came young ALFRED evry morning, 
Spruce and gay, and lightly tripping ; 

Went young ALFRED ev'ry evening, 
Dank and:damp, and moist and dripping. | 


Karly birds pick’d up-their grub, 
Sunshine glitter’d through the raindrops, Pas 

Like Aurora in her tub. ZAI ae VRS Wei: 
Little birds sang twitter twitter 

In the bright blue sky above, 
Came young ALFRED to his BRLLA, 

Burning to express his love. 


of | 
Came a bright.and glorious morning, 


ate 


eye 


** Come, my IsABELLA—come, now, 
Take your out-door gear and don 
it; 
** Don’t you think,” quoth she, 
‘** twill rain, dear ! 
Don’t you know ‘twill spoil my 
bonnet ?”’ 
** Never think ‘twill rain to-day, love ; 
Trust yourself, sweet girl, to me; 
I will take my big umbrella, 
You shall take your parapluie.” 


ROUNDABOUT.—BY THE SQUARE MAN. 
Tas Mirror is one of the best and cheapest publications I have ever seen. 
The price of the monthly part is ninepence, and it contains a really sur- 
prising amount of varied and entertaining matter, among the rest a serial 
story by BrereHarts, which will be an attractive feature with most 


readers. I shall look forward to the next number. 

The m&gazines are again among us, Belgravia, as usual, well to the front 
with its many pages, numerous illustrations, and varied table of contents. 
Belgravia, however, with Miss Brappor in the background, and Mr. G. 
A. Sata rather out of his element in ‘‘ Poetry and Water,” hardly comes 
up to its usual standard this month. ‘‘ Little Coo-Coo, a Tale of the 
Indian Mutiny,’’ deals with a ghastly subject, and one so comparatively 
fresh in our memory, that however ably written it may be, it can hardly 
excite any feelings but horror and disguat in the minds of the readers. 
It is pleasant to turn from it to a bit of good, fresh, open-air description 
in an article entitled ‘‘ Wild Sports on Exmoor.” ‘‘Through Fire and 
pee the serial occupying the post of honour, is rather common- 
piace. ry 

The Gentleman’s Magazine contains several good articles, but is 
deplorably weak in its fiction; under these circumstances I hail with 
pleasure the announcement that in the October number will be com- 
menced an interesting biographical work, ‘‘The Thomas Walkers, the 
popular Borough-reeve, and the author of ‘The Original,’ by BLancuarp 
JERROLD, 

With every issue, it seems to me that my old favourite, Once a Week, 
improves. It is thoroughly readable from the first page to the last, and 
in its ‘‘ Table Talk” gives many a quaint anecdote and useful piece of 


Cloudy grew the sky above them, 

Big drops tumbled)as they stood ; 
Angrily cried IsABELDA, 

‘** Drat the rain !—I knew it would!” 


** Sweet,” quoth ALrrep, ‘‘ hear my love song, 
»¥ou're'to me by fate allotted ;"— 

Apéwer'd Jsape.ia, ‘‘ Bother ! | 
See the way my dress is spotted !” 


¥ Love me, IsapELtia !”—‘‘ Nonsense! 
See my boots, how sadly soil’d; 

| See my petticoats all muddied, 

Se@ my bonnet wholly spoil’d !” 


Standing “neath a tree, imploring, 

segg'd young ALFRED she'd say, ** Yes;” 
Standing ‘neath a tree, indignant, 

BELLA moan’d her damaged dress, 
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RATTLETRAP RHYMES.—No. 20. A Romance of the English Climate. 


* ‘* Dearest, think, how sweet existence, 
You and I alone together! ” 
‘¢ Silly, you should not have ask’d me 
Out to walk this horrid weather !” 


** Angel! think not by a shower 

Love's fierce flame can e’er be quench’d ;"— 
‘* What's the good of going on so? 

Don’t you see my things are drench’d /"” 


‘¢ Loved one! listen and bélieve me, 
True the tale—yes, true as old ;"— 
“There! the wet is throngh my boots now! 
I shall catch a dreadfal cold!” 


* * ~ * * 


Gleam'd the sunshine through the branches, 
Flickering in chequer’d shade ; ie 
Hopeful beam’d the dripping Alrrep, 

Softly smiled the humid maid. hae 


— 


“i 
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** Come, my own one, to your ALFRED; 
Come, my precious IsABELLA, 
Let me shelter, shield, and guard 


-~ 


eo oe 


7 you 
7; "Neath the family umbrella!’ 


Came his Batu, moist and blushing, 

; Nestling to his driest side, 

| /| Saying, ‘‘ Atrrep, I forgive you ;” 
Sighing, ‘‘ Iwill be your bride! ” 


Ups _™, 
i 
I 


Dp. “Oh what joy!” exulted ALFRED, 
GY) In his arms he clasp’d the fair ; 
Wy, Kiss’d the rain-drops off her forehead, 
Ky A Squeezed the moisture from her hair, 
i te i ” ” * x a 
A asin Now I have the story told you, 
woe ‘ And I’ve done my best to rhyme it; 


= 


‘Tis a very truthful ballad 
Of our very horrid climate. 


a 
= 


information. In this, the September montbly part, the only paper I can 
pitch upon with which to find fault is one entitled ‘‘ Rogues and Vaga- 
bonds,”’ in which the author puts forward the marvellous facts that an 
actor may be a gentleman, and the ladies of the ballet conduct them- 
selves decoroualy at the wings. The serial story with the title of ‘‘That 
Little Frenchman ”’ increases in interest, though it is hardly a worthy 
successor to ‘* Ready-Money Mortiboy ’” and ‘‘ My Little Lady.” 

Macmillan always takes a high position amongst the monthlies its 
table of contents, speaking of quality rather than quantity. Mr. Buack’s 
‘* Princess of Thule” is a charming novel, and must of necessity add to 
the fame of its writer. Mr. Burnany's aim,.in ‘‘ My Time, and What 
I’ve Done with It,” is to amuse, and he succeeds. Amongst the more 
solid articles for which Macmillan is noted, ‘‘ Petrarch, his Life, Time, 
and Works,” by Miss Pam.imore, and ‘‘ Anglican Deaconesses,” by 
Miss Sewx.L, are worthy of special attention. 

The illustrations to the September number of London Society show an 
improvement, ‘‘Out on the First,”” by Harrison Wer, being par- 
ticularly good. The literary matter is hardly up to the usual standard. 
‘* A Simpleton”’ comes to an end, everybody being made happy after the 
approved fashion of third volumes, while Miss Marryat’s ‘‘No Inten- 
tions” works steadily on amidst domestic complications. Those poor 
unfortunates, who are this year forced to take their foreign tour second- 
hand, will read with pleasure a lengthy paper, by Henry BuackBury, 
on ‘‘The Harz Mountains: a Tour in the Toy Country.” 

Our Young Folks’ Weekly Budget has several admirable illustrations by 
Mr. Jonn Proctor, and a capital collection of stories and articles for 
young folks, which even old folks may be amused by. 
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ELCOME. 


Captain Portar (of the Volunteers) comes to pay Emtty a Morning Call after the Mancuvres, and Eutty's Brother sees him for the first time. 
Emily’s Brother. Ox, I sax, Em, neRe’s a Littte Boy with A Bearp on! 


The Argosy for this month is lively and pleasant, thcugh the ‘‘ Master 
of Greylands”’ gets rather wearisome at times, with its linked chapters 
long drawn out. ‘‘ Nina the Witch,” a story to be completed next 
month, is interesting. 

Messrs. RovuTLEepGE publish two valuable handbooks. One of these is 
a Handbook of Proverbs, well compiled by Mr. James A. Marr, in which 
many Irish proverbs are collected together for the first time, and a goodly 
number of American ‘‘ wise sayings,”’ new to English readers. 

*¢2,000 Familiar Quotations,” edited by James ALLEN Marr, is, as 
the preface states, a re-arrangement of the valuable ‘‘ Familiar Quota- 
tions”? by Jonn Bartiett. The plan of the work is a good one, and the 
book will be found to be of value. 

Mr. Bret Harre's numerous admirers will be delighted to hear that a 
new volume from his pen has been published by Messrs. RoutLepar. It 
consists of ‘* An Episode of Fiddletown,”—a tale containing a good deal 
of humour and some amount of sham sentiment, and several short poems 
and articles, some of which are very good indeed. 

The same publishers have added the poetical works of CoLERincE to 
their many valuable reprints. 


———$ $$$ 


A LAMENT. 
A Song of the Greenwich Electors. 


THERE came down to Greenwich, all tatter’d and torn, 
A man with the step of the Wandering Jew ; 
His tale was so sad, and he look'd so forlorn, 
-That the tears from the eyes of all people he drew, 


For, in fighting to root out the old Upas tree, 
Which had poison’d the source of Old England's might, 
He was forced from the battle all wounded to flee— 
"Twas his ‘‘ own flesh and blood ’’ who had put him to flight. 


No planet that ever roam’d over the skies, 
Set the wondering nations so deeply to think ; 
Nor ever did comet the world so surprise, 
As this ‘‘ Will-o’-the-Wisp,”’ soon in darkness to sink. 


THE ONLY JONES. °* 

K Hon’r'’p Ma'am, —I have 
. . seen Mr. Ricnarp Ler’s new 
A io \\*) play at the Globe, and I have 
SR duly admired Mr. Emery’s 
Chivalry, which stands out 
in strong relief against Mr. 
Harcovurt’s unscrupulous sel- 
fishness, Mr. Montacue’s 
mean-spirited cowardice, and 
Mr. Vincent's leather-lunged 
ferocity. A more objection- 
able set of-male characters 
have rarely, I hope, appeared 
upon any stage, always ex- 
cepting the unfortunate Pu- 
ritan gentleman whose dis- 
interested conduct gives its 
name to the piece, procures 
him a stab in the back in 
the third act, from which he 
miraculously recovers in the 
fourth, and occasions the 
heroine to writhe under a 
a succession of obnoxious names 
A ee le Se ge eS and opprobrious epithets, 
hurled at her with an unnecessary freedom of language by her contempti- 
ble husband. Neither the plot of Chivalry, nor the manner in which it 
is worked out, can be fairly described as ‘‘new and original;” but yet the 
story is not without interest, and were the part of the heroine played 
by a lady of sufficient power for the character, the drama might become 
very popular. However, Ma'am, in my own sort of way, I congratulate 
Mr. Montacug; and I am glad to know that there is one playhouse in 
London where one may make sure of finding good genuine work put into 

a modern play, and care and thought bestowed upon its representation. 
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I am sorry to say I have not yet seen the often-postponed Well of Wise 
King Kino at the Princess’s. A farce, Manfred, and an extravaganza, 
ought to ensure Mr. Guiver a visit from all those—and their name is 
legion—who pride themselves upon getting their money's worth. 

Before these lines are read, Drury Lane will have opened with all the 
glare, glitter, and grouping with which Mr. CHatreRrron is accustomed to 
gild his productions. Mr. Hauimay, having successfully dramatized Soort, 
has now, with the assistance of the stage carpenters, “‘ adapted” SHak- 
SPRARE, and if report speaks truly, Antony and ra will eclipse in 
gorgeous splendour all the former efforte of a theatre which has made 
itself a reputation for spectacular magnificence. Tue 0. J. 


“YOU DON’T SAY SO!” 
Or, How It’s Done. 

No. 1. Prom Cormorant Jones to Vampyre Trapp, £q. 

Pri 2, Vulture Chambers, . 
nae) Pall-Mall.—Tuesday. 
Dagar Trapp,—There’s a game on—might turn up trumps with proper 

shuffiing. Now I know you're a good one at dealing out the cards, s0— 

just try a hand at this. The fact is, I’ve taken the ‘‘ Boudoir” for three 
months, and I’m blessed if 1 know what to put up there now I've got the 
place. I want you (of course) to put me on to something ; my notion was— 

Legitimate—doosidly so, for the gallery and pit, to play till after dinner, 

and then—something loudish in the operA bouffe-ish or burlesque way 

for the stalls. Of course you've got plenty of both sorts on your books, 

80 let's have two or three wrinkles per return post. 

In haste, truly yours, 


Vampyre Trapp, Kaq. CoRMORANT JONES. 


Vo. 2. From Vauryrs Trapp - ree a 
. 101 at Street, W.C. 

Confidential. ] " ‘Tuesday Evening. 

My pagar Jorges,—Yours to hand just as I was shutting up. Funny 
your having the ‘‘ Boudoir”! I was told, only this morning, that ‘‘ My 
Lord ” had got it on a Jease for ninety-nine years. I suppose you're just 
warming it for his lordship, eh? Ha, ha! you dog, you! But to 
business— that is, you understand, your business, ha, ha! Well, I think 
I can put some in your way. In the first place, as regards your Legitimate 
notion, why, my boy, I’ve got just the very right down good one for you. 
But mind—Monry, my boy; for when J say I’ve taught her myself, I— 
well, perhaps I needn’t say any more. Really and truly, though, for the 
Juliet, Pauline, or, ‘pon my word, Jonzs, even the Lady Macbeth business, 
Miss Cuara Srannope will bea ‘‘go.” Put on cheap scenes, a cheap 
Macbeth, my boy, and a ditto Macduff, and ye’ll not only have the house 
pulled down over the girl, but ye’ll pull inthe coin, too. When I say two 
fivers for this remarkable talent—and of course I shall work my interest 
everywhere for her— that is, you see, for you—directly, I know you’ll eay 
you've got a good bargain for once, out of yours truly. With respect to 
the second part of your bill, I can, I take it, give you even more proof of 
my friendship. To start with, though, you may, perhaps, want an 
actress and singer for your Louffe. Of course, you know, I don’t go in for 
them, but you may be able to get one, I daresay, from SmitTuErs, only 
—don’t believe a word he'll tell you about her till you try her—her voice 
and that. Now, as to your ‘‘attractive ’’ part of the bill, I can suit you 
to a T—for, since the closing of the Pandemonium, we're really positively 
pestered with young ladies, I bave seen at least a dozen in the last fort- 
night, who would be only too glad to go t# you for nothing and find their 
own dresses ; several of these, too, are quite safe for a couple of boxes 
and two or three stalls a week. Perhaps, the best plan would be for you 
to drop in here and see some of them. In a megntime, ta, ta! 

ine, 


ConMORANT JonxEs, Esq. V. Trapp. 


No. 3. From Cormorant Joxgs to Epnram™ Mosts, Esq. 
+: 92, Vulture Chambers, 
,.. Pall Mall,— Tuesday. 
Dran Mo,—I want a little of the ‘‘ready” badly. Fact is, I’ve taken 
the ‘* Boudoir ’’ on the bounce, and must bave something to settle up the 
band with, supposing, of course, the people don't come in the first week. 
The printer who's done the billing can, or will have to wait, of course, 
and I’ve got some stanning new velvet’ chairs in for the stalls on tick. 
The gas I shall chance as usual, and all the cxpensive dresses will be 
found by—the company. If you can let me have two tenners by 
Saturday I shall be glad.— Yours, my Mosrs, C. Jonss, 
P.8.— You can have a bill of sale on the new chairs if you like, 
Mr. EpHram Moses, Barnard’s Inn. 


No, 4. From Miss Cuara Srannorse to Mrs. Saraw Srusss. 
1024, Vauxhall Bridge Road, S. W. 
Wednesday. 
My pgarrst Ma,—More waiting, more disappointment! Every 
Manager have I been to, but from all come the same cruel question, 
‘“Where have you been, and what have you done?.”’ Directly I tell 
them that I’ve never yet appeared on any regular stage, they immediately 
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reply right off, ‘ Then, good morning, you're no good to us, my dear,”’ 
and I find myself on the door-mat outside ina jiffy. Why, even when 
I say I'm a pupil of Mr. Trapr's, some of them actually grin, and look 
knowing. I cannot think why they do this; I am sure Mr. Trapp is a 
most clever man. 

Ah me! I am really quite ¢ired of it all, and, were it not for the 
promptings of my ambitious heart, fain, fain would I fy me—I mean, 
I would just go back to governessing again. Farewell! a long farewell to 
—I mean, from your ever disconsolate—I mean, affectionate daughter, 

CLARA. 

P.8.—I open this letter to tell you, dear Ma, that I am feeling com- 
fortabler this morning. For—what do you think? Why, I dreamed last 
night—O, so lovely !—I dreamed that on all the hoardings and walls about 
appeared, in beautiful yard-long letters, this — 

Every Evenina, 
Miss CLARA STANHOPE as JULIET. 
Enormous Success! ! ! 

P.S8. No. 2.—At last—at last Fortune smiles. The postman has just 
brought a letter from Mr. Trapp. Ha! It is—it is an offer for the 
‘* Boudoir” to play the entire lead. Rapture! Stay, though, what, 
why, what is this ?—‘‘ The salary will be ten pounds per week, and my 
share will be only, as I esteem you as such a dear girl, nine out of the 
ten. Of course, for some pupils, I take the whole amount of a first 
engagement.” 

No. 5. From Miss Cissy Puantacenst to Miss Porsy FirzHowarp. 
Priday. 

My przr Porsy,—Such A lark—whatever do you think why that noo 
extry gurl at the Show have actilly got a new frock at last—don’t larf my 
Deer i say though have you had a note from old Trap he have writen to 
me and he says i can go to the Boodoor and you can go to if we can 
answer for too boxes and three or four stalls a week between us. No fear, 
my Deer—And he says we can have our own dresses made and any ways 
we likes as long as colours suits, that’s what I calls jolly you kbow!” i 
suppose of course as you will go so come over to-morrow to luncheon an 
lets rite to old Trapp,— With love, yours, Cissy. -t 

P.S.—i say, perraps it would look better to call on Trapp ip’ the 
broom. : 

P.8. another.—i say, too, lend me a fivér for Trapp, will you,) for i 
havn't been to the city lately. i 


ee a f 
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BRICK FIELDS-BY-SEA. 


BRICKFIELDS-BY-SEA. Come thou to me, 
"Tis the newest of places, I ween ; ; 
For tho’ there you don’t see e’en the ghost of a tree, UY 
Its fields are all brown, and its beach alone green ! e 
And what though each walk is made up of chalk, a 
Which on wet days becomes quite a plaster; 
The country around isa flat, flinty ground, : 
And wears out your boots all the faster. 
Then Brick fields-by-Sea is the spot for all ye 
Who love Nature, and Art think a bore ! 
Since you've earwigs in plenty, and snails by the twenty, 
Crawling over your beds, and the floor ! 
In your sugar and tea—from the weeds of the sea— 
You've fleas and blow-flies by the score ; 
Crabs swarm on the sands, to bite toes and hands, 
Whilst jelly-fish sting on the shore. 
The fish and the meat, not always too sweet, 
Come daily by London trains down ; 
Whilst the butter and eggs, and beer thick with dregs, 
Are brought in from famed Margate town ! 
-The shops, too— what fun—since there only is one / 
Though room could be found for another ; 
But how it’s to pay is what no one can say, 
So the subject, at present, we'll smother ! 
P’r’aps Bricktields-by-Sea many yearsihence will be 
By travellers still better known ; 
Though at present its beauties, like most of ous duties, 
Are little regarded, or shown. 
So unless you are ‘‘cracky,” or love lonely ‘‘ baccy,” 
You'd best stay away till its grown, 
Nor visit a coast which bas little to boast, 
Save a sea-weedy emell called Ozone ! 
NOW READY, 
One Shilling; Post Free, 18. 2hd., 


JUDY’S HIGH JINKS; 


BEING 
FIVE HUNDRED HUMOROUS PICTURES, 
WITH DESCRIPTIVE LETTERPRESS, SELECTED FROM THE PAGES oF °° Jupy.” 
By CHABLES H. ROSS. 
73, FLERP/To SPREET. 


ae. 


232 JUDY, OR THE LONDON SERIO-COMIC JOURNAL. [Szer. 24, 1873. 


SWEET DESIGN IN HARDBAKE. WUE, Mj, 
\\ Their Mamma, like every other good woman, LYYTZZL / Uae 
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1. Here are Tommy and Betsy, who thought, as 


Mamma was out, it would be a good opportunity to 
make some Hardbake. 
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. So they put on some of Mamma’s butter and 
sugar, and waited till ic boiled. Ihey might have 
waited a little longer, though. 


3. It was really prime Hardbake, only it took a lot 
of dividing. 
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5. At last Mamms came home, and dinner- 6. Mamma never recollected spending such a 


time arrived. Olive-branches’ jaws hopelessly — The same design a little spoilt in getting it nice quiet comfortable evening. Olive-branches 
stuck together. out of the dish. speechless and suffocating. 


Monat: Bat when she found out they bad been at her Sugar and Butter!!! 
(7. B.—Grown-up people are requested not to laugh at this, because +4 a8 \to0 \ foolish. 
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SHAMEFUL NEGLIGENCE. 


Zoe Sprouts (in dismay). 


I SAY; LOOK HERE. HANG ME IF YOU HAVEN'T SHAVED One Sipe or my MovusTAcHE oFrF. 


rber. I BEG YouR PARDON, Sir, I’m SURE, SIR ; BUT WHEN I WAS A-TAKING OFF YOUR WHISKER, I MUST HAVE DONE IT WITHOUT NOTICING. 
| [Not that he could sce, even now, that there was any Moustache on the other side, but it wouldn't have done to say 80, you know. 


POTTERBURY JUNCTION. 


WHEN you want to get to Wherebury from Whattown, you have 
to change at Potterbury Junction, and you generally have to wait 
an hour at least. 

I have come from Whattown and want to get to Wherebury 
as quickly as possiblé, I have had a regular up-and-downer 
with my friend Brapsuaw, with my coat off and my slecves 
tucked up, but I've made nothing out of him. 

He is, as ever, impregnable, inscrutable, unfathomable. I 
have, therefore, put my faith in Providence, and the result is 
that a guard has just said, ‘“‘ All change here—at Potterbury 
Junction.” , 

The all means three of us. One gives up his ticket and goes 
away—goodness knows where—right ahead, anyhow, as fast as 
he can, up along, straight, dusty road. The other, a purposeless 
creature, with a knob-stick and a bundle, lingers irresolutely. I 
have no time to waste, and so I hail a porter with briskness. 

‘When's the next train to Wherebury?” 

a Wherebury ? Over the bridge—six-forty-five—got to wait 
an hour.” 

It is over an hour’s ride to Wherebury, and when I get there 
I must catch the post, and send by it a column and a half of 
wit and humour for a certain serio-comic journal enjoying a 
gigantic circulation, and the space is being kept for me, in 
expectation of my supplying the matter the first thing to-morrow 
morning. 

It is strange what a little wit and humour there is about me 
to-day—less than usual even. I intended to have been witty 
and humorous overnight, only some one called on me at the 
hotel, and we played billiards instead (I lost a pound, by-the- 


way). | 
I intended then, when I went to bed, that I would get up 


sometime about daybreak and a being witty and humorous 
directly, only I was so confoundedly sleepy. In the train I got 
into conversation with some one, and forgot the wit and humour 
for a time. However, the moment I reached Wherebury I had 
determined to fall to at the work tooth and nail. As it is, though, 
I shall only just get there by post-time. Aha! “a happy 
thought.” Suppose I spend the hourI have to wait wittily and 
humorously ? 

I will—but I'll get a glass of ale first. 

A really nice, ladylike girl at the bar, with a lot to say for her- 
self. This is trifling, however, and I have no time for it. 

Let me see, now. I have a sheet or two of paper—the fly- 
leaves to letters, in my pocket. Suppose I find some sequestered 
spot and invoke the Muses. 

The worst of it is, there doesn't happen to be a sequestered spot 
just at this moment about the premises. Some sweet children 
are having a good game at romps in the first-class waiting-room, 
and on the platform a couple of porters are throwing so great an 
amount of energy into the moving of two or three boxes, that the 
idea of performing mental labour within reach of them is absurd. 

Aha! the third-class waiting-room. No one is there. I'll 


try it. 

This is capital! If I only had a subject now! Let me see. 
The Thames Embankment, or the next general election. I can 
do something with one or the other, I think, if I can have a 
minute or two of peace and quietness. 

Confound it! the creature with the knob-stick and bundle is 
looking in at the door—has entered and—is sitting facing me— 
ee i 7 me with an immovable countenance, as though cut out 
of wood. : 

I stand this with fortitude for ten minutes or so, and try to 
feel he isn't there; but I don't get on with the wit and humour 
as I could wish. At last, however, I resolutely ignore him, and 
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3. So they put on some cf Mamma’s butter and 
sugar, and waited till ic boiled. Jhey might have 
waited a little longer, though. 
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3. It was really prime Hardbake, only it took a lot 
of dividing. 
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5. At last Mamms« came home, and dinver- 6. Mamma never recollected spending such a 


time arrived. Olive-branches’ jaws hopelessly ~— The same design a litte spoilt in getting it nice quiet comfortable evening. Olive-branches 
| stuck together. out of the dish. speechless and suffocating. 
Morat: But when she found out they bad been at ber Sugar and Butter ! !! 
[V.B.—Grown-up people are requested not to laugh at this, because tt 1s.t00 Soolssh. 
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SHAMEFUL NEGLIGENCE. 


Young Sprouts (in dismay). I SAY; LOOK HERE. 
Barber. * : 


HANG ME IF YOU HAVEN'T SHAVED Onze SipE or my MovsTACHE OFF. 


I BEG YOUR PARDON, SiR, I’u sung, Stk ; BUT wHEN I WAS A-TAKING OFF YOUR WHISKER, I MUST HAVE DONE IT WITHOUT NOTICING. 
[Not that he could sce, even now, that there was any Moustache on the other side, but it wouldn't have done to say 80, you know. 


POTTERBURY JUNCTION. 


WHEN you want to get to Wherebury from Whattown, you have 
to change at Potterbury Junction, and you generally have to wait 
an hour at least. 

I have come from Whattown and want to get to Wherebury 
as quickly as possible, I have had a regular up-and-downer 
with my friend BrapsHaw, with my coat off and my sleeves 
tucked up, but I've made nothing out of him. 

He is, as ever, impregnable, inscrutable, unfathomable. I 
have, therefore, put my faith in Providence, and the result is 
that a guard has just said, ‘“ All change here—at Potterbury 
Junction.” , 

The all means three of us. One gives up his ticket and goes 
away—goodness knows where—right ahead, anyhow, as fast as 
he can, up along, straight, dusty road. The other, a purposeless 
creature, with a knob-stick and a bundle, lingers irresolutely. I 
have no time to waste, and so I hail a porter with briskness. 

‘‘ When’s the next train to Wherebury ?” 

“ Wherebury ? Over the bridge—six-forty-five—got to wait 
an hour.” : 

It is over an hour's ride to Wherebury, and when I get there 
I must catch the post, and send by ita column and a half of 
wit and humour for a certain serio-comic journal enjoying a 
gigantic circulation, and the space is being kept for me, in 
expectation of my supplying the matter the first thing to-morrow 
morning. 

It is strange what a little wit and humour there is about me 
to-day—less than usual even. I intended to have been witty 
and humorous overnight, only some one called on me at the 
hotel, and we played Dilliards instead (I lost a pound, by-the- 


way). | 
I intended then, when I went to bed, that I would get up 


sometime about daybreak and begin being witty and humorous 
directly, only I was so confoundedly sleepy. In the train I got 
into conversation with some one, and forgot the wit and humour 
for atime. However, the moment I reached Wherebury I had 
determined to fall to at the work tooth and nail. As it is, though, 
I shall only just get there by post-time. Aha! “a happy 
thought.” Suppose I spend the hour I have to wait wittily and 
humorously? 

I will—but I'll get a glass of ale first. 

A really nice, ladylike girl at the bar, with a lot to say for her- 
self. This is trifling, however, and I have no time for it. 

Let me see, now. I have a sheet or two of paper—the fly- 
leaves to letters, in my pocket. Suppose I find some sequestered 
spot and invoke the Muses. 

The worst of it is, there doesn’t happen to be a sequestered spot 
just at this moment about the premises. Some sweet children 
are having a good game at romps in the first-class waiting-room, 
and on the platform a couple of porters are throwing so great an 
amount of energy into the moving of two or three boxes, that the 
idea of performing mental labour within reach of them is absurd. 

Aha! the third-class waiting-room. No one is there. I'll 
try it. 

This is capital! If I only hada subject now! Let me see. 
The Thames Embankment, or the next general election. I can 
do something with one or the other, I think, if I can have a 
minute or two of peace and quietness. 

Confound it! the creature with the knob-stick and bundle is 
looking in at the door—has entered and—is sitting facing me— 
nena me with an immovable countenance, as though cut out 
of wood. 

I stand this with fortitude for ten minutes or so, and try to 
feel he isn’t there; but I don’t get on with the wit and humour 
as I could wish. At last, however, I resolutely ignore him, and 
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go at it in earnest. Then I come to a standstill for a line, and 
fix him abstractedly with my eye. , 

He speaks. “I ask your pardon, young man,” he says; “ but 
was you a-goin’ to Wherebury to-night?” 

This startles me. Surely 1 have not missed the train ! 

“Of courseIam. Why?” 

“Oh, I only asked,” he says. “I thought I heard you say so. 
I am going to Wherebury, too—I am.” 

“Are you?” I reply coldly, and go back to my wit and humour. 

“Well, yes, Iam,” he says. “And so I reckon we’ll travel 
together, like.” | 

I think it will be best not to make any reply to this; but I'll 
take precious good care he doesn’t get into the same carriage 
with me, if I can help it. A minute later, he speaks again :— 

‘I’ve a bit o’ business on over there, at Wherebury,” he says. 
‘A bit.o’ law business. I'd like to ask your opinion on it if it is 
not making too free.” | 

“Well, the fact is, I'm | 
busy and pressed for 
time.” 

“To make a long story 
short, then,” says he, 
‘it's just this way. War- 
son's three acre’s next to 
my paddock, and the 
road to it lies across the 
bit o’ pasture agin’ Brn- 
80N's croft, so it’s as it 
might be most as nigh 
to one as t’other.” 

‘You'll excuse me, 
I’m sure, but I have to 
_ catch the post, and I've 
not got a moment to 
spare.” 

“TI ask your pardon, 
I'm sure,” he goes on, 

“ but it is enough to rile 
a man, youll allow. 
There's Brnson’s croft, 
that's next to the bit o’ 
pasture, you see; and I 
says, only yesterday, to 
Lawyer ILLIAMS, if 
Watson wants to get to 
his three acre——” | 
I can't stand this. “I’ve 
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told you before,” I say, 
“that I can't listen to 
your long stories. Will 
you-be good enough not 
to address your conver- 
sation to me?” 

He is not a bit offend- 
ed. “If I'd thought I 
was annoying you-——” 
he says. 

“You are,” I reply. ~ 

“Well, then,” says he,! | 

“get your writingdone,  — 
and we can talk it over in the carriage.” | 

I gasp when I hear this, but, bending down my head, con- 
centrate all my energies upon the work before me—that is to say, 
I try to recover the lost thread—but I can’t. Heis not speaking 
now, but I hear him breathing hard, and I feel certain he is: 
staring at me with all his might. He also keeps up a continuous 
tapping with the knob-stick upon the ground. Under these cir- 
cumstances I don’t make much headway. | , 

In fact, I make no headway at all. I can’t stand it any 
longer. I am obliged to look up. 

“ Ah, you're like me,” he says; ‘“‘ you’ve no turn for that sort of 
work. Lord, I'd ‘most as soon have a tooth out myself as write 
a letter. You take my advice, and put it away.” 

There is no grappling with this man. I rise without a word, 
and go out upon the platform. Five minutes later he has 
joined me. 

‘“‘T ask your pardon, sir,” says he, * but it’s over the time our 
train was to come, I fancy.” 
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MORAL MAXIM. 


[You wiLL NEVER Get On In THIS WORLD IF you Do NoT HELP YOURSELF. 
[Do it when the man’s back's turned, though, if possible. 
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“Yes, I think it is.” 

“I reckon they told you right. I thought the Wherebury 
train went from the other side.” 

A dreadful thought flashes across my brain. There is a train 
coming in the distance from the direction we came, and it ap- 
proaches the other platform. Shall I send him off by it? 

It would be cruel, but it would serve him right. 

Hasn’t he made me suffer enough? Yes, I will. 

“Did you say you were going to Wherebury ?” I say, with 
feigned astonishment. 

‘To be sure I did.” 

“ Of course, your train 
haven’t a moment to lose.” 

“ But I thought you——” 

‘‘Never mind me. Run, man, if you want to catch it!” 


He does not wait for more, but runs up the stairs, across the 
bridge, and down to the 


other platform. 

Will he be in time? 
He is! oe 

By Jove! there he sits 
in the carriage, wavi 
his hand to me. Poor 
fellow! it is almost too 
bad. Shall I shout to 
him ? 


No, it’s too late—he’s 
~ off. He ; 
After all, it wen’t kill 
him—hé can come back 
by the next train, Ifhe 
meets me, though, at 
Wherebury, it will be 
rather awkward—deuced 
awkward, in fact. I al- 
most wish I hadn't done 


goes from the other side there. You 


_ it. 
7 * * * 
The right train—my 
train—is really mueh 


behind it’s time—nearly 
fifteen minutes. He may 
get into it at the next 
‘station. That will be 
awkward, too. Ah, here's 
the guard. 

‘Isn't the Wherebury 
train overdue ?” 

“ Wherebury — just 
gone —the other plat- 


MAI 


form. Next train at 
8.35.” 
WEE “Gone !—but I was 
SSS told . 


“Who told you?” 
This is more than I 
can say. I can’t pick 
the miscreant out again, 
; __s and everybody denies it, 
And to think that, if 
it hadn't been for me, that confounded fellow would have 
missed the train too! 


WHIGGAMOR EPISCOPUS CURRIT AMUCKUS. 
[Anglice—A WHIG BISHOP’S CHARGE.) 


In Spanish bull-fights,' it is said, 

The Dun-flank’d monster charges Red ; 
But on Northumbria’s plains, they say, 
The Dun-elm Pontiff charges Grey. 


No wonder beasts without a soul 
Go frantic at a colour’d stole; 
But for a Bishop to go mad, 
And roar at colours, is too sad. 


Ye Durham Churchmen, be not daring 
To flout this overbearing B(e)aring. 
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Manpax, I’ve been through moving inci- 
dents by flood and field—if paid up 
handsome, I'll dare fire and water 

(This is kind of SHaksPeaRe, Ma’am)— 
but what I mean is that it is no 
joke being a newspaper reporter ; 

For it’s bitterness of spirit, fatigue 

bother, worry, and sorrow, 

S.: Here, 80 to speak, to-day, and off some- 

a) where else to-morrow. 

Y But glad am I, Mrs. Jupy, that you 

WH sent me somewhere handy this time, 

== When you says, says you, ‘I think,” 

7 you says, ‘‘we might put the 

aa Claimant into rhyme ;” 

“<Lor’,” I says, ‘I can’t rhyme big enough,” says I; ‘‘you'd want 

heccadeccasyllables, or something of that sort, 

And if there’s anything goes wrong, we ll all be had up for contempt of 

Court ; 

And that, as the common folk say, would be a sweet pretty kettle 

of fish. ‘i | 


But, anyhow, respected Mrs. J., I’ll endeavour to do as you wish ; 

So I took the penny boat—and the name of that boat was the Midge— 

And I went another water voyage from Blackfriars to Westminster 
Bridge ; ' 

I'd a squash to get into the Hall, and much damage was done to my 
raimen 

But as soon as I'd made myself tidy, and shook down a bit, and look’d 
round me, there ] was, true as eggs, face to face with the 
Claimant. 

‘* How are you, Sir ?’’ says I, and I dropp’d him my very best curtsey;' 

**T am sure, by the size you are round, this worriting trial never hurts 


yo;: | 

For people, I bear, has been known (no end of a number they tell it on) 

To pine away and fade, from worry, anxiety, and fuss, till they was no 
better than a skeleton ; 

When I rae of the nuisance it is, and when I remember the true reason 
why all 

The Judges, Jury, Counsel, to say nothing of the public, are so terribly 
tired and bother’d, I think they may well call yours a notable 


é try-all.’ ” 

‘¢Look here, old lady,” 
says the Claimant, 
‘‘I'm sick of these 
jawin’s and talkin’s; 

If you've got anything to 
say, go into Court and 
- tell it to Hawerns.”’ 
‘But he’s the other side,” 
says], when he answers 
quite hearty and freely, 
‘6 Well, I don’t know as 
it makes much matter, 
bat p'r’aps you had 
best see KENEALY.” 
So I elbow'd my way into 
, Court, where the 
crowd, besides tearing 
my flounce, all 


THE ONLY JONES. 


‘THe celebration of one of the most remarkable events in connection 
with the history of the world’s amusements’’ took place on Monday week. 
The Moors & Bunrcgss’ Minstrels entered upon their ninth consecutive 
year at the St. James’s Hall, in one continuous season, ‘‘never having closed 
on a single lawful day since the 20th September, 1865.” And they really 
and truly seemed to possess vitality enough for a run of twice nine years 
longer. These anniversaries, though, somehow make one feel a little sad. 
Sixty-five, the Thames Embankment had not commenced,'bad it? The 
TicHBORNE Case had not been going on more than a year ortwo. Halfpenny 
post-cards were as yet unheard of. Scarcely anybody had seen the SHau,and 
I was a young and innocent creature, as happy as the day was long, chas- 


_ ing butterflies or culling buttercups with all the thoughtless abandon of 


boyhood’s hour. [N.B.—The last bit is allegorical. ] 

WHAT IS A LIBERAL? 
Tue celebrated question of Sir Rosert Pret, ‘‘ What is a 
pound ?” might be parodied just now by the inquiry, “ What is a 
Liberal?” and it would be equally difficult to answer. One of 


the Government's own servants would probably reply, ‘The 
stingiest thing in existence.” Sir Spencer Rosinson has re- 
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AT THE GREAT TRIAL. 
My trimmings destroy’d, but I couldn’t turn back, but cried, ‘‘ Which is 
the prisoner’s Counsel ?”’ 
And I never regarded what some famous writer has call'd the great eternal 
fitness 
Of things, and the good folks cried, 
groaning, ‘‘My gracious! the thou- 
sand and ninety-firat witness !”’ 
So they elbow’d me into the box, and 
then I stood gaping and dumb there. 


‘“*Take the oath,” says one man, and 
‘* Swear,” says another ; but ‘‘ No,” 
says I, ‘‘no bad language in public. | | Pie 
You know one must draw the line’ |) 77) = 
somewhere, | hb 

And I think, worthy sirs, you are 
slightly mistook, and I'm sorry to 
give you the bother, 

I ain’t a witness at all, only a poor lone 
widow, an office-boy’s mother, " 

That's come here this morning from 73, Fleet Street, by water— 

From the office of Jupy, you know—as a humble and rhyming reporter.” 

** Yah! get out,” says Kengaty; ‘‘ Just step it,” says Hawxkrss ; and the 

others spoke just the same sort; 

And the Judges, they said, ‘‘ If you’re here in five minutes’ time we'll 

commit you for grossest contempt of the Court.” 

I didn’t give them the chance, though, but bundled out in double-quick 


time, 

And sat om on the steps of Westminster Hall just to think a bit over a 
rhyme 

And help myself out of a bottle to a trifle of something consoling, 

When all of a sudden I felt, from the worrit, as if all things about me were 


rolling ; 
And a policeman eomes up, and he says, ‘‘ Here! I’m up to this kind of 
a trick > “el 


Just walk it, old lady,” he says; 
** get out, and go hume now— 
look quick !”’ 

So I walk’d it, got out and 
look’d quick, and never 20 
much as once turn’d ; 

But now, alone, in the privacy of 
my own apartmenta, I should 
like to give my opinion of the 
trial and all those who are in 
it concern’d ; 

And nothing will shake my belief, 
if I live to the twentieth cen- 
try, 

But, for fear of annoying any- 
body, or contempting the 
Court, I'll to ev'ry one be - > A 
com pliment'ry ; | al 

Though perhaps, on reflection, ‘tis better my convictions and feelings to 
smother, 

As I’ve no wish to be fined or imprison’d, but am content to remain, with 
best respects, and I hope that you are as well as this leaves me at 
present, your obedient and humble Servant, 

Oprice Bor’s MutHER. 
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cently favoured the electors of Hull with a solution of his own. 
Professing himself ‘a thorough Liberal,” he protests that he will 
not follow Mr. GuapstTonF, being convinced that another year of 
his administration ‘‘ would suflice to break up the Liberal party,” 
and be “ fraught with ruin to the great interests of the country.” 
He has not a civil word for any member of the Government. 
He points to the army, the navy, the Post-office, and the Treasury 


as instances in which additional expenditure has been accom- | 


panied by increased inefficiency. As to Mr. Lowe, he asks. 
what the Liberals would have said if the Tories were convicted 
of the conduct pursued by the right honourable gentleman in 
regard to the Zanzibar Contract; and he intimates that his party 
could not defend any one of Mr. Lowe's Budgets with credit or 
success. His final estimate of the labours of the Government 
is summed up in the remark that the conduct of most of the 
departments has been marked by “ feebleness, waste. and wirat, 
under another Ministry, the Liberals would denounce § as 
jobbery.” If Mr. Gtapsrone’s following (it would be a mis- 
nomer to call such a collection of incongruous elements a 
‘‘ party '’) contains many such supporters as Sir S. Ropinxson, he 
has indeed cause to ask to be “ delivered from his friends.” 
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dents by flood and field—if paid up 
handsome, I'l] dare fire and water 
(This is kind of SHaksPgaRe, Ma’am)— 
but what I mean is that it is no 
joke being a newspaper reporter ; 
For it’s bitterness of spirit, fatigue 
bother, worry, and sorrow, 
h.: Here, so to speak, to-day, and off some- 
SAYS where else to-morrow. 
SS°S4? But glad am I, Mrs. Jupy, that you 
Al) see sent me somewhere handy this time, 
= When you says, says you, ‘‘I think,” 
a ea you says, ‘“‘we might put the 
° 4 Claimant into rhyme ;” 
“Lor,” I says, ‘I can’t rhyme big enough,” says I; ‘‘ you'd want 
heccadeccasyllables, or something of that sort, 
And if bai anything goes wrong, we'll all be had up for contempt of 
urt : 
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And that, as the common folk say, would be a sweet pretty kettle 


of fish. 
But, anyhow, respected Mrs. J., I'll endeavour to do as you wish ; 
So I took the penny boat—and the name of that boat was the M/idge— 
And I went another water voyage from Blackfriars to Westminster 
Bridge ; 
I’d a squash to get into the Hall, and much damage was done to my 
raiment, ' 
But as soon as I'd made myself tidy, and shook down a bit, and look’d 
round me, there I was, true as eggs, face to face with the 
Claimant. a 
‘* How are you, Sir?” says I, and I dropp’d him my very best curtsey ;' 
‘*T am sure, by the size you are round, this worriting trial never hurts 


ye;: 

For people, I hear, has been known (no end of a number they tell it on) 

To pine away and fade, from worry, anxiety, and fuss, till they was no 
better than a skeleton ; | 

When I roa of the nuisance it is, and when I remember the true reason 
why all 

The Judges, Jury, Counsel, to say nothing of the public, are so terribly 
tired and bother’d, I think they may well call yours a notable 


6 try-all.’ ” 

*¢Look here, old lady,” 
says the Claimant, 
“I’m sick of these 
jawin’s and talkin’s ; 

If you've got anything to 
say, go into Court and 
« tell it to Hawxins.”’ 
‘¢Bat he’s the other side, ” 
says I, when he answers 
quite hearty and freely, 
‘6 Well, I don’t know as 
it makes much matter, 
but p'r’aps you had 
best see KENEALY.” 
So I elbow'd my way into 
; Court, where the 
crowd, besides tearing 
my flounce, all 


THE ONLY JONES. 


‘‘Tyx celebration of one of the most remarkable events in connection 
with the history of the world’s amusements’’ took place on Monday week. 
The Moore & Bunegss’ Minstrels entered upon their ninth consecutive 
year at the St. James's Hall, in one continuous season, ‘‘never having closed 
on a single lawful day since the 20th September, 1865.” And they really 
and traly seemed to possess vitality enough for a run of twice nine years 
longer. These anniversaries, though, somehow make one feel a little sad. 
*Sixty-five, the Thames Embankment had not commenced,‘had it? The 
TicHBORNE Case had not been going on more than ayear or two. Halfpenny 
poat-cards were as yet unheard of. Scarcely anybody had seen the SHau,and 
I was a young and innocent creature, as happy as the day was long, chas- 
ing butterflies or culling buttercups with all the thoughtless abandon of 


~ boyhood’s hour. [{N.B.—The last bit is allegorical. } 


WHAT IS A LIBERAL? 
Tue celebrated question of Sir Ropert Pret, ‘‘ What is a 
pound?” might be parodied just now by the inquiry, “ What is a 
Liberal?” and it would be equally difficult to answer. 
the Government's own servants would probably reply, ‘The 
stingiest thing in existence.” Sir Srencer Rosinson has re- 


Mapaw, I’ve been through moving inci- | 
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One of | 


My trimmings destroy’d, but I couldn’t turn back, but cried, ‘‘ Which is 
the prisoner’s Counsel ?”’ 
And I never regarded what some famous writer has call’d the great eternal 
fitness 
Of things, and the good folks cried, 
groaning, ‘‘My gracious! the thou- 
sand and ninety-firat witness !”’ 
So they elbow’d me into the box, and 
then I stood gaping and dumb there. 


‘*Take the oath,”’ says one man, and 
‘* Swear,” says another; but ‘‘No,” = /7 
says I, ‘‘no bad language in public. , |’ 
You know’ one must draw the line 7) 
somewhere, a 

And I think, worthy sira, you are 
slightly mistook, and I’m sorry to 
give you the bother, 

I ain’t a witness at all, only a poor lone 
widow, an office-boy’s mother, 

That's come here this morning from 73, Fleet Street, by water— 

From the office of Jupy, you know—as a humble and rhyming reporter.” 

** Yah! get out,” says Kengaty; ‘‘ Just step it,” says Hawkins ; and the 

others spoke just the same sort ; : 

And the Judges, they said, ‘‘ If you're here in five minutes’ time we'll 

commit you for grossest contempt of the Court.” os 

T didn’t give them the chance, though, but bundled out in double-quick 


time, 

And sat ov on the steps of Westminster Hall just to think a bit over a 
rhyme 

And help myself out of a bottle to a trifle of something consoling, 

When all of a sudden I felt, from the worrit, as if all things about me were 


rolling ; 
And a policeman comes up, and he says, ‘‘Here! I’m up to this kind of 
a trick ; w 


Just walk it, old lady,” he says; 
‘* get out, and go hume now— 
look quick !"’ 

So I walk’d it, got out and 

. look’d quick, and never 20 
much as once turn’d ; 

But now, alone, in the privacy of 
my own apartments, I should 
like to give my opinion of the 
trial and all those who are in 
it concern’d ; 

And nothing will shake my belief, 
if I live to the twentieth cen- 
tiry, 

But, for fear of annoying any- 
body, or contempting the 
Court, I'll to ev'ry one be - 
compliment’ry ; + 

Though perhaps, on reflection, ‘tis better my convictions and feelings to 
smother, 

As I've no wish to be fined or imprison'd, but am content to remain, with 
best respects, and I hope that you are as well as this leaves me at 
present, your obedient and humble Servant, 

Oprice Boy’s MuotHER. 


cently favoured the electors of Hull with a solution of his own. 
Professing himself ‘‘a thorough Liberal,” he protests that he will 
not follow Mr. GLapsroneE, being convinced that another year of 
his administration *‘ would suffice to break up the Liberal pfrty,” 
and be “ fraught with ruin to the great interests of the country.” 
He has not a civil word for any member of the Government. 
He points to the army, the navy, the Post-office, and the Treasury 


as instances in whieh additional expenditure has been accom. | 


panied by increased inefficiency. As to Mr. Lows, he asks: 
what the Liberals would have said if the Tories were convicted 
of the conduct pursued by the right honourable gentleman in 
regard to the Zanzibar Contract; and he intimates that his party 
could not defend any one of Mr. Lowe's Budgets with credit or 
success. His final estimate of the labours of the Government 
is summed up in the remark that the conduct of most of the 
departments has been marked by “ feebleness, waste, and wirat, 
under another Ministry, the Liberals would denounce. as 
jobbery.” If Mr. Grapstone’s following (it would be a mis- 
nomer to call such a collection of incongruous elements a 
‘“ party”) contains many such supporters as Sir S. Rosixson, he 
has indeed cause to ask to be “ delivered from his friends.” 
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Always lay in a good stock of Ammunition, as some birds take a deal of killing. 
2. When you discover your bird, approach him gently on tip-toe, looking as pleasant as possible, and you will find the bird become most friendly, 
for then the poor thing knows very well you wouldn’t hit it. 
8. If there are two or more, always all fire at once, as the bird may get confused, and you then stand a better chance. (N.B.—Mix a little salt 
se your powder if 2ou aim at the tail of the bird.) 
Should you both happen to hit a bird (of course you would not, because it’s very cowardly to hit anything that isn’t your own size), and any 
diay arises, always tear the bird in half, which is by far the fairest way, 
5. You’ will find clay soil very invigorating. By the way, always get a good thick coating on your boots ; it looks business-like. 
6. Of course, being game, you will find them very plucky and playful. Always encourage them. 
7. Above all, never return empty-handed. 


JUDY’S JOTTINGS. 


GS Tue “dodginess” which is a characteristic of all Mr. Guap- 
STONE’s actions is strongly shown by the line he is taking as to 
his re-election for Greenwich, consequent on his assumption of 
the Chancellorship of the Exchequer. When the reconstruction 
of the Government took place the question was raised whether 
Mr. Giapstone’s doubling of offices would not necessitate his 
re-election. The, question was one of a very delicate character, 
inasmuch as it was doubtful whether the electors of Greenwich 
would accept him a second time as their representative. So 
resort was had to a “dodge”: and it was put about that he 
would fulfil the duties of that office without accepting the salary, 
although, even on that understanding, it was at least doubtful 
whether his re-election was not imperative. This aspect of the 
case is allowed to get well down the public “throat, and then the 
great GLapstonE plays another card, and it is now announced 
that he is -oing to draw the salary after all. ‘‘ What,” say the 
Liberal papers, ‘‘ is not the labourer worthy of his hire?” shall 
England have the services of one of her most talented sons 
and begrudge him an adequate payment? Never! and so the 
right honourable manipulator of the political cards wins, makes 
his little game, and goes on his way rejoicing. 

——e 
@a Tue Right Hon. Henry Branp, Speaker of the House of 
Commons, meeting his labourers, on the occasion of the harvest 
home at Glynde, near Lewes, reminded them of the offer he 
made them twelve months since, that if they would invest their 
savings in his farm he would pay them 2} per cent. interest, and 
share with them the profit, and regretted that the proposal had 
not been accepted. The right honourable gentleman appears 
to have overlooked one little unimportent detail—that farm 
labourers, as a rule, are notcapitalists. But whena Liberal goes 
in for liberality, there really is no stopping him. 

—o-— 
ge Tur Standard has published a tabulated statement of the 
seats lost and gained since the last general election by the Con- 
servatives and Liberals respectively. Its aggregate result is that 
twenty-eight new seats have been won by the Conservatives, 
aie seven that have passed into the hands of the Liberals. 

the Liberals want “a good cry” (and they do badly), here is 

a chance for them. —-+—_- 
@% Tue English Republicans have just settled things as they 
would have them. The second conference of the National 
Republican Brotherhood has been held at Nottingham, and 
various resolutions passed. Among other little things, the 
Repubs have decided upon are:—Adult suffrage, pure ballot, 
proportional representation, disestablishment and disendowment 
of the State Church, free compulsory education, repeal of the 
game laws, direct taxation, rearrangement of the currency, no 
second chamber, and the establishment of a Social, Democratic, 
and Federal Republic. When they have secured these inestim- 
able blessings for us, it is understood that they are going to 
abolish the Ten Commandments, the Murriage Ceremony, boots, 
stockings, and pocket-handkerchiefs ; and no man is to part his 
hair down the middle on pain of instant death. Bah! Is 
there no honest hard work to do in the neighbourhood, that the 
Nottingham folk submit to this sort of bosh? 


——_——_4_——_ 
GF “ Tue Greenock day police have resolved to resign in a body, 
because their demand for an advance of pay has not been imme- 
diately granted. The night police are expected to follow.” 
After this, what? The Deluge? No, but the burglars. Babel, 
at any rate—‘‘ confusion worse confounded.” 
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Advertisement. } 
IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT ! 


ST STEPHEN'S THEATRE. 


At the curntnencement of next Season will be presented the Grand 
Burlesque of 


THE MERRY ‘ISNKERS; or, THE CABINET REPAIRED, 
With an entirely New Cast. 


Te conelide with the Screaming Farce of 
THE HOUSE DONE BROWN, 


fo which Mr. GREENWICH REFUGEE will sustain his original Character of ‘The 
Consistent Man.” 


FOR A FEW NIGHTS ONLY!! 
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BY THE SEASIDE. 


By the sad sea-shore at eve I stand, 

Holding on to my hat with one hand. 

The sun has sunk ‘neath the silvery sea,: 

The autumn breeze blows a cold to me. 

Why do I linger so late alone — 
There’s a charm for me in yon wave-wash’d stone. 
Long years ago, when my life was young, » 

In the golden time that poets have sung, . 
Together we sat on that stone so wet ;— 

How sharp it was I remember yet ! 

I ask’d her, “ Lucy, you'll be my wife ? 

Darling, I love you far more than life.’ 

And then she answer'd, ‘‘I am so vex’d, 

But I’m to be married, this month or next.” 

‘© T should have told you”’...... ‘* Always a friend ”’ 
*¢ I'd no idea.”’...... So on to the end. | 

Soon were you married, my love, my dear ; 

And soon your husband found out, I hear, 

That you had a temper: and he, —ah, well, 

How much you try him no words can tell. - 


No wonder I love, by the sounding sea, 
The place where Lucy said ‘‘No” to me, 


a 
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ROUNDABOUT.—BY THE SQUARE MAN. 
I HAVE just been reading a little volume by Mr. JoszPpH BrinpLz, pub- 
lished for private circulation, and descriptive of a three weeks’ journey to 
Vienna and back. Many works of greater pretensions contain much less 
information, less agreeably imparted. This book, I should think, ought 
to prove of great service to those of Mr. Brinpue’s friends bent on going 
‘¢ foreign countries for to see.” 


A good rattling valse, by Henry Kuen, reaches me, 


It is called 
‘* Electricity.” ' 


SPUTTERINGS FROM JUDY’S PEN. 


To Hunting Men—Look before you leap, and as well as you can after. 

Maringe Under-takers—Sharks ! ; 

A Lasovurine Bark—An Esquimaux dog—(in a sledge). 

WHEN is a baby not a baby?—When it’s a tea-thing. | 

Ir a man feels (s)leapy, does it follow that he has got the jumps ? 

Waen is a fishmonger like a rope-dancer }—When he gets his living by 
his eels. ” % 

Important TO TEA Drinkers.— Everybody, perhaps,:is not aware that 
tea was a favourite beverage among the ancient Romans, ‘* .Vunc tea, 
Bacche, canem,” says VirciL, at the commencement of his Second 
Gcorgic. ‘‘ Nec non sylvestria tecum virgulta,” he adds, Is this a sly 


allusion to the broom, and a rap at the Italian warehousemen of the 
period ? : 


’ w — 


A New Reading of an Old Epigram. 
Oxcg on the world’s horizon shone 
Three clever men—Lows, Bricut, GLADSTONE ; 
Three clever men to rule aright 
Were these three—Guapstunk, Lowr, and BricuHt ; 
But to send a nation to regions below, 
There were none like Briagut, GuApsSTONE, and Lows. 


Things not Generally Known. 

1. How mueh liberality is contained in a Liberal measure. 

2. Who the D-f-nd-nt is—or is not. 

3. Political economy—especially by the Ch-ne-]--r of the Exch-q--r. 

4. What benefit—moral, intellectual, or physical—is to be derived from 
the baldacchino. 

5. How to suppress the liquor traffic, the piano next door, a cabman, 
and one or two Right H-n. M-mb-rs. 

6. The use of taking in any Comic but Jupy. On trial it will be 
found that no other one—or its contents, at least—can be “ taken in.” 


NOW READY, 
One Shilling; Post Free, 1s, 24d., 


JUDY’S HIGH JINKS; 


BEING 
FIVE HUNDRED HUMOROUS PICTURES, | 
WITH DESCRIPTIVE LETTERPRESS, SELECTED PROM THE PAGES oF ‘‘3upy.” | 
Br CHARLES H. Ross. . | 


73. FLURB'T STREP. 
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SOME MORE SAYINGS FROM THE SAD SEA WAVES. 
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They say that they can always 8 thize 
with beauty in distress ; as, for Neher 2 with 
Miss SmirH here, who left off her coil for the 
first time yesterday, and happening to put u 
her hand, forgot she bad left it at home, an 
thought it had blown off. 
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They say they don't altogether object to They say, for instance, that they are really growing tired of these 
allow this old lady the use of their sands; too familiar types of physiognomy :— 
but she is really not ornamental, and any- The seedy literary gent, the obtru- 


how might a$ well put her pipe out, sive Jew gentleman, Mossoo, and the 
. _ made-up old man, and wish they'd 


stop at home in future, or go some- 
where else. 


And they say they are sorry to hear the seaside 
season has been such a bad one, but yet believe 
some parties managed to get their pickings out of 
the visitors while it lasted. 


‘ 


But they do object to these persons Though they still think a good deal of this is very desirable, and even if a 
with field-glasses, and would very much little outrde, it’s very nice, you know, and the dear little things enjoy them- 
like to runin suddenly and spoil their selves dreadfully doing it. 

cheap seaside suits for them. of them properly. 
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Ma and the girls might cook the dinner, it 
down tie JenkINSONS, and they had made up their Only it rained like anything, so what the is true, instead of leaving it to the stupi i 
min ls to have a nice drive; dickens were they to do with themselves ? landlady ; but then the bottom of the bert 
saucepan had a hole in it. 
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Meanwhile, poor Pa | Cuantes plays billiards, and Tox don't. He goes in 


resorts to the paper, and Ioees thirty shillings. Brayvo, for skittles, and makes Dinner Time.—They had bought a new saucepan, and so every- 
finds that ove of his Caartxs ! himself ache all over ! thing tastes dreadfully tiuny. 
best customers is going to be a bankrupt. 
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Poor Ma and Pa try anap But Pa can’t get off, The dear girls sit and watch the CC. and T. toss for pennies But in the evening they pack up 


after dinner. somehow. rain, and have a row. all the afternoon. and go home in disgust. 
[Morat.—Best place for them. 
’ ” ‘‘Seems quite wore out? Not he: shamming, sir, shamming, that’s 
“ONLY A ‘BUS HORSE. what it is. O, he's a rare ’un for his artfulness, he is Yar, yer brute, 
A Sentimental Story. exer ox!" * # * # # # « 


**Banx! Bank! Hoxford Street !—’Hre yer har, sit! Yar, yer brute, And it has come to thts, at last! 
would yer! Jil teach yer to know who's the master ‘ere! Yar, get on, Three times to-day have I gone slipping, stumbling, and staggering 


then! along as best I could over these terrible greasy stones, along these 

‘Hey? What, sir? Don’t wallop ’im quite so much? Lor’ bless | dreadful streets, crowded with haman creatures, but yet so cruel and 80 
yer, I'm dew at the Circus at the ker-varter past, and ye can see for yer- | pitiless! For all these weary hours have I been subjected to the coarse 
self how the hanimal goes, or rayther, don’t go. language and brutality of this common, low-born fellow who cal/s himself, 
‘Tired Bah! why, this is hon’y his third journey to-day. He'll | I believe, a ‘‘ coachman.” 


have to do a lot more afore I’ve done with ‘im. Ha, ha! I could almost Jaugh, I declare. Coachman. indeed! And 
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I—I have sunk 60 low as to be drive a thing like this/ {—I who one—the dark, handsomest one. This was the one she never talked to 
have been associa all my life with none but the very “ best form.” me about; but this was the one she bedewed me about in silence. © 
1 who have been gently encouraged and coaxed along by grand gorgeous | — That, of course, Was only my guess at her secret. 


dandies of the old Four-in-Hand Club, who have been complimented by When it was 100 late I found that I had guessed aright. 
i i a of ‘* Her When she lay £0 still on that awful meadow— 80 still that I thought she 


Grace”! J, too, who have been the cynosure of all eyes in ‘* the Park,” | had gone—I heard her saying something to herself. He, the fair other 
‘n search of help —the hurdle. 


who have been petted kissed, loved, by the sweetest, the kindest, the Certain one, had rushed away 10 € 

prettiest, and the very, very best of dear mistresses ! They were only two words, but what are words !—it is the speaking 

‘And it has come to this at last! - > : c . them ! : 

Ah me! My poor dear young mistress! 1s mY present sad position “Dick!” (1 saw—scarcely heard—the planched life form these),— 
j 3 ) eof your | “ Dick—to the death—did—did I not tell you—I am glad—thus—"" 


meant to be @ judgment on me for being the urhappy caus 
death? No, I cannot think so. Did she not take all the blame on her- And then—ah me 1—the hurdle came, with the other fair Certain one 


self—did she not say that the hedge and the wall together were “too | whose name was—not DICK. 
much for any horse to get over »>- Nay, more even. For, did she not What was the difficulty after all, I never knew. My poor dear mis- 


—efore she wae carried away O11 that hurdle—so crushed, and, ah me! | tress was rich—an heiress. If, then, the Certain one Was only poer, there 
so’ still— crawl with much difficulty up to me, and, taking MY head in her | was no real difficulty. But supposing—— * ; ap 
little hands, as Was ever her wont— id she not then kiss me on My But what does that boot now!—the shoe ss on the other footi | For, 


forehead, so softly, and with ail “her old tenderness, and then whisper to what do-any of us who even can parade their boast of being-2> the 
me in her old sweet music, — I a ah EO OET best society” know of 


Don't, don't fret, dear old’ '” 
Ruby ; it was not your ault, 
my brave, true Ruby.” 

And J—I with my heart 
breaking, could but look dumbly . 
in her sweet face. But I know Ss 
she understood me, I know as SN 
well as if I had been able to 

cak to her, she knew and be- 


n by 
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Folly and Frivolity, and the 
‘é Season” is—as it ever will be. 
‘-Ya-as, good Parky ve-ry- 
Town— full—ya-aS VO", . 
Gan a horse—4 horge who has 
_sank to my level—me alize ea 
_ But the above> little. ODsCiys 
¢ion was offered by the 
on * * ad 
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been killed dead—dead on the ~ VSS NS SWAG 
spot, than have been the cause wy) fos WAN ee ot . AS NS 
of harming one pair of her head. | OO RSS NATE. St L72 aT ee 
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‘J never saw the Parks 

» Why should 1? She Wi3= 
* * * * 


4) 


sca @.. 
“Bark! Bank! (¥er; | 


own fault Just, look at the {2 : , 
jump yourself. | But fhe pace |" prate, get on, will yet Be | 
was so good, | wa the'only one |: oa ee ot a 
up with the hounds. Psuppose | ROU ND 1 B ou 7. 


I was delirious—mad with the | 
excitement, 80—~ on’t blame | 
poor Ruby, GEORGE.” 

‘A true-hearted gentlewoman, 
my poor dear mistress, thorough- 
pred as Eclipse. Yes, that one 
word explains gli— THOROUGH- 
BRED. Should I have loved 
and honoured her 50, would she 
have thought £0 of me before 


By the Square Man. 

A Book on Babies and Ladders, 
by EMMANUEL Kink (Hore), 
is a collection of grotesque essays 
of a very humorous nature, aD 
exhibiting 2 kind of fun unlike 
that of the comic American 
writing we have seen of late. 
71h the somewhat incompre- 
hensible title of Aufulcrammers 
(HoTTEN), Mr. T. A. Brick 
has published a volume of anec- 
dotes, some of them Scriptu 
illustrated by choice vignettes 
in a style of art rarely met with 
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gether ! How well—how com- 
pletely we understood each other! 


Talk of the fidelity of dogs, 

pshaw !—the attachment of a NoT 80 VERY BAD OF THE OLD GENTLEMAN. in modern publications. ~ 

- thoroughbred horse to a tho- | Severe Proctor (to Undergraduate, who, after the approved fashion, %8 publisher, 1m a prefatory Dot 

- roughbred man OF wpman beats wearing his mortar-board, but carrying his gown). I SA%, youna Sin, says -—~ The ornaments 2 

that rubbish in a canter® SHOULD IMAGINE THE GENTLEMAN WHOSE GowN 00 ang TAKING Home book are original designs‘ 

My poor dear mistress! Not | wouLp BE VERY DISPLEASED TO FIND YOU WEARING HIS CAP. . have only been produced by the 
exercise of great genius and an 


a day passed but she came to a 
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see me in my stable with lumps 7 ee, : outlay of money.” And he 
of the best sugar and coaxing words. ‘When she was a little worried or’| adds, ‘‘ Know, therefore, that any one copying, imitating, oT adopting 


| upset about anything—if the certain Young Gentleman had been flirtung these designs will be proceeded against with the utmost rigour of the law, 
3; and Act 5 & 6 Vict. & 


. with Somebody Else at ‘* My Lady’s dance” overnight, oF the last new in accordance with Act. 8 Geo. ee 
‘(frock ” did not turn out quite up to the mark, she would visit me more I have found much enjoyment and instruction in this publication, and 
- than once in the day and make her little confession. most heartily recommend it to all serious and sensible pe ople. 

Laying her beautiful sunpy hair on my neck, and nestling up to me, she Number One of Grant's I llustrated Circles is called ** At the Sea,” and 
would confide everything to me. Sometimes—aiter her pretty head had | consists of a number of humorous designs by Mr. WILLIAM BrRuNTON, 0 
been leaning against my sympathetic neck a longer time than usual, and Fun, depicting the humorous adventures of a cockney family <¢ doing the 
I found she had prought me more of the best sugar than usual, 1 was ozone. 
conscious of something warm trickling down over my muzzle, and, when Mr. T. B. ALDRICH ig a new and happy find in the comic literary 
I looked up in MY mute expostulation and caught her gaze, why, she would | fields of America, who will be -warmly welcomed over here in hi 


take and fall to and kiss me, sobbing all the time ‘as though her heart ‘‘Marjorie Daw and other People” (RouTLEDSE axp Sons). : Mr. Au: 
; ‘ A a his 


—_ 


were breaking. nicn’s style 18 unlike any of his predecessors, a0 stories treat | 
What was it? Could she be @ little impostor, after all, and, whilst of Transatlantic ‘sgociety.” ‘The idea of one ie the tales, “ Made- 

pretending to tell me everything, kept back one little secret ? moiselle Olympe Zabriski,”” is & thing not easily to be forgotten. It is 
it, 


Often and often, after she left me, I used to think what it all admirably told, and the other stories contain passages of great mer 
. I am not deeply impressed by the revelations of the ‘ fashionable- 


earrt. 
Now there were, I knew, to begin with, two Certain Young Gentlemen, | 2e88 ” of the fashionable circles described, but the descriptions are 
put I had long before discovered that, of the two, one was the Certain vastly entertaining. , 7 


“we 


YN 


gS 
Ah 4 4, 
pe 4; 


Cnt 
+4 


LYK 
SN 
SN 


il 


wie \ 

can 
| y ) x why 
of , Aan” e t 5 ip Z “A 


=~ 


— 


Hees 


| 


: NO aS i a A 
ie EE OE a 
| issn : 
Upity}, 
iit 


. Z 
\ \ \ 4 
3 , : ; Ait 1@ . si ‘ 
| , | ° , + \ : , 
\ hE SAA t . SY , ww es 
4 | ff f oF s ' VN AA Y . é 
3 : | ~\ 5 . ‘ ' " ‘ih! A, my . . \ s 
: nN . ; — oes ‘ . 
“ a. | : 
: we \ nt i " ‘ | 
4 Ss = 
‘ . : ) 
\ as . 
7 ‘ NA + - ~Sn 5 . , 
) § Ma *.* ." ‘ * ' : . 
- \ , + ~ _ - : YN . 
- a oh ) : 
by . ay : : ) 
. ~~ >. * | | 
: ‘ “ — ' 1 
SAC oo ~~ > at —,, SS = 
¥ cS SAA * : = | 7 ; 
s : = : x Ne ee = . SS 
. . “ . . ‘ae = | i 
. : . uit 
~ Pa — _ , ? ue 2) . ‘ 
= | § ~ oti 1] 
: ; ars | 


HEEL | k 


| 
AY 
Ay 


\\ 


ae AL 
} 


MIC JOURNAL.— Oct. 8, 1878. 


Ah (7 
AN |i yy is 


=i pee 
ie yh! hh ey wus 
: Hy Sy i 
} | | i 
aA ! 
i 
‘ 


Y . 
VV 
44) 
yy 
y 


4 
( 
\ 


ee 
SSNS 


Uy 
é 
yf 
y 
f 
U 
‘ 


ID BROTHERS.” 


t 


Cc 
i 


OF THE ASHANTEES AND THE BOMBARDERS OF ALICANT 


— 


Ocr, 8, 1878.1 


JUDY, OR THE LONDON SERIO-COMIC JOURNAL. 


249 


RATTLETRAP RHYMES.—No. 21. Matilda Jane and her Dog. 


A WomAN must love something, 
No matter what or who ; 

A monkey or a kitten, 
A dog or cockatoo. 


And though, perchance, for preference, 
She’d rather love a man; 

If that's impossible, with pets 
She'll do the best she can. 

At least this was the case with one 
Whose charms, now on the wane, 

Is known to all her relations 
As Aunt MaTItpA JANE. 


She, in her youth, a beauty’d been, 
And own’d a lovely face ; 

With aged spinsters you will find 
This always is the case. 


She'd broken full a score of hearts ; 
Rich, poor, fat, lean, short, tall, 
The men all flock’d to pay her court 
And she !—she snubb’d them all. 


Until there came, one fatal day, 
A certain Captain X. ; 


But he turn’d up his nose at her, 
So she forswore the sex. 


? 


‘* T'll never listen,” then she cried, 
“* To false men when they woo; 
My love shall be for cats and dogs, 
They re faithful, kind, and true.” 
A hamper came by P. D. C., 
Sweet pleasure to confer ; 
She dragg’d from out a strawy bed 
A wretched little cur : 


—$__—_ 


ee a 


MA:‘RRIED W 
BY A MAREIED MAN, 
No. 1—The Respectable Married Woman. 
Tue Respectable married woman is not in reality-m0re. married 
or more respectable than other married women, who are also 
ree in their way, but she mentions the fact more fre- 
quently. 7 _ 

The Respectable. married woman belongs to the upper-lower 
orders, and is tep to one the mother of a large family and the 
wife of a Brute. With this almost inevitable end of respectable 
married womanhood before their eyes, it is nearly surprising that 
unmarried women, except in dire distress, should rush into 
wedlock. In anybody but an unmarried woman the thing would 
be quite surprising. 

The Respectable married woman has generally too many other 
things to attend to, to find time to wash her face before the Brute 
comes home, and he is, therefore, apt to form a somewhat dis- 
paraging estimate of her personal appearance. As, however, he 
is hopelessly married to her, it doesn’t much matter. 

We find, if we go there in search of her, the Respectable 
married woman at the bar of the public-house round the corner, 
telling her woes to two other Respectable married women, where 
they give a mysterious order for a “ three-out glass,” in which 
they partake of the liquor they have purchased. The topic of 
conversation upon these occasions is sometimes the Brute, but 
more often a female living in the same house, or the house next 
door, or somewhere in the immediate neighbourhood, who is by 


A poor half-starved and shrinking 
Who wail’d a piteous wail ; 

Who blink’d his eyelids, shivering, 
And wagg'd his little tail. 


**Come to my arms; sweet quadruped, 
False men have been my bane ; 
And you shall be- my antidote,” 
Cried Miss MATILDA Jane. 
She taught him muny pretty tricks, 
She taught him to beliave ; 
She fed him on the best of food, 
And made of him a slave. 
He waited for her footstep, 
From early morn till dark ; 
He''jump’d and fawn'’dy and wagg’d and 
- But ever dared to bark. 
She took him out for éhavaiing walks, 
She made him léap and play ; 
She tubb’d him twice’in ev'ry week, 
She comb'd him every day. 


Alas, alas! Martrupa JANE, 
That you should ever find | 


That dogs can show ingratitude 
As plainly as mankind ! 


dog, | 


The poodle, once a gutter dog, 

No true affection bears ; 
| Her little bow-wow proud became, 
~And gave himself such airs ! 


He'd have the best of evrything, 
Or else he bark’d and growl’d; 
He'd do whatever thing he pleased; 
Or else he sadly howl'd. 
‘Oh, woe,” cried poor Matiiupa JAN, 
‘* Would I were in my graye ! 
I'd sooner haye bent low to man, 
Than been a doggie’s slave.” 


¥ : WN A Wty, 


ee 


| begg'dy 


Too late, too late, MATILDA JANE, 
Your deeds are past recall ; 

The-words with which my tale begins 
May give you comfort small :— 


ee 


A woman must love something, 
No matter what or who ; 
A monkey. or a kitten, 
“'X dog of cockatao. 
| And though, perchance, for preference, 
| She'd rather love a man; 
If that’s impossible, with pets 
She'll do the best she can. 


Moral. 
Never love anything or anybody, and be happy 
— if possible! 


——_—————— 


O'MeE N. | 


no means respectable, and undoubtedly not married, and whose 
sayings and doings afford a theme for endless discussion, which 
is discussed by all the three Respectable married women, all talk- 
ing together in chorus at the same time. 

When at last, by sheer hard work, one of the three has left the 
other two breathless, you hear something of this sort. “So I 
ups and gives her as good as she give me. And I says to her, I 
says, Look here, I says——”’ . 

It is not probable, however, that the monologue reaches be- 
yond this point without one of the other two. Respectable mar- 
ried women dashing in; nor does it appear that any such forbear- 
ance is looked for or desired by the monologuist herself, who 
talks to a full stop, and then finishing her refreshment hastily, 
goes home contentedly. a 

In the domestic circle, when she has some washing to do, the 
Respectable married woman is especially energetic, and the olive- 
branches have a time of it. As she generally has some washing 
to do every day, when she isn't having a good clean-out, the 
olive-branches’ time of it usually lasts from Monday till Monday. 

The Brute, who is a working man—quite as good as any other 
man, and a precious sight better—is a lively creature with a. 
soul above soap, who leaves the mark of his honest working 
hand upon all he touches, more particularly his bread-and- 
butter. When not upon the strike—which we might almost 
describe as his most regular employment—the Brute is com- 
paratively pleasant; coming home to p down his food, 
choking the last-born with his after-meal pipe, and retiring to 
his music-hall, his select harmonic, or his debating society, until 


| ‘“‘ the houses are closed,” when he staggers home, and is called 
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WHAT'S IN A NAMEP 
So, yzR GUDEMAN’S TURNED Gopr TripPLeR, JEAN ? 


Ist Fishwife. 
2nd Fishwife. Gupgs TeMPuaR, YE MEAN, 
lst Fishwife. 
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(Scene—A Spinit Shop in Ediuburgh.) 


Tax’ YE MA WORD FORT, JEAN, IPT WASNA FOR THE SPELLIN’, THERE'S DEIL A BIT 0’ DIFFERENOR ATWEEN THE TWA. 


names while he pulls his clothes off and tumbles like a log into 
bed. 
Except that she is a something draggle-tailed and dingy, 
hard-handed and shrill-voiced, a something that at the same time 
is a mother and a machine to cook food and scrub floors—it is 
difficult to discover any other aim and end of the generality of 
these Respectable married women’s lives. When she dies she is 
spoken of—as long as the memory of her lasts—a month or two, 
perhaps, if it is a dull season, with little to talk about—as one 
who made the Brute a good wife, and he in a maudlin way enter- 
tains the same opinion, and frequently mentions the fact by way 
of disparaging comparison to the successor whom he marries 
‘“‘as a mother to the children.” 

In the hard, grinding battle of life in which the Respectable 
married woman daily struggles, the sentiments get naturally 
blunted. There is nothing so fatal to love as irregular feeding, 
and the most enduring passion can hardly be expected to endure 
under short commons. I have no doubt that these kind people 
would really love one another a great deal if they had time; but 
they haven t ;—they never will have, and—they don't. 

The reason this kind of female is born, too, is, perhaps, to 
bring up young Brutes, who otherwise, left to themselves, might 
fall over cee or under passing cart-wheels, and to cook the 
dinner, It is not a great end to reach, even when reached 
successfully ; but there perhaps is not very much harm in it. 

I will not, therefore, be too hard upon the La things, who, 
though insignificant enough to such as you and I, are, to a cer- 
tain extent, human, and to be excused. 

Their like, as may be readily imagined, is not to be met with 
in genteel circles, where love endures—ever so long, and all 
married couples being perfectly well matched, duty is delicately 
blended with affection, and the remainder of the cardinal virtues 
sweetly mingled like the ingredients in a well-mixed salad. Let 
us all go home after thinking this over, and thank Providence we 
are not as'these—zracious Goodness*forbid ! 


THE ONLY JONES. 

Hon’n’p Ma’au, —In 
going to the Lyceum to 
see Mr. Invine in Riche- 
lieu, I expected a great 
treat, and I was not dis- 
appointed ; for, although 
in certain portions of 
Lord Lyrror’s play, he 
sunk almost to the level 
of what used to be 
called transpontine me- 
lodrama, he showed in 
other places (and these 
were by far the most 
numerous) that he was 
in trath the great actor 
which J, Hon’r’d Ma’am 
(you will perhaps re- 
member) always declared 
him to be. The daily 
papers have analyzed the 
various scenes, 80 I shall 
content myself with 
: —S finding fault with the 
famous ‘‘ Curse of Rome,” and praising all the rest. May it please you, 
I should not like to say Mr. Invine is badly supported in the piece, 
especially when eo able an actor as Mr. Cuaron plays the part of the 
King; but I, Madam, for one, cannot join the gallery how! in laadation 
of Mr. Howarp as De Mauprat—perhaps it is that now, in my old age, 
promoted to the post of dramatic critic, I am learning to despise those 
tricks of the stage that filled me with wonder and urged me to emulation 
when I was chief banner-bearer at the principal provincial theatres. To 
say the piece is superbly mounted is only to bear an additional tribute to 
the good taste of Mr. Bargman. The scene of ‘*Richelieu’s cabinet in 
the Palais Cardinal’ is alone worth a visit to the Lyceum. I may be 
wrong in my estimate—Hon'r'd Ma’am, I hope I am— buat I cannot antici- 
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pate a long run for Richelieu. Playgoers will go once out of curiosity to see 
Mr, Irnvixe (and they will be well rewarded for doing so), but I doubt if 
Many will care to pay a second visit, and this more on account of the 
heaviness of the play, which in certain scenes is unquestionably dull and 
tedious. 

The only acting edition of Richelieu, accurately marked, as produced by 
the late Mr. MacreEapy, is published by Messrs. Rout.Epcs. 

M. RivizreE is succeeding with his Promenade Concerts at Covent 
Garden, as he deserves to succeed. Every novelty in music that his 
enterprise can discover is introduced to the public, and with such rapid 
succession does one novelty succeed another, that it is next to impossible 
to keep pace with them. Suffice it here to record, Hon’r’d Ma’am, that 
the man who das got music in his soul is sure of a pleasant evening whenever 
he drops in at Rivizre's Promenade Concerts. 

I don’t pretend to know much about dancing. I don’t dance myself. 
I ventured to but once, and then I fell down. But I know the kind of 
dancing that pleases me. I did not care much for Mile. D’Or they raved 
so about at Covent Garden. She might have been wonderful—I don’t 
think I could have done that twisting round bit myself without ‘‘ crick- 
ing”? my back—but I was not wildly delighted. For my part, I prefer 
PirteRi—surely one of the most graceful of women. Go to the Alhambra 
and judge for yourself. Mlle. Sara is very clever, and language fails me 
when I would describe her abilities as a kick-upist ; but for the floating, 
gliding, undulating business, there is none I know of to approach Mile. 
PITTERI. 

You will observe that both ladies are mademoiselles. There is a good 
deal of French—good, bad, and indifferent—about the Alhambra playbill, 
which is embellished by a marginal ornament of chastely elegant design. 
Though writing Héléne with a lavish expenditure of accents, aigu and 
grave, Mademoiselle is abbreviated Madile. instead of Mile., a mistake 
which is, curiously enough, made by almost every printer and publisher in 
London. In another part of the programme I read that La Belle Héléne 
is ‘‘ written by F. C. Burnanp, Esq. ; music by M. J. Orrensacu.” 
This is not a mistake, perhaps, but—it’s funny. M. is not one of OrrEn- 
BACH’S initials, you know, though it looks like it. 


JUDY’S JOTTINGS. 


«4 Braptaven, the atheist, has gone to America, to lecture 
against the principles of Christianity. Dr. Brinpiey, a well- 


known theological controversialist, follows him, with a view to” 


counteract his pernicious teaching in any towns which Brap- 
LAUGH may visit—on the principle, ‘‘ After the bane, the antidote.” 
We have just paid the Americans 15 millions of dollars on 
account of the Alubamu affair; cannot they, in return, manage to 
keep this mischief-monger on their side of the Atlantic for the 
future? We could spare him. 
aanoe ene 

ga THE London School Board, at its first meeting after the 
recess, resolved “that a report should be prepared by the clerk, 
showing the work that had been accomplished by the present 
Board during its three years’ term of existence.” To be quite 
complete, this report should also contain a tabulated statement 
showing how many wordy confabulations have led to nothing, 
how many precious months have been wasted, tons of harmless 
paper spoiled, big debts incurred for other .pockets ‘to pay—and, 
finally, how many thousands of friendless ‘street arabs are still 
wearily waiting—waiting for the time, which never comes, 
when they are to be taken in hand, taught, and trained. Speech 
is silver, my lords and gentlemen, but surely silence as to what 
you have done is the golden rule for you to abide by. 


—— 


« Fatners of families, attention to an item of shipping news. 
The clipper ship Norfolk sailed from Melbourne, Victoria, on 
the 10th of July, with a cargo consisting of sixteen tons of 
mutton and five tons of beef, cut up in sides, saddles, and joints, 
and all solidly packed in tanks and compactly frozen. This 
freezing process has been carried out on a new principle; and 
joints of meat so preserved have been cooked and eaten in 
Australia some months after they have been first frozen, and it 
is said they were as good as fresh-killed meat. Let the British 
butcher set his house in order: retributive justice will shortly be 
meted out to him. 
—@—— 

Gr Artes all, the great Atlantic balloon voyage, which was to 
have been made by Professor Wisk, is not to come off. The 
balloon was announced to start for Europe, from Brooklyn, on 
the 10th ult.. but never took leave of the ground. When only 
one-fourth filled, for some reason or other, an ingenious person 
ripped open its side, and the machine heaved a sigh or two and 
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died. Then everybody concerned and unconcerned duly “ inter- 
viewed, and a great marly reasons were discovered why the 
voyage could not be undertaken. But the hole in the balloon's 
side was as good asany. It is not asserted that the collapse 
took place for want of gas. There has been enough of that 
wasted over this project to carry a balloon all round the world. 
Clever people, these Yankees! 
—_—e-——- 

@— Tux Liberals are determined, when they go out of office, that 
they will leave a sweet savour behind them. All their actions 
show this: witness the following item :—‘ The issue of half- 
sheets of paper to Government offices, for letter-writing, will 
commence next month.” Let us give every one his due. Mr. 
GLapstonk, doubtless, has nearly ruined the country, but he 
has certainly economized the national sealing-wax. 


—_—_@—_—_— 

a In the account given in the Times of. the London School 
Board meeting, Mr. HerwortH Dixon is reported to have 
‘‘asked if the Board was bound to. name a day in November (for 
electing a new Board), and so have the election at the season 
of fog.” Jupy wishes to know whether a School Board meeting 
has ever been held without the Board getting intoa fog? Should 


there not be one ready-made for them ® 
—_—_— Q—— 


gw THE right hon. gentlemen composing the ‘“ Happy Family ” 
at eae Street are not entirely clear of their little family 
quarrels. Itis rumoured that Mr. Bricur is becoming a trifle 
awkward on the subject of the Ashantee war. The mnght hon. 
gentleman, it is said, has expressed himself decidedly against the 

rosecution of that unfortunate contest, and threatens, if a war- 
ike policy is pursued, to withdraw from the Government which 
he has so recently joined, although, “‘ upon all important matters, 
the Cabinet is in harmony.” What a nice ear for music thege 
Liberals must have! as 


—»—— 

Ar the instance of the Duke or Camnninox, a committee is 
to report as to the best means to be adopted to lessen the number 
of desertions in thearmy. Let the Liberal coadjutors of H.R.H. 
permit him to make the army attractive by better pay and better 
prospects for the soldier. Give the men their deserts, in fact, and 
they will never become deserters. 


SPUTTERINGS FROM JUDY'S PEN. 


A Dousis One.—A ‘‘Site of Afoncy "—Lombard Street.— [Nonsense ! 
the best sight of money must be at the theatre where they are performing 
Lord Lyrron’s play. | 

Wuart will be the first duty of our troops on their arrival at Coomassie ? 
—To grind Koffee, to be sure. 

Tue Liverpool Mercury publishes this advertisement :—‘‘ Wanted, a 
respectable Young Man to take charge of a Pony Cart, with good character 
from last situation. —Apply at Taytor’s, Clyde Street, Derby Road.” Let 
us hope Mr. Tay or can answer for the pony cart’s character. 

A MANIAC writes to ask if a sailor is like sage and onions because he’s 
often dressed in duck. 

Wy is a-drill-sergeant like several ironclads {—Because he makes 
@ squad-run. 

Wry is the L—d Ch—f J—ce like an old toper ?—Goodness knows ! 
Anyhow, he gets MELLor with Lusu on the bench every day. ([Jupy 
apologizes in advance, for fear this may be thought to be c— of C—.! 

Wat is the difference between the Claimant entering Court and 
Mr. Hawgins and his learned brethren when sitting down !—The one is 
cheered by his supporters, and the others are supported by their cheers 
(chairs, we mean, you know). 

Wuat is the difference between an old hat on a stick and money with 
a spendthrift ?— One scares crows, the other grows scarce. 

A Cockxgy Doctor's Advice to a Patient—‘‘ Remember, my dear sir, 
if you (h)eat yourself you'll catch cold.” 

Nature abhors a vacuum: is this the reason that with light-headed 
people all liquors go to the head ? 


———_ 


NOW READY, 
One Shilling; Post Free, 18. 2\d., 


JUDY’S HIGH JINKS; 


BEING 
FIVE HUNDRED HUMOROUS PICTURES, 
WITH DESCRIPTIVE LETTERPRESS, SELECTED FROM THE PAGES oF *‘JupDyY.” 
By CHARLES H. ROSS. 
738, FLEET STREET. 
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252 JUDY, 
AH-BAH-LOON!! | 
The dear old man has been editing his Memoirs ; 


Nots.—For some time past there have been numerous inquiries at No. 73 respecting the whereabeuts of ALLY SLOPER. 
be published, price One Shilling, with 750 Pictures). He has also been getting up @ Balloon Trip across the Atlantec. 
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You may imagine how su rised his friends were one 
him taking a wa’ down Fleet Street with the apparatus. 


day to mect 
1t put out the otber foot passengers 4 little. 


e before be meant to do 89, and very 
who supplied the gas- His good lady 


Auuy went off 4 littl 
nearly took up the man 
objected. 


n his life ALLY wished he bad 
a greatcoat. 


For the first time i 


ht another gentle- 


The grappling irons cau 
man. If he had bought his clothes of a cheap 
tailor, he might have come down—sooner. 


ubsacribed towards ALLY's Sd int 
ver saw him start, and The question of the day is: has ALLY ever atarted, and if 
go, where the deuce and all has he got to! 
ts is without foundation. 


e corner with Moses, Jupy sincerely trus 
October §, 1878. 


The parties whe 8 
n been accused of throwing sand in exper ses somehow ne 
they pulled long faces about it. 

ent round th 


A.ty has ofte 
ople’s eyes. What's the good of having a bad 
[N. B.—The rumour that he is at the present mom 
mper, Milford Lane, Strand, 


pe 
name for nothing? 
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7EM RIGHT. 


Fishwoman. So You'Re on THR STRIKE AGAIN, THR TAREE OF YOU, AND YOU'RE DOING YOUR BEST TO SEND UP THE COALS, THE WHILE YOU'RE 
HAGGLING THE HEART OUT OF ME FOR THE Prick or A HaLypenny MACKEREL. WRLL, Now, IT's TWOPENCE TO THE LIKES OF YE; I MEAN TO 


Rarse wy Prices 1x ADVANOR TO MAKE SURE OF EM. So THERE! 


THE BOY WHO BIT HIS MOTHER. 


Wuax I was very young indeed, —in fact, so young was I, 

The sight of water, comb, or brush, resulted in a cry,— 

One day my mother slapp'd my head, and set me in a twitter, 
She caught me up and took me home, and in revenge I bit her. 


I'm told that when a lion once has bathed its fangs in gore, 

"Tis notably more dangerous than e’er it was before ; 

I did this deed at three years old— at four 'twas my delight 

To atand behind a door and make my mother jump with fright. 


At six I had the measles, which my body well did smother, 

I didn’t like ’em much, and #0 I gave ‘em to my brother ; 

At seven, being sent to school, I fell ont with the tator, 

And ’stead of minding P’s and Q's, shot him with a Pea-shooter. 


At eight I nearly came to grief through drinking too much wine, 
And no one liked a mild cigar so much as I at nine. 

At sixteen years I fell in love with seventeen young creatures, 

I put them in a room one day to study well their features ! 


I put their names into a bag—a very choice collection— — 

Put in my hand and pall’d one out, the maid of my selection ; 
' But when I offer’d her my hand, the one I’d chose to be 

My wife out of these seventeen, J’m hang’d if she'd have me. 


MORAL. 


So now all children, of what age or sex are here assembled, 
Think of my dreadfal course of life and let me hear you trembled ! 
As others you'd have do to you, oh! do you unto others, 


And if your teeth come early, pray, oh ! pray don’t bite your mothers. 


Chorus.— Now don’t you bite your mother, 
You mustn’t bite your mother; 
‘¢ Let dogs delight to bark and bite,” 
But don't you bite your mother! 


EDINBURGH FROM A “TRAM”-ATIC POINT 


OF VIEW. 


(Norr.—This disgracefully incomprehensible article has been forwarded by a 
hitherto highly valued contributor, who was d tched to the North, a few 
days ago, for the purpose of describing Edinburgh in au elegantly light and 
humorous style.) 

Dear Mapau,—It was a cruel thing of you to send me down by the 

night train on Saturday. I know nothing of Scotland, but you, who 

know everything, must have known that everything was shut on Sunday. 

It's no gcod being a bond fide down here ; they don’t see it. 

The houses in Edinburgh are very tall, and some are taller on one side 
than the other. For instance, I paid a visit to a gentleman on a first 
floor, and on leaving his office he took me, as I supposed, down into the 
cellar. I naturally imagined we were going down for a glass of wine—we 
weren’t, though. On the contrary, we presently reached the street—with- 
out refreshment. There are a good many hills here, and a good many of 
the houses are built on them sideways. 

I have heard of instances of intemperate persons who, returning home 
late at night, have found that somebody has stolen the keyhole. Intem- 
perate persons will be glad to learn that nothing of the kind can occur in 
Edinburgh, because thete are no street doors. 

I am extremely pleased with the architectural beauties of the town, in 
which there are several fine hotels, and numerous taverns and spirit shops, 
where they sell whisky of a superior quality. 

* * - #4 e * * * 

I have just been round the town with a native of Kdinburgb, who has 

pointed out places of interest. They drink whisky by the ‘“‘nip” or 
‘tram.”’ 

A splendid view of the palace and the castle and the railway station 
is obtainable from a bridge I forget the name of, but the uips or trams 
above alluded to cost twopence each. 

The palace of Holyrood is replete with interest, of a character which 
you can get sixpennyworth in a bottle, and leave a penny on the bottle, 
or more properly on the counter, for the bottle, making in all sevenpence 
—not forgetting the penny for your umbrella. 
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It may be remembered that Sir Watrer Scort, whose statue has a 
peculiarly mellow flavour, slightly smoky, as i ee to me, and very 
pleasant to the palate. aut valle Sedat, 


De Aa oe 


Indeed, in the novel of ‘‘ (uy Mannering ” thay be found a most | 


graphic description of the old town, though I for one decidedly prefer it 
to Irish, and I am sure you can take a much larger quantity without the 
game prejudicial resulte. 

Bat of all the picturesque and romantic sites, 

I think that it is the custom not to mix the water 
with the whisky, but to drink the water, if 
drunk at all, afterwards. 

But to resume, or perhaps, more properly speak- 
ing, my friend, who has been taking nip for nip 
with me since a quarter before noon this morning, 
thinks he had better go home, and I therefore 
defer the further consideration of the subject | 
under discussion from an archeological point of | 
view ; though I don’t think I can trust him to 
go alone, for fear he should again return to the 
spirit shop opposite—uniess, indeed, one more 


nip without water would tend——. 
a * e 7 . a * 


I extremely regret that I cduld not finish my 
article last night in time for the first post this 
morning. Not being able to remember with suffi- 
cient distinctness which flat I lived upon, I was 
reluctantly compelled to sleep on the stairs until 
the postman called in the morning, when I knew 
that a letter would arrive with the necessary 
particulars set forth upon the envelope. I am 
not at all well to-day, owing to the sharpness of 
the angle against which I leant my head, 

” * + 


My friend, however, has just called in, and 
seems ridiculously fresh and rosy. He hopes I 
am the same. I tell him I am not. 

He says that perhaps it was the nip#or trams, | 
and that I had better be more careful for the future, as he himself only 
takes his spirits medicinally. a — 

He says he has found whisky an excellent remedy for gout, neuralgia, 
Jumbago, croup, and measles. He has also tried it for corns. It not 
re he away the corns, but it even took his feet from under him at the 
same time. 


I tell him that perhaps, on the whole, I did take a nip or tram too : 


many yesterday, and appeal to his- 
experience as to the correct number . 
which can safely be taken. 

“Well,” says he, after a few 
moments’ reflection, ‘* when ye get 
up i’ the mornin’ ye can tak’ a 
tram, an’ when ye gang oot up the 
toon i’ the mornin’ ye can tak’ a 
tram, an’ when ye come in frae 
the toon i’ the mornin’ ‘ye can tak’ 
@ tram, and ye can tak’ a tram 
afore breakfast, an’ after breakfast 
ye.can tak’ a tram, an’ ye can tak’ 
a tram before dinner, an’ after 
dinner ye can tak’ twa or three 
trams; but ye munna be aye tram- 
. trammin’, because, ye ken, the 
mercies o’ Providence were given 
us to be used and no’ abused.” 

I have been thinking this over 
seriously for an hour or two, and 
have arrived at the conclusion that 
there is nothing like moderation. 


SS A | 


PLAY-HOUSE PERSONS. 
No. 1.—The Stock Company at 
the T. R. Querytown. 

Tux man who would build a theatre 
in a provincial town must prostrate 
himself before the mayor and corpo- 
ration, grovel to the leading gentry,. 
cringe to the tradespeople, and 


SIDE OF CHRISTMAS, ~~ 
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‘““HERE WE ARE AGAIN!” 


The Oyster Supper Season has commenced. 


they have struggled long enough. 


tL “ 4 9 
PP eN 


i bt H 


| put@e 
, | HE 
Oa! b/s! 


Mp 


FRIVOLOUSNESS. | 
Aggrieved Oabby (indignantly), Tae Law, ea? Ir rr wAsn’t For 
THE Law, I’> aIvE rou such A HipIn’ As You'’D NOT RUB OFF THIS 


Fare (pleasantly). Yus! As you WERE A-saring—Liw! 
[Cabman thinks tt over, and retires more aggrieved than ever, 


[Ocr. 15, 1878. 


_They make money at the T. R, Querytown, but the stock company 
do not sleep on beds of roses. They act four pieces on Satarday night, 
and two of them, at least, ara three-act melodramas, The consequence 


is, that though ‘‘the author” is not strictly ‘‘ spaken”’. to the letter, or 
the plot slavishly adhered to, the entertainment sometimes lasts beyond the 


prescribed hour, and. at twenty minutes to eleven the company are told 


~ there is no time to change costume, and they must 
fog through the last thing down in the bills—say 
the Corsican Brothers, or Venice Preserved, in 
fifteen minutes. 

When:a star comes down, however, some efforts 
ate made and various promises. The manager 
writes to the star for ‘‘scene plot” and 
** parts "to be sent to him a fortnight in ad- 
vance, and naturally the star imagines his pieces 
are going to be put upon the stage with a pro- 
digality of accessories. When he comes down two 
days before the opening he finds the first scene has 
not been touched, and the manager has mislaid 
all his elaborate directions, 

** Look here; though,” says the manager, jast 
half an hour before the curtain ought to rise, 
brandishing the plot he has found again, ‘‘ what 
is there here that’s really necessary ?”’ 

The awkwardness regarding ‘* props” is rather 
worse. Say the star is acomic man, and he wants 
a pig. He asks if there is any difficulty in 
procuring one. None in the least. He asks 
about it as the curtain rises. There have been 
unexpected difficulties, but they have been over- 
come, and the pig is now upon his way to the 
theatre. He never reaches it, though, and is cut 

| out at the last moment, and ‘‘tulked about’ 
| instead of appearing. 

Or, say the star wants a pair of milk-pails. 
‘Theyre not’ in the dialogue,” says the imas- 
Mae eed ager. ‘‘Can you imagine them?” One night, 
in Box and Cox, the pork chop, rasher of bacon, frying-pan, and fireplace 
were left to the imagination. _., 

Bat it is worse when the star is serious—very tragic even—and is of 
the feminine sex. Imagine Mies Srar, in the great acene, struggling with 
the heavy man, who has to shoot her. : 

‘Why don’t you shoot me?’ she asks in a whisper, when she thinks 


*“T can’t,” says he. 

‘* Why?” 

‘* The pistol won't go off !”” 

‘* Isn't there one that will?” 

c¢ No.”’ 

‘* What am I to do, then?” 

‘© Pretend I’ve stabbed you.” 

‘* Have you a dagger?”’ 

‘* No, pretend I have.’’ 

The young gentleman who looks 

after the props at the T. R. Query- 
town also lends a hand with the 
“day bills,” and doubles all the 
utility parts, a complexity of occu- 
pations which render it impossible 
for him to get many of the words 
into, his head; he therefore only 
takes down his entrance cues and 
trusts to chance. I actually found 
him once, on the night of the per- 
formance, with the entrance cues 
in question noted down on a used 
paper collar, which he produced 
ever and anon from his trousers’ 
pocket, when he would refresh his 
memory. 

From this it may be imagined 
the salaries are not large at the T. 
BR. ; and the fact that the leading 

_Jady and gentleman (who ure a8 
_ Married couple) have rather less 
than two pounds a week between 
them, and play a matter of eight 
or ten partes each, ought to act as 


of. 


_— 


a 
ss 
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AS AS \ | | 
| 
| 


liquor-up the local press. There is some chance thén that he may be 

allowed to carry out his nefarious design; but they won't let him have the 

ph he rae vay the raise of those parte will send a minion to seek 
-of-the- 

whi is - re Bh - bhai age and when the cesspool ordust-heap, |i infatuated ones, many of them with education 

erect his temple upon the spot, and make money or lose 16, as the ‘‘ gods” 


decree. 


away, 


‘it won't, of 


he’ is graciously permitted to- 


‘a caation to any aspiring young batterman with theatrical tendencies; but 
course. 
_ There must be an extraordinary charm in the life to induce these 


and real talent, to go 


| straggling on at such a sorry trade; and, are not they just happy, too! 
Mr. Brivipens, the juvenile gentleman, is a roinarkable instance of 
' this happy-go-luckinews. : He joined with a limited wardrobe. In point 
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of fact, his only portable property was a “lining brush” and a cake of 
dian ink. ee 


In 

‘‘ My other coat’s away, you know, just now, dear boy. Can you lend 
me anything to go on with to-night? That you've taken off will be the 
very thing ; we're exactly the same build, aren't we? I suppose you'd 
not like to let me have the trousers and waistcoat too; it’s only for 
the evening, you know. I expect alot of things down to-morrow, for 
certain 


The lot of things that Mr. Burvipznsy expects he has been expecting 
daily all the five weeks he has belonged to the stock company at the 
T. BR. Querytown. “5 


THAT BONNET. 
(Submissively Dedicated to its Wearer's Milliners.) 


Gomre along the other day | 
. I saw—how ever could she don it !— 
A woman only five feet four, 

.*. And one foot six‘of that was—bonnet ! 


~~" “"""Her head bad been a tidy head 
' But for the big cbignon upon it; 
Yet all was foil’d, disfigured, spoil’d, 
And awamp’d by said chignon and—bonnet. 


On Sunday last she went to church, 

And took her book, as if to con it; 
But all the time that she was there 

She thought of little save her— bonnet. 


The parson took a winning text, 
And tried to fix attention on it; 

Bat all in vain, for nought she cared, 
Except “‘ the end of all ’’—the bonnet ! 


Bae oa Yet, stay! there was just one thing more 
” I must include in this sad sonnet : 
She sometimes thought of women there 
Who envied her her mortal bonnet. 


The luckless sermon, psalm, and prayer 
All went for nothing—out upon it !— 
For every other woman there 
:. Was lost in hatred of—‘‘ that bonnet |” 
** "+ (hg morn her husband was non est— 
- +. «tie shirt-neck bad no button on it: 
_ For Aim she had no time to spare, 
Intent alone upon her—bdonne. 


And next day he received a bill, — 
_ Ror she had ‘* been, and gone, and done it,” 
And he £2 per ounce was charged, 
 Shrougl her, for ‘‘ that disgusting bonnet !”’ 
Now mark me well, whom it concerns, o 
And think ye humanly upon it: 
How could ye make her such a ‘‘ guy,” 
By recommending sach a bonnet ? 
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“LOVE’S YOUNG DREAM!” 
A Romance of the Brighton Season. 


|  ve-pos- * [Prom ‘Hrs Daany.] 
Elysium House, King’s Road, Brighton, 
Monday Afternoon. 3 

Uxcommonty lucky, ’pon my word, that, quite by the merest chance, I 
should happen to fake up the advertisement sheet of last Wednesday's 

Times, and pitch right slap on this estimable Mrs. Grampus's addreas. to 
a confiding publis.-- Why, you know, what could I do when I was assured 

(in black and white, too) that:*‘Elysiam House” offered ‘‘all the. 

delights and comforts of a well-appointed Home, with the advantages of 

a cheerfal and musical cirele, agepmpanied by the charms of fascinating, 

yet strictly select Society, a splendid sea view, and a truly liberal table. 

For terms, &c., apply to Mra. G——,, as above’’ ? 

What could J do, I say, after reading this most kind invite from 
‘Mrs. Gramrcs, but fly to accept it by the very next train? I really was 
~ in such a very doose of a hurry to accept it, that somehow or other, in 
my haste, I quite forgot to settle up with Mrs. Sonzswizy, my landlady. 

I suppose, too, it must have been the extraordinary anxiety I felt, to 
accept Mra. Grambos's invitation that caused me to quite unacoountably 
overlook that ‘‘p little matter” of Barsxzrt’s, my butcher ; and 
the same reason, doubtless, accounted for that fool of a cabman taking 
me a short, if unsavoury cut to the station, instead of driving me round 
past the shops of my singularly confiding grocer, ditto wine merchant, 
do. tailor, chemist, and a few more long-suffering do.—or, do I mean, 
‘* do-ne” ones f 


a —- -o 


Somehow or other, too, I really confess to drawing a long breath when 
I felt the train clearing out of the station, and didn’t feel a well-known 
hand tapping my shoulder. 

By the time we—I and the train—had got as far as Redhill, I began 
to feel quite comfortable. 

*¢ All may still be well,” I caught myself carolling blithely, “and if 


-the Graxpvs behaves as such, all may be still more well.” 


For a goodish experience whispered to me seductively that, amid the 
‘* strictly select society’ of Elysium House I might meet my Fate—that 
is to say, of course, somebody in the Three-and-a-half-per-Cents-and- 
comfortable-widow-line. 

"Tis near the eventful hour—that is to say, it is five minutes to 6 P.x., 
the Elysium feeding time. 

uae are my varnished boots, and my dress shirt with the most buttons 
on tt. 


(From Her Drany.] 


‘ Elysium House, King’s Road, Brighton, 


Monday Afternoon. 
Reauty a most happy thought of mine, that it was, answering Mrs. 
GRampus’s advertisement, for the air of Gower Street was becoming 
literally too ‘‘ warm.’ Last (but not least, ba, ha !), my bootmaker, came 


the other day, and said he would ‘‘ wait in the ball till I paid his little 


account.” And he did. Then one of Madame Juxiz’s people actually 


~ used to dodge for me from bebind one atreet-corner as I went out, whilst 


an animal I owe a paltry few shillings to for ‘‘ Bloom” would pounce on 
me from another. 

Besidee, too, the “‘ cheerful circle” of No. 777 was becoming anything 
but ‘‘ cheerful,” for, really, since old Mr. Murrin’s chronic *‘ bad throat ”’ 
had got so bad as to choke him off to Cheltenbam, I felt that my very 
last chance had fled with him. . 

As for trying it-on with that freckled young Mr. Priccrxs, why, 
besides the freckles, he’s only a City clerk, and not ‘‘ worth” the hat he 
puts his ugly ‘‘ carrota’’ in. 

But, O, how different is all here/ 

In the train, coming down from Victoria, there was the handsomest, 


and the gentlemanliest gentleman J ever saw/ Ah me! shall I ever, 


I wonder, meet him once again ?}......... 

I am sure he took a fancy to poor me—my spot veil was down, and the 
spots do look very fetching over the “‘Bloom.” He gazed at me absently 
with his great lovely noetical eyes more than once, and I think I heard 


him sigh as he looked in his pocket-book and then put it back again in 
- his pocket, O, eo sadly, after adding up a sort of little sum on his fingers, 


I am. sure he has a History, for he’s a0 romantic-looking. 
Ak me/ shall I see him ever again? 


‘ [From His Drary.] 
Elysium House, Monday Night. 

Ha! Ha! Ha! . 

They did it—I-know. they would; I never knew those sweet-fitting 
varnished boots fail me yet! 

Upon me word, a very decent feed. The soup was ve-ry clear, but 
to make up for that, the pudding was a regular cut an’ come again-er. 
I believe ye. And if, the boiled mutton had boiled over a bit, and the 
capers had been ‘‘ cutting” to such an extent as to have almost ‘‘cut’’ 
out of the sauoce-boat entirely, why, surely the ‘‘ poultry’ made up for 
the deficiency. You might ‘‘cut” at those aged birds, but you wouldn’t 
care to ‘‘come again.” — 

‘* Enough, my dgar Ma’am,”’ as I said to the excellent Mrs. Gramprvs, 
waving the paste diamond on my little finger gracefully, when she 
pressed on me yet an}ther wing, ‘‘is as good as a feast. We are all but 
mortals.” 

As I subsided with iny accustamed ease and usual grace after drawing 
the gaze of the table on me, I caught the eye of a middlish-aged, yet 
gushingly-disposed lady a little way down the hospitable board on the 
opposite side. i. ; 

. The middlish-aged yet gushingly-disposed One blushed, giggled, and then 
nearly choked herself ,with bread crumbs and a too rapid admixture of 
Mrs. Grampus’s ‘‘Celehrated Table Stout.” 

Where have J seen her before ? 

I wonder whether she is a Three-and-a-half-per-Cents One # 


§ 


ur 


‘+> [From Hun Drary.] 
Elysium House, Monday Night. 

I have seen him! My fond little flutterer did not deceive me. 

And, 0, if he looked nice in the train, how much nicer did he look in 
full evening dress, and with his little feet in the beauttfullest varnished 
boots! I was always partial to varnished boota, especially when they 
outwardly adorn such inside symmetry. 

Once I caught his ardent gaze bent in my direction. 

‘*Is it bent on me?” said the poor little flutterer, ‘‘or is it only the 
raised pie ? ” 
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to me, and very 
pleasant to the palate. eee y 
Indeed, in the novel of ‘‘ Guy -Mannering: 
graphic description of the old town, thoagh Y 


_found & most 


to Irish, and I am sure you can take a much larger quantity without the | 


game prejudicial resulta, 

Bat of all the picturesque and romantic sites, 
I think that it is the custom not to mix the water 
with the whisky, but to drink the water, if 
drunk at all, afterwards. 

But to resume, or perhaps, more properly speak- 
ing, my friend, who has been taking nip for nip 
with me since a quarter before noon this morning, | 
thinks he had better go home, and I therefore 
defer the further consideration of the subject 
under discussion from an archeological point of 
view ; though I don’t think I cau trast him to 
go alone, for fear he should again return to the 
spirit shop opposite—uniess, indeed, one more 
nip without water would tend—— 

@ = * w * 


I extremely regret that I could not finish my 
article last night in time for the first post this 
morning. Not being able to remember with sufii- 
cient distinctness which flat I lived upon, I was 
reluctantly compelled to sleep on thé stairs until | 
the postman called in the morning, when I knew | 
that a letter would arrive with the necessary 
particulars set forth upon the envelope. I am 
not at all well to-day, owing to the sharpness of 
the angle against which I leant my head, 

* * * * 
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*, 


Perth 
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My friend, however, has just called in, &nd 
seems ridiculously fresh and rosy. He hopes I 
am the same. I tell him I am not. 

He says that perhaps it was the nips or trams, 
and that I had better be more careful for the future, as he himself oniy 
takes his spirits medicinally. a9 tee, 7 

He says he has found whisky an excellent 'remedy for gout, neuralgia, 
lumbago, croup, and measles. He has also tried it for corns. It not 
only took away the corns, but it even took his feet from under him at the 
same time. . 


I tell him that perhaps, on the whole, I did take a nip or tram too | 


many yesterday, and appeal to his- 
experience as to the correct number . 
which can safely be taken. 

‘* Well,” says he, after a few 
moments’ reflection, ‘‘ when ye get 
up i’ the mornin’ ye can tak’ a 
tram, an’ when ye gang oot up_the 
toon i’ the mornin’ ye can tak’ a 
tram, an’ when ye come in frae 
the toon i’ the mornin’ ye can tak’ 
a tram, and ye can tak’ a tram 
afore breakfast, an’ after breakfast 
ye.can tak’ a tram, an’ ye can tak’ 
a tram before dinner, an’ after 
dinner ye can tak’ twa or three 
trams; but ye munna be aye tram- 
. trammin’, because, ye ken, the 
mercies 0’ Providence were given 
us to be used and no’ abused.” 

I have been thinking this over 
seriously for an hour or two, and 
have arrived at the conclusion that 
there is nothing like moderation. 


PLAY-HOUSE PERSONS. 
No. 1.—The Stock Company at 
_ the T. R. Querytown., 
Tax man who would build a theatre 
in a provincial town must prostrate 
himself before the mayor and corpo- 
ration, grovel to the leading gentry,. 
cringe to the tradespeople, and 


sIpB oy CHRISTMAS. = = i 


nae“? the local press. There is some chance thén that he may be 
allowed to carry out his nefarious design ; but they won't let him have the 
site he chooses, and the AYRTON of those parte will send a minion to seek 
out some out-of-the-way hole or corner, and when the cesspool or dust-heap, 


which is there at present, is cleared away, 


am his temple upon the spot, and make money or lose :it, as the ‘‘ gods” 
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‘‘HERE WE ARE AGAIN!” 


The Oyster Supper Season has commenced, 


_ they have struggled long enough. 


Fare (pleasantly). Yes! Ag rou WERE A-saYIng—Luaw ! 
n thinks it over, and retires more aggrieved than ever, 


he’ is graciously permitted to: 


' this happy-go-lu 


(Oct. 15, 1873. 


_YThey make money at the T. R. Querytown, bat the stock company 
do not sleep on beds of roses. They act four pieces on Saturday night, 
and two.of them, at least, are three-act melodramas, The consequence 
ja, that though ‘‘the author” is noé strictly ‘‘ speken"’. to the letter, or 
the plot slavishly adhered to, the entertainment sometimes lasts beyond the 
prescribed hany, and. at twenty minates to eleven the. company are told 

’ there is no time to change costume, and they must 
fog through the last thing down in the bills—asay 
the Corsican Brothers, or Venice Preserved, in 
fifteen minutes. 

When-a star comes down, however, some efforts 
are made and various promises. The manager 
writes to the star for ‘‘scene plot” and 
‘parts to be sent to him a fortnight in ad- 
| vance, and naturally the star imagines his pieces 

are going to be put upon the stage with a pro- 
digality of accessories. When he comes down two 


days before the opening he finds the first scene has 
not been touched, and the manager has mislaid 
all his elaborate directions. 

*‘Look here, though,’ says the manager, just 
half an hour before the curtain ought to rise, 
brandishing the plot he has found again, ‘‘ what 
is there here that’s really necessary ?” 

The awkwardness regarding ‘* props” is rather 
worse. Say the star is acomic man, and he wants 
a pig. He asks if there is any difficulty in 
procuring one. None in the least. He asks 
about it as the curtain rises. There have been 
unexpected difficulties, but they have been over- 
come, and the pig is now upon his way to the 
theatre. He never reaches it, though, and is cut 
out at the last moment, and ‘talked about” 
instead of appearing. 

Or, say the star wants a pair of milk-pails. 
**They’re not in the dialogue,” says the man- 
ager. ‘Can you imagine them!” One night, 
in Box and Cox, the pork chop, rasber of bacon, irying-pan, and fireplace 
were left to the imagination. 

But it is worse when the star is serious—very tragic even —and is of 
the feminine sex. Imagine Miss Srar, in the great scene, struggling with 
the heavy man, who has to shoot her. 

‘Why don’t you shoot me?” she asks in a whisper, when she thinks 


‘*T can’t,” says he. 

‘6 Why?” 

‘* The pistol won’t go off !”’ 

‘‘ Isn't there one that will?” 

‘© No.” 

‘* What am I to do, then?” 

‘* Pretend I've stabbed you.” 

** Have you a dagger ?”’ 

‘*No, pretend I have.’’ 

The young gentleman who looks 
after the props at the T. R. Query- 
town also lends a hand with the 
“day bills,” and doubles all the 
utility parts, a complexity of occu- 
pations which render it impossible 
for him to get many of the words 

. into his head; he therefore only 
takes down his entrance cues and 
trusts to chance. I actually found 
him once, on the night of the per- 
formance, with the entrance cues 
in question noted down on a used 
. paper collar, which he produced 
ever and anon from his trousers’ 
pocket, when he would refresh his 
memory. 

From this it may be imagined 
the salaries are not large at the T. 
R. ; and the fact that the leading 

lady and gentleman (who ure a 
_. MInarried couple) have rather Jess 
than two pounds a week between 
them, and play a matter of eight 
or ten parte each, ought to act as 


e 


a caution to any aspiring young buttermaa with theatrical tendencies; but 
'1t woh’t, of course. 


There must be an extraordinary charm in the life to induce these 


| infatuated ones, many of them with education and real talent, to go 
straggling on at such a sorry trade; and, are not they just happy, too! 


Mr. Butvipenrs, the javenile gentleman, is a remarkable instance of 


tes. He joined with a limited wardrobe. In point 
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of fact, his only portable property was a “lining brash” and a cake of 
dian ink. : : 


In ee 

‘¢ My other coat’s away, you know, just now, dear boy. Can you lend 
me anything to go on with to-night? That you've taken of will be the 
very thing ; we're exactly the same build, aren't we? 1 suppose you'd 
not like to let me have the trousers and waistooat too; it’s only for 
the evening, you know. I expect alot of things down to-morrow, for 
certain. Gs fe a 

The lot of things that Mr. Ba.vmers expects he has been expecting 
daily all the five weeks he has belonged to the stock company at the 
T. B. Querytown. 


THAT BONNET. 
(Submissively Dedicated to its Wearer'’s Milliners.) 


Gonre along the other day . 

_ I saw—how ever could she don it !— 
A woman only five feet four, 
. ‘And one foot sixtof that was—bonnet ! 


~~"Her head had been a tidy head 
But for the big chignon upon it; 
Yet all was foil’d, disfigured, spoil’d, 
And swamp’d by said chignon and— bonnet. 


On Sunday last she went to church, 

And took her book, as if to con it; 
But all the time that she was there 

She thought of little save her— bonnet. 


The parson took a winning text, 
And tried to fix attention on it ; 

But all in vain, for nought she cared, 
Except ‘‘ the end of all’’—the bonnet ! 


Yet, stay! there was just one thing more 
I must include in this sad sonnet : 

She sometimes thought of women there 
Who envied her her mortal bonnet. 


The luckless sermon, psalm, and prayer 
All went for nothing—out upon it !— 

For every other woman there 

.. Was lost in hatred of—‘‘ that bonnet !”’ 


 >* + (Sig morn her husband was non est— 
. . +. ~3fig ahirt-neck had no button on it: 

_ For him she had no time to spare, 

Intent alone upon her—bonnet. 


And next day he received a bill, 
_ Ror she had ‘‘ been, and gone, and done it,” 

And he £2 per ounce was charged, 

Througti her, for ‘‘ that disguating bonnet !”’ 
Now mark me well, whom it concerns, 

And think ye humanly upon it: 

How could ye make her such a-‘‘ guy,” 

By recommending such a bonnet? 


§ 
ey 


“LOVE’S YOUNG DREAM!” 
A Romance of the Brighton Season. : 


23° (Prom Hrs Drazy.] 
Elysium shlegy King’s Road, Brighton, 
Monday Afternoon. . 
Uxcommonty lucky,’pon my word, that, quite by the merest chance, I 
should happen ‘to take up the advertisement sheet of last Wednesday's 
Times, and pitch right slap on this estimable Mrs. Graupus's address to 
a confiding publis:- ~“Why, you know, what could I do when I was assured 
(in black and white, too) that ‘Elysium House” offered ‘‘all the 


delights and comforts of a well-appointed Home, with the advantages of. 


a cheerfal and musical circle, anepmpanied, by the charms of fascinating, 
yet atrictly select Society, a splendid sea view, and a truly liberal table. 
For terms, &c., apply to Mra. GQ——,, as above”’ ? 

“What could J do, I say, after reading this most kind invite from 
Mrs. Gramps, bat fly to accept it by the very next train? I really was 
in such a very doose of a hurry to accept it, that somehow or other, in 
my haste, I quite forgot to settle up with Mrs. Sonzwixzy, my landlady. 

I suppose, too, it must ave been the extraordinary anxiety I felt to 
acoept Mrs. Graxbos’s invitation that caused me to quite unacocountably 
overlook that ‘‘ pressing little matter” of Barsxer’s, my butcher ; and 
the same reason, doubtless, accounted for that fool of a cabman taking 
me a short, if unsavoury out to the station, instead of driving me round 
past the shops of my singularly confiding grocer, ditto wine merchant, 
do. tailor, chemist, and a few more long-suffering do.—or, do I mean, 
** do-ne” ones ? 


Somehow or other, too, I really confess to drawing a long breath when 
I felt the train clearing out of the station, and didn’t feel a well-known 
hand tapping my shoulder. 

By the time we—I and the train—had got as far as Redhill, I began 
to feel quite comfortable. 

** All may still be well,” I caught myself carolling blithely, “ and if 
the Gnampus behaves as such, all may be still more well.” 

For a goodish experience whispered to me seductively that, amid the 
‘¢ strictly select society’ of Elysium House I might meet my Fate—that 
is to say, of course, somebody in the Three-and-a-half-per-Cents-and- 
comfortable-widow-line. 

"Tis near the eventful hour—that is to say, it is five minutes to 6 P.m., 
the Elysium feeding time. 

Whee are my varnished boots, and my dress shirt with the most buttons 
on tl. 


[From Her Drany.] 

Elysium House, King’e Road, Brighton 

_ Monday Afternoon, 
REALLY a most happy thought of mine, that it was, answering Mrs. 
Grampus’s advertisement, for the air of Gower Street was becoming 
literally too ‘‘warm.’’ Lasr (but not least, ba, ha!), my bootmaker, came 
the other day, and said he would ‘‘ wait in the ball till I paid his little 
account.” And he did. Then one of Madame Jutiz’s people actually 


used to dodge for me from bebind one street-corner as I went out, whilst 


an animal I owe a paltry few shillings to for ‘‘ Bloom” would pounce on 
me from another. 

Besides, too, the ‘‘ cheerful circle’ of No. 777 was becoming anything 
but ‘‘cheerfal,” for, really, since old Mr. Murrin’s chronic ‘‘ bad throat ”’ 
had got so bad as to choke him off to Cheltenham, I felt that my very 
last chance had fled with him. . 

As for trying it-on with that freckled young Mr. Pricains, why, 
besides the freckles, he's only a City clerk, and not ‘‘ worth” the hat he 
puts his ugly ‘‘ carrots” in. 

But, O, how different is all here/ 

In the train, coming down from Victoria, there was the handsomest, 
and the gentlemanliest gentleman J ever saw/ Ah me! sball I ever, 
I wonder, meet him once again }......... 

I am sure he took a fancy to poor me—my spot veil was down, and the 
spots do look very fetching over the ‘‘ Bloom.”’ He gazed at me absently 
with his great lovely poetical eyes more than once, and I think I heard 


' him sigh as he looked in his pocket-book and then put it back again in 
- his pocket, 0, 6o sadly, after adding up a sort of little sum on his fingers, 


I am. sure he has a History, for he’s s0 romantic-looking. 
Ak me/ shall I see him ever again? 


{From His Drary.] 
Elysium House, Monday Night. 

Ha! Ha! Hal. | 

They did it—l:knew. they would; I never knew those sweet-fitting 
varnished boots fail me yet! 

Upon me word, a ve.ry decent feed. The soup was ve-ry clear, but 
to make up for that, the pudding was a regular cut an’ come again-er. 
I believe ye. And if. the boiled mutton had boiled over a bit, and the 
capers had been ‘‘ cutting” to such an extent as to have almost ‘‘cut’’ 
out of the sauoe-boat entirely, why, surely the ‘‘ poultry” made up for 
the deficiency. You might ‘‘cut” at those aged birds, but you wouldn't 
care to ‘‘come again.” — 

** Enough, my dgar Ma’am,”’ as I said to the excellent Mrs. Grampvs, 
waving the paste mond on my little finger gracefully, when she 
pressed on me yet andther wing, ‘‘is as good as a feast. We are all but 
mortals.” : 

As I subsided with fay accustomed ease and usual grace after drawing 
the gaze of the table on me, I caught the eye of a middlish-aged, yet 
gushingly-disposed lady a little way down the hospitable bourd on the 
opposite side. ut 


. . The middlish-aged yet gushingly-disposed One blushed, giggled, and then 
‘ pearly choked herself ,with. 


bread crumbs and a too rapid admixture of 
Mrs. Grampus’s ‘‘Celebrated Table Stout.” 
‘Where hara,} seen her before t 
I wonder whather she is a Three-and-a-halfeper-Cents One ? 


s] 


“s.° [From Her Drary.] 
Elysium House, Monday Night. 

I have seen him! My fond little flutterer did not deceive me. 

And, 0, if he looked nice in the train, how much nicer did he look in 
full evening dress, and with his little feet in the beautifullest warnished 
boots! I was always partial to varnished boots, especially when they 
outwardly adorn such inside symmetry. 

Once I caught his ardent gaze bent in my direction. 

‘*Is it bent on me?” said the poor little flutterer, ‘‘or is it only the 
raised pie?” 
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Alas, it was the raised pie ! 

When he ‘joined the ladies” afterwards, in the drawing-room, I saw 
bis flashing orbs again flashing in my direction. i. es 

There could be no raised pie this time ; it was—it was mel 

Down, down, foolish flutterer ! 


RTE 


(Frou His Drary.] 
Eylsium House, Tuesday. 


It was most uncommonly cold and jolly slow sitting with her in a quiet 


corner at the end of the pier, but I came here on business, and did it. °- 


She’s forty, if she’s a day, and dresses like twenty, but taking her ing | 


bad light she don’t really look such a sight as some of the ones T’ve 
made up to in the course of a chequered career. 
She is, moreover, quite willing and amiably disposed to yours truly. 


I daresay, with forcing the running a little, I could be married right off | 


in a week, or say ten days at the most. 
The only question that is opened now, therefore, is, Is she a Three-and- 
a-half-per-Centa One, and if 20, how much is it tied up ? -* 
I'll put it to her delicately, in some roundabout way this evening. 


¢ From Her Diary. 
Elysium House, Tuesday. 


Bliss! Heavenly rapture ! tage “8 

I have been with him alone for two happy hours at the end of the pier. 
How noble he looked with the sea-breeze blowing in his fine open coun- 
tenance! os 

How manly—how prosperous—how unselfish! Yes, I am sure I can 
believe him. Bet Paihia ae 

Yet I never did quite like those estates in Ireland. Iwill ask hima 
little more about them this evening. a re ae 


[From His Drary.] — Bee a 

Elysium House, Wednesday. ae ae 
I have put it to her delicately about the bankers’ account, and, as far as 

[can make out, it seems all right. Then I asked her if she ‘‘ thought 


I could make her happy with the devotion,” and all that Sort of old 


thing. : 
She seemed to think I could. I never knew before that one of the gentle 
sex could be ao strong in the fingers. ha 
[From Her Drary, ] 
Thursday. . 


It is all over—down, down, poor flutterer! He has proposed, and, after 
satisfying myself about the Irish estate, I have accepted him. - We are 
to be married in a week. Iam the happiest of thehappy!:,. . 


- 
. 


(From His Drary.] as 

Friday, 

Sold again. One of Sorowon Levy's men down here. He means to 

ay the local sheriff’s officer on me. ‘There's nothing for it ; I must 
ri 


THE ONLY JONES. 


Hon’r’> Ma’au,—The event of the theatrical world since I last had the 
honour of addreasing you on the subject has been the re-opening of the 
Olympic under new management. Everybody wishes Mr. Henny Navin 
success in his venture, and consequently everybody will wish he had got a 
stronger comedy to start with than Sour Grapes. Whatever Mr. Braos 
writes must have good work in it, but, for my part, I fail to find sufficient 
interest in the story. In these days of many theatres and few actors, the 
Olympic company is unusually strong. Mr. Henny Nevitie is a host in 
himself, but, unlike many other actor-managers, he has not considered 
this fact a reason for filling all parts but his own with dammies. Sour 
Grapes, I venture to prophesy, will in the future be chiefly remarkable 
for having introduced to a London audience Mr. G. Anson, a comedian 
well known in the provinces, who made a great hit in the part of Minadab, 
a farm servant, and for showing that Mr. OnaRies NevILue, late of the 
Globe, has in him all the material for a first-class actor. Sour Grapes 
was preceded by a new and rattling farce of the most farcical description, 
entitled, A Pair of Boots; avd the programme concluded with A Game 
of Romps, in which Miss Marion ee Clr novice to the stage, made a 
first and very promising appearance. ’r’d Ma’am, pray convey my 
apologies to Mr. ToorPm Peps that I have not yet seen the M ee Pearl 
and the Alexandra Theatre. Next week I hope to endorse the public 
opinion in its favour. ea 


ee 


EPITAPH ON A DRUNEEN J.P. 
Here lies the Justice, gone at last 
To get the thing he merits ; 
Our comfort is—he need not thirst, 
He’s in “‘ the land of spirits.” 


— 
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AN AWFUL CAUTION. 
(Which will probably be given by ara to somebody else—when it ts 
j too late. 


 Asnanten Land is precious hot, 
Confounded hot, and there I got 
The Fever. 


When well from that, I join’d my corps, 
But soon again was cover'd o’er 

- "With blisters. 
A month did for’ these ills suffice, 


And then I went on pretty nice— 
A week or 80. 


The best of those fow days I made, 
And fought the blacke, then low was laid 
= By ague, 


The ague left me; then, my eye ! 
To keep off ills I did just try, 
But couldn't. 


In sorrow my poor lot seem’d set, 
For, after that, what must I get 
But dysent’ry ! 


‘¢ Enough of this,”’ one day cried I, 
‘The best of remedies I ll try,” 
So died. 


The niggers could not leave me quiet, 
But o’er my corpee they made great riot, 
The brutes ! 


Poor wretched me they went and flay’d, 
And into a big drum they made 
My skin ! 


When flay’d, I then was roasted whole ; 
But for a flate one beggar atole 
My shin-bones ! 


And one old nigger, without hair, 
Seized, on his head as wig to wear, 
My auburn sealp ! 


Moat sacred things these men abuse, 
For drinking goblets now they use 
My poor akall ! 


Ye who have sons who, well ye know 

That, if they live, they'll great men grow, 

Should wara break-out in lands 80 low, 
Don’t let them go. 


And ye with sons who, well ye know 
That, if they live, they'll scoundrels grow, 
Should wars break out in lands so low, 

. Just let them go. 


——— oe 


JUDY’S JOTTINGS. 


> Tux dead season must be raging very violently in America, 
to judge by the following :-— 

‘‘ At Vicksburgh there is an eccentric tom-cat that persists in sitting on 
a nest of hen’s eggs, evidently for the purpose of hatching them, as he is 
never absent from his charge, except for the purpose of supplying himeelf 
with food. At last accounts, three of the chickens had broken shell, and 
were kindly cared for by their atrange protector, who immediately cast the 
empty shells out of the nest, and went on with his incubation.” 
At this time of year English newspapers are sometimes taken 
bad, but very seldom manage to equal this. 

—@~— 

@= A rvmovr is current that there is an excellent reason why 
Dr. Kengaty cannot produce AaTaur ORTON a8 & witness in 
the Tichzorne Case. It is to the effect that Dr. Kenzary has 
in reserve four Australian aborigines, who will swear that they 
ate ARTHUR Orton the day after the Claimant sailed for England 
—and (of course) that they noticed nothing peculiar about his 
thumb and great toes. Oh! when will this weary T10HBORNE 
Case come to an end? 
G2 Tux art of-geld-mining is about entering on a new phase. 
Having exhausted the stores lying ready to their hands on 
shore, the Californians are about tq get gold from the sea 


— —- —___—_-—- 
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bottom, and large diving bells are being constructed for the 
purpose. Another plan is that of drawing up, by means of a 
vacuum pump, the auriferous sand. It is estimated that one 
hundred tons per hour can be taken up. As a notion for “ raising 
money ” on a large scale, this is not so bad. ° 

—_>—-— 


4° The famous French composer, M. Govunop, is shortly ex- 
pected to produce his new work, Jeanne d’Arc, at the Gaiété 
Théatre, in Paris. This opera is, it is said, to have the advan- 
tage of a curious instrumental accompaniment in the orchestra 
—a new instrument called a pyrophone, which is, as its name 
implies, sounded by the action of fire. <A lighted jet of gas 
plays upon glass tubes, and gives off a note said to be sui 
generis, and unequalled for penetrating, mournful expression at 
once fantastic and poetic. M. Govunop opines that all the com- 
binations of known instruments possible would fall short of the 
effect of the two octaves of the pyrophone. It is to be hoped, 
however, that the French 
composer will keep this 
wonderful instrument well 
in hand, or else have the 
fire-engines in good working 
order. 
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4 Troe Roman Catholic 
Archbishop Mannine has 
promulgated a _ pastoral, 
which warns the Catholic 
laity against sending young 
meu to the national univer- 
sities. The bishops, one 
and all, declare that they 
cannot countenance Mixed 
Education in any form. The 
other side to this question is, | 
that Mixed Educution does | 
not countenance Roman Ca- 
tholic bishops, and that it is 
just possible Mnglish univer- 
sities may get along without 
Catholic young men. Come 
now! 
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——— | eo 
es In a fivancial speech = WH Ih 
delivered by Sir Srarrorp 
NortsooTe at the annual 
meetiug of the Exeter Cham- 
ber of Commerce, the right 
hon. baronet said he rather 
doubted if the income-tax 
was to be speedily done 
away with. Though the ex- 
ports and imports continued 
to increase, he observed that 
it was at a slower rate than 
in former years. The pro- 
posal to impose export duties 
on coal and iron he treated 
as impracticable. Sir Srar- 
ForD evidently thought that, 
of the two—the income-tax 
and the present Government 
—the Governnent stands the best chance of being abolished. If 
the usual principle of selection—of two evils to choose the 
least—be observed, abolished it certainly will be. ‘The Grap- 
sTONE Cabinet is even more odious than the income-tax. 
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——_———_ 

Gg Wuat is the value of an old wooden bar? It depends upon 
circumstances. There is one on the north side of St. Paul's 
Cathedral which is worth a good deal. The City Commissioners 
of Sewers have offered the Dean and Chapter of St. Paul’s 
£5,000 for permission to take down this bar, and widen the 
roadway in harmony with the west front ; but the selfish interests 
of the shopkeepers on the north side—the ladies’ lounge, as it is 
sometimes called—have been allowed to prevail, and for the 


present the bar is saved. But, let us hope, saved for the present 


only; for, that the fancied interests of a few shopkeepers. should 
stand in the way of a great public improvement is—well, simply 
bar-bar—ous ! 


—_ os -- --__ — - _ —as 
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of. all the Vices.” 
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AND IT OUGHE TO BE A WARNING TO US ALL. 


Pensioner. An! you MAY WELL SAY THAT, MiSs; AND TO THINK THAT 
AT ONE TIME, THEY HAD HAL¥ A MIND NOT TO LET ME JOIN AT ALL, 
BECAUSE THESE ’ERE TWO LEGS OF MINH, THAT WAS BLOWN OFF AT THE 
veRY First ENGAGEMENT, WASN'T STRAIGHT ENOUGH AFORE THAT TO SUIT 'EM! 
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as" Str Seymour Firzcerap, who has announced his intention 


of contesting Horsham at the next election, in the Conservative 
interest, has made a discovery. In addressing the electors he 
complained of the tendency to over-legislation, instancing the 
fact that within the last eight or ten years some “ five hundred 
new offences had been created by Act of Parliament!” The 
GuapstonE Cabinet has been nicknamed the “ Ministry of all 
the Virtues,”—but a far more appropriate title for a Cabinet 
which multiplies offences at this rate would be the “ Association 


—--- ¢ —— 


@2° Tue Comre pE CHAMporp is in a fix. He may be King of 
France, but if so he must accept the tricolor as his flag, and his 
flag has always been a white one. A proposition has been made 
to add to the tricolor a white rosette, or riband, or streamer; but 
this would be very unacceptable to Frenchmen. Whatever else 
may be said against our gallant allies, they have never shown 
the white feather, and it is 
not to be supposed they will 
begin now. 


—— §-—— 

2° Sex what comes of being 
represented in Parliament by 
such a man as Mr. Gtap- 
STONE, who calls himself a 
Liberal. It appears from the 
report of the Astronomer- 
Royal, that even the tem- 
perature of the air at the 
Royal Observatory at Green- 
wich is mean! Surely the 
Greenwichers will remedy 
this at the next general 
election! —¥,—— 

GS Tue latest news from 
Spain is, that ‘Don Cartos 
has assumed another royal 
function by issuing postage 
stamps.” The Spanish Pre- 
tender intends to stick to 
everything he can get hold of. 
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Se es BEFORE THE TeRM BEcINs.— 
DMM A\ees) «6| Jupy’s word of warning to 
Ry Dah students for examination will be 
the same as ever—Dbp not crib, 
but cram. 

Ir Encuand is a nation of 
At sailors, is she not a Z'ar-nation 

Aly strong one at sea ?—Ask Brother 
Jonathan. 

Morro for a Life Insurance 
Company—Nil nisi Bonus. 

A Ropr's End—Z'o become 
oakum. 

Note FoR ORNITHOLOGISTS. — 
The most sensible birds are the 
rooks, for they never quarrel 
without ‘‘ caws.” 

Men who have Risen—Demo- 
crats. 

**Notuine in the world beats a good wife,” said Jones, the newly- 
rn ‘*Yes,’’ answered Smitu, the long-married, ‘a bad husband 

es,”” 

To ALL WHOM IT MAY CoNCERN.—Is kissing a pretty girl a capital 
offence ? 

CutinaRY Recrpz.—How to make a Nice Devil—Contradict the wife 
of your bosom. 
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NOW READY, 
One Shilling; Post Free, 1s, 24d., 


JUDY’S HIGH JINKS; 


BEING 
FIVE HUNDRED HUMOROUS PICTURES, 
WITH DESORIPTIVE LETTERPRESS, SELECTED FROM THE PAGES OF “ supy,” 
By CHARLES H. ROSS. 
78, FLEET STREET. 
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There hes been the usual nonsense talked 
about the glorious Summer Sun. This is the 
way the comic artists like to draw him; 
but—— _ [See opposite car 


-- 


The Love-making Season has been uncommonly bad thi« 
year. Cueip had better be pt in the corner to learn his 
ABC again. He must have forgotten it. 
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Tre Finest Lesson. 


7 Little Comets Ad eager Boy son coking peave Of eae ). _ * Home, sweet home.” So jolly to come 
ou ma e ban once; ou're not to spea me 
The Railway Season, however, has been ex- if you seat cas in Town, though ; ‘and, Ser big if I come down back to it unexpectedly ! 
tremely brisk and cheerful, next year, I may play at making sand-pies with you again. 
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This is the way the glorious Summer Sun 
ought to be depicted. Probably one of the 
biggest impostors out. 


See opposite 9) 


